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LIFE  OF  CHRISTOPHER  SMART, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Christopher  smart  was  bom  at  Shipbonmo  in  Kent,  April  1  li]i,1739.  His 
fiuher  was  possessed  of  about  three  handred  pounds  a  year  in  that  neighbour- 
hood,  and  was  originallj  intended  for  holj  orders.  Why  he  did  not  enter 
Into  holy  orders,  or  what  occupation  he  pursued,  we  are  not  told,  except  that 
tt  one  time  he  liad  acted  as  steward  of  the  Kentish  estates  of  lord  Barnard,  after- 
wards earl  of  Darlington, 

His  mother  was  a  Miss  Gilpin,  of  the  family  of  the  celebrated  reformer  Bernard 
Gilpin;  an  ancestor  by  the  father*s  side,  Mr.  Peter  Smart,  had  been  a  preben« 
dary  of  Durham  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  First,  and  was  accounted  by  the  puri. 
tso  party  as  the  proto-martyr  in  their  cause,  haTing  been  d^raded  and  deprired 
of  all  his  ecclesiastical  preferments,  fined  fife  hundred  pounds,  and  imprisoned 
deren  years.  When  restored  to  liberty  by  the  parliament,  he  appeared  as  a  wit- 
ness against  archbishop  Laud.  The  particular  libel  for  which  he  suffered  Is  writ- 
ten  in  Latin  Terse,  and  was  published  in  1043.  This  is  probably  what  the  author  of 
tile  life  prefixed  to  Smart's  poems,  (edit.  1791)  calls  <<  an  interesting  narratire  in 
a  pamphlet."' 

When  our  poet  was  at  school,  his  father  died,  and  so  much  in  debt,  that  his 
widow  was  obliged  to  sell  the  family  estate  at  a  considerable  loss.  As  he  had, 
however,  receiTed  a  liberal  education,  he  is  said  to  hare  communicated  to  his  son 
a  taste  for  literature,  and  probably  that  turn  for  pious  reflection,  which  appears  in 
many  of  his  poetical  piec^,  and  was  not  interrupted  with  impunity  by  the  irregu- 
larities of  his  life. 

Smart  was  bom  earlier  than  the  usual  period  of  gestation,  and  to  this  circum- 
stance his  biographer  ascribes  that  delicacy  of  constitution  which  rendered  him  un- 
•foal  to  the  indnlgeades  of  men  of  yigour  and  gaiety*    His  taste  for  poetry  is  said 
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4  LIFE  OP  SMART. 

to  have  appeared  when  he  was  only  four  years  old,  io  an  extempore  effusion  thai 
indicated  a  relish  for  verse  and  an  ear  for  numbers;  but  unfortunately  for  this  stoiy 
the  extempore  effusion  has  neither  been  preserved  nor  authenticated.  He  was 
educated  at  Maidstone,  until  he  was  eleven  years  old^  at  which  time  his  father 
died,  and  his  mother  was  induced  to  send  him  to  Durham,  where  he  might  enjoy 
the  advantages  of  a  good  school,  change  of  air,  and  what  in  her  circumstances  be^ 
came  desirable,  the  notice  and  protection  of  his  father's  relations.  Who  they  were 
we  are  not  told,  but  young  Smart  was  very  cordially,  received  at  Raby  castle, 
by  lord  Barnard^  and  in  this  family  obtained  the  friendship  of  the  honourable 
Mrs.  Hope,  and  the!  more  substantial  patronage  pf  the  late  duchess  of  Cleve- 
land, who  allowed  him  forty  pounds  a  year  until  her  death,  in  1742.  His  gnr 
titude  to  these  noble  personages  is  amply  testified  by  his  Ode  to  lord  Barnard, 
whom  he  particularly  acknowledges  as  one  who  encouraged  his  youthful  studies. 
It  was  probably  owing  to  the  liberality  of  the  same  family  that,  after  he  had  ac. 
quired  very  considerable  reputation  at  Durham  school,  he  was  sent  to  Cambridge 
in  his  seventeenth  year,  and  admitted  of  Pembroke  Hall,  Oct.  30,  1739. 

At  college  ho  was  much  more  distinguished  for' his  poetical  efforts  and  classical 
taste  than  for  an  ambition  to  excel  in  the  usual  routine  of  acaJiemical  studies,'  and 
soon  became  a  general  favourite  with  such  of  hb  contemporaries  as  were  men  of 
gaiety  and  vivacity.  A  convivial  disposition  led  him  at  the  same4ime  to  associate 
rather  too  frequently  with  men  who  were  of  superior  fortune,  while  pride 
kept  him  from  avowing  his  inability  to  support  their  expences.  His  only 
dependance  was  what  he  derived  from  his  college,  and  the  allowance  made  to  hiin 
by  the  duchess  of  Cleveland.  This  imprudence  involved  him  in  difficulties 
from  which  he  probably  might  have  been  soon  extricated,  if  it  had  not  induced  an 
habitual  neglect  of  pecuniary  matters  which  adhered  to  him  throughout  life,  and 
a  love  for  convivial  enjoyments,  which  afterwards  formed  the  chief  blot  in  his  cha- 
racter. In  all  other  respects,  Smart  was  a  man  of  strict  principles,  and  of  blamelesa 
conduct. 

When  at  college,  we  are  told  he  was  extremely  fond  of  exercise,  and  of  walking 
especially,  at  which  times  it  was  his  custom  to  pursue  his  meditations.  There  is 
nothing  very  singular  in  this,  as  most  young  men  at  college  find  walking  more 
convenient  than  ridiug ;  but  it  is  added,  what  probably  will  not  be  so  readily  be- 
lieved, that  by  constant  treading  he  actually  wore  out  a  path  on  one  of  the  paved 
walks  belonging  to  Pembroke  Hall ! 

During  the  early  part  of  his  residence  at  Cambridge,  he  wrote  the  Tripos  poems 
in  this  collection,  a  species  of  composition  published,  or  at  least  written,  every 
year  when  the  bachelors  of  arts  have  completed  their  degrees.  It  is  not  oftea 
that  much  notice  is  taken  of  these  effusions,  but  the  merit  of  Smart's  verses  was 
immediately  and  generally  acknowledged.  When  afterwards,  by  the  advice  of  his 
friends,  he  offered  himself  as  a  candidate  for  an  university  scholarship,  he  is  said 
to  have  translatefl  Pope's  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  day  into  Latin.  But  this  is  doubtcKl 
by  his  biographer,  on  account  of  the  length  and  labour  of  the  composition.     He 

^  It  app«arB  by  his  Ode  on  the  Eagle^  &.C.  that  he  had  little  respect  for  poUege  meD,Qr  pdJefe  studies* 
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iimt^  liowarer,  iiare  excepted  that  translation  about  thb  time,^  as  the  applause  it 
KceiTed  induced  him  to  turn  his  mmd  to  other  translations  from  the  same^aathor^ 
and  to  write  to  him  for  his  advice  or  approbation.  The  following  answer  was 
immediately  transmitted  bj  Pope. 

"  Sir,  Twickenham,  Nov.  18. 

^'  I  thank  yon  for  the  fa? our  of  jours  :  I  would  not  give  you  the  trouble  of 
translating  the  whole  essay  you  mention :  the  two  first  epistles  are  already  well 
done,  and  if  you  try,  I  could  wish  it  were  on  the  last,'  which  is  less  abstracted,  and 
more  easily  falls  into  poetry  than  common  place.  A  few  lines  at  the  beginning  and 
the  conclusion,  will  be  sufficient  for  a  trial  whether  you  yourself  can  like  the  task 
or  not.  1  believe  the  £s^y  on  Criticism  will  in  general  be  more  agreeable,  both 
to  a  young  writer,  and  to  the  majority  of  readers^  What  made  me  wish  the 
other  well  done,  was  the  want  of  a  right  understanding  of  the  subject,  which  ap« 
pears  in  the  foreign  versions,  in  two  Italian,  two  French,  and  one  German. 
There  is  one  indeed  in  Latin  verse  prmted  at  Wirtembeig,  very  faithful,  but  ine. 
I^ant:  and  another  in  French  prose:  but  in  these  the  spirit  of  poetry  is  as 
feinch  lost,  as  the  sense  and  system  itself  in  the  others.  I  ought  to  take  this  oppor* 
tnnity  of  acknowledging  the  Latin  translation  of  my  Ode,  which  you  sent  me, 
«ad  in  which  I  could  see  little  or  nothing  to  alter,  it  is  so  exact.  Believe  me,  Sir^ 
equally  desirous  of  doing  you  any  service,  and  afraid  of  engaging  you  in  an  art  so 
little  profitably  though  so  well  deserving,  as  good  poetry.     I  am^ 

Your  most  obliged 

and  sincere  humble  servant, 

"  A.  Pope.'* 

This  correspondence,  which  seems  to  relate  principally  to  the  Essay  on  Man, 
was  probably  very  flattering  on  both  sides.  Smart,  as  a  young  man  aiming  at  poe^ 
tical  honours,  was  gratifiedwith  the  letters  of  Pope ;  and  Pope,  who  was  ever  alive 
to  extent  of  fame,  was  not  sorry  to  find  his  works  introduced  on  the  continent  in 
a  classical  form.  Smart  proceeded  accordingly  to  translate  the  Essay  on  Criticism^ 
of  all  Pope's  writings,  perhaps  the  most  unfit  for  the  purpose,  but  it  brought  him 
into  some  reputation  with  scholars  and  he  did  not  perceive  that  it  retarded  his 
popularity  as  an  £nglish  poet.  It  was,  however,  the  fashion  with  the  young  poets 
of  that  time  to  translate  from  Pope,  although  he  had  not  much  taste  for  Latin 
verse ;  and  they  could  derive  little  more  advantage  from  the  employment  than  the 
praise  usually  bestowed  upon  a  school- task. 

In  lt4S  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts,  and  July  S,  1745> 
was  elected  a  fellow  of  Pembroke  Hall.  About  this  tune  he  wrote  a  comedy,  of 
which  a  few  songs  only  remain,  and  a  ludicrous  soliloquy  of  the  Princess  Periwin* 
kle,  preserved  in  the  Old  Woman's  Magazine.  The  soliloquy  and  some  account 
of  the  play  are  here  extracted  from  his  life  published  In  1791. 

*  He  publisbed  it  in  l'i46  along  with  his  awn  Ode  for  Music  on  St.  Cecilia's  day,  and  in  the  last  pag« 
■mioonces  that  a  Latin  version  of  Pope's  Essay  on  Criticism,  and  Milton's  V  Allegro  and  II  Penseroso, 
«««  pKpsriog  lUr  pttbUcctiOB.--»a 
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^<  Enter  die  Princess  Perriwinkle  sola,  attended  by  fourteen  midds  of  great 
konoun  « 

'*  Sore  tuch  a  wretch  as  I  was  ocrer  born. 
By  all  the  world  deserted  and  ibrloni ; 
This  bitter-swee^  this  honey-gall  to  piOTe« 
And  all  the  oil  aod  Tinq;arof  love. 
Pride,  Lore,  and  Reason  will  not  let  me  rest, 

Bat  make  a  devilish  bustle  in  my  breast.  > 

To  wed  with  Fizgig,  Pride,  Pride,  Pride  denies. 
Pot  on  a  Spanish  padlock.  Reason  cries ; 
But  tender  gentle  Love  with  every  wish  compfiesL 
Pride,  Love  and  Reason  fight  till  they  are  cluy'd. 
And  each  by'  each  in  mutnal  wounds  destioy'd. 
Thns  when  a  Bartwr  and  a  Collier  fight, 
The  Bather  beats  the  luckless  Collier—- white. 
The  dusty  Collier  heares  his  ponderous  sack. 
And,  big  with  vengeance,  beats  the  Bari>er — black. 
In  09nies  the  Brickdust  man,  with  grime  o'enpread. 
And  beato  the  Collier  and  the  Bariier— red. 
Black,  red  and  white  in  various  clouds  are  toss*d. 
And  in  the  dust  they  raise,  the  combatants  are  lost* 

<<  The  play  was  caUed  <  A  Trip  to  Cambridge^  or  the  Grateful  Fair.'  The 
bnsiness  of  the  drama  was  laid  in  bringing  up  an  old  conntry  baronet  to  admit 
Ml  nephew  a  fellow  commoner  at  one  of  the  colleges ;  in  which  expedition  a 
daughter  or  niece  attended.  In  their  approach  to  the  seat  of  the  Muses,  the  wa- 
ters from  a  heavy  rain  happened  to  be  ont  at  Fenstanton,  which  gare  a  young 
student  of  Emmanuel  -  an  opportunity  of  shewing  his  gallantry  as  he  was  riding 
out,  by  jumping  from  his  horse  and  plunging  into  the  flood  to  rescue  the  distress* 
€d  damsel,  who  was  near  perishing  in  the  stream,  into  which  she  had  fallen  from 
ber  poney,  as  the  party  traTelled  on  horseback.  The  swain  being  lucky  enough 
to  effect  his  purpose,  of  course  gained  an  interest  in  the  lady's  heart,  and  an  ac« 
quaintance  with  the  rest  of  the  family,  which  he  did  not  fail  to  cultiTate  on  their 
arrival  at  Cambridge,  with  success  as  far  as  the  fair  one  was  concerned.  To  bring 
about  the  consent  of  the  father,  (or  guardian,  for  my  memory  is  not  accurate)  it 
was  contrived  to  have  a  play  acted,  of  which  entertainment  he  was  highly  fond ;  and 
the  Norwjch  company  luckUy  came  to  Cambridge  just  at  the  time ;  only  one  of 
the  actors  had  been  detained  on  the  road ;  and  they  could  not  perform  the  play 
that  night,  unless  the  baronet  would  consent  to  take  a  part ;  which,  rather  than 
be  disappointed  of  his  fatourite  amusement,  he  was  preyailed  upon  to  do^especially 
as  he  was  assured  that  it  would  amount  to  nothing  more  than  sitting  at  a  great 
table,  and  signing  an  instrument,  as  a  justice  of  peace  might  sign  a  warrant ;  and 
having  been  some  years  of  the  quorum,  lie  felt  himself  quite  equal  to  the  undertek* 
ing.  The  under.play  to  be  acted  by  the  Norwich  company  on  thb  occasion,  was 
the  «^  Bloody  War  of  the  King  of  Diamonds  with  the  Ring  of  Spades  ;**  and  the 
actors  in  it  came  on  with  their  respective  emblems  on  their  shoulders  taken  from 
the  suits  of  the  cards  they  represented.  The  baronet  was  the  king  of  one  of  the 
parties^  and  in  signing  a  declaration  of  war,  signed  his  consent  to  the  marriage  of 
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ik  111600  or  dandier,  and  a  taneaaer  of  all  her  fortatt6.~TIiis  fiirce  was  acted  at 
PenlKplce  CoUege-Hall,  the  parlour  of  which  made  the  Green  Room«'» 

In  1747,  Smart  took  the  decree  of  master  of  arts,  and  became  a  candidate  for 
theSeatonlan  prise,  which  was  adjudged  to  him  for  fiye  years,  four  of  them  in  suc« 
cenion.  The  subjects  of  his  poems  were^The  Eternity— March  25,  [1750  ;— The 
Immentttj^April  «0, 1761  ;— The  Omniscience— Not.  a,  l?6a ;— The  Powei^ 
Abc-  6,  1753;  and  the  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Being — Oct.  28, 1755. 

It  h,  probable  he  might  hare  succeeded  in  the  year  1754,  but  his  thoughts  were 
for  some  time  direrted  by  an  important  change  in  his  situation.  In  1753  he  quit** 
tedipoUege,  on  his  marriage  with  Miss  Ann  Maria  Cariian,  the  daughter  by  a  for* 
mer  hasband  of  Mary,  wife  of  the  bite  worthy  Mr.  John  Newbery.  He  had  been 
introdooed  to  this  gentleman's^family  by  Dr.Bumey,  the  celebrated  author  of  the 
History  of  Music,  who  composed  seTeral  of  Smart's  songs,  and  enriched  the 
collection  of  his  works  published  iu  1701^  with  some  original  compositions  not  ge- 
nerally known  to  belong  to  our  poet. 

Before  this  time  Smart  had  occasionally  Tisited  London,  and  had  relinquished 
the  pvoepects  of  any  regular  profession.  In  1751  he  published  his  Seatonian  poem 
on  the  Immensity  of  the  Supreme  Being ;  and  about  the  same  time  appears  to  hare 
been  engaged  with  Newbery  in  a  general  scheme  of  authorship.  He  had  a  ready 
turn  for  original  compositions  both  in  prose  and  yerse,  and  as  Newbury  projected 
many  works  in  the  form  of  periodical  miscellanies,  must  hare  been  an  useful  co^ 
adjntor.  During  the  years  1750  and  1751,  he  was  a  frequent  contributor  to  the 
Stodeot,  or  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Miscellany,  and  carried  en  at  the  same  time 
The  Midwife,  or  the  014  Woman's  Magazine,  a  small  pjsriodical  pamphlet,  which 
was  published  in  threepenny  numbers,  and  was  afterwards  collected  into  three  ?o« 
lames  13^.  Smart  and  Newbery  were  almost  the  sole  writers  in  this  last  work^ 
which  eonsbts  of  short  pieces  in  prose  and  verse,,  mostly  of  the  humorous  kind^ 
and  generally  in  a  style  of  humour  which  in  our  more  polished  days  would  be 
reckoned  somewhat  coarse. 

During  the  publication  of  the  Midwife,  he  wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue  to 
Othello,  when  acted  at  Drury.lane  theatre  by  the  Delaval  family  and  thdr  friends* 
Of  the  importance  of  this  prologue  and  epilogue  he  had  so  high  an  opinion,  that 
when  be  published  them  in  March  1751,  he  added  a  solemn  notice  o^  their  being 
enta«d  in  the  hall«book  of  the  Stationers*  Company,  and  threatened  to  prosecute 
all  persons  who  should  pirate  them,  or  anjf  part  of  them.  As  he  affected  to  conceal 
his  share  in  the  Midwife,  he  permits  the  old  lady  to  copy  these  articles  <<  because 
a  work  of  merit  printed  in  that  magazine  is  as  a  brilliant  setiu  gold,  and  increased 
not  dimuiished  in  its  lustre."  It  would  be  trifling  to  notice  these  little  matters,  did 
they  not  throw  some  light  on  the  character  and  pursuits  of  our  author.  He  was 
now  fast  acquiring  the  Tarious  arts  of  puffing^  and  he  e?er  preserred  a  much 
higher  opinion  of  his  works,  than  even  his  best  friends  could  allow  to  be  just. — 
Among  other  schemes  to  which  it  is  to  be  regretted  a  man  of  talents. should  de& 
scend,  we  find  him  about  the  beginning  of  the  year  1753,  endeavouring  to  amuse 
the  town  with  a  kind  of  fardcal  performance,  called  The  Old  .Woman's  Oratory^ 
minded  partly  to  ridicule  Orator  Henley's  buffooneries,  and  partly  to  prontfote 
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Oejale oTOe  OU  Wamaix's  MagaziBe.  In mcidier of  tb«M  wuke leef  ffUceeM- 
fol :  the  magazine  vm3  soon  disoontinnad  for  want  of  eoconragement,  aod  Benley 
was  «  man  whose  mbsaiditiea  conld  be  heightened  onlj  by  himself. 

Naiwithstanding  these  punuits,  Saiart*8  pleadpgnuuinenaiid  genemlljr  mofen* 
site  condoci  procoved  him  the  friandship  of  Johnson,  Garrick,  Dr.  James,  Dr. 
Bomey,  and  other  men  of  literarj  eminence  in  that  daf  •  Garrick  aflerwarda 
erinced  his  liberality,  when  Smart  was  in  distress,  by  giving  him  the  profits  of  a  freo 
benefit  at  Dmry-lane  theatre,  and  that  it  might  be  the  more  prodncdre,  {ntrodac- 
ed  for  the  first  time  the  short  dnunaof  the  Ghiardian,  inwhichhe  appearedina 
principal  character.  Lord  Delayal  also,  to  whom  Smart  had  been  ptirale  tutor  at 
Cambridge,  and  his  brother  Sir  Francis,  were  among  his  friends^  and  it  was  at 
their  request  he  wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue  to  Othello. 

In  175d,    he  published  a  oolleetion  of  his  poems,  in  4to.  in  an  elegant  and 
rather  expensiTe  ficmn;  and  although  they  not  only  receiTed  the  pndse  due  to  them^ 
but  the  very  flattering  decision,  that  in  point  of  genius  he  might  rank  with   Qrnf 
and  Mason,  yet  as  this  opinion  was  qualified  by  some  objections,  he  immediiitBlj 
liecame  the  implacable  enemy  of  rcTiews  and  reviewers.    He  supposed  at  the  samo 
time,  what  we  believe  is  very  improbable,  that  Dr.  afterwards  Sir  John  Hill,  was 
the  author  of  the  cif  ticism  on  his  poems,  in  the  Monthly  Reyiew,  and  determined 
to  take  his  revenge  for  this  and  the  ether  ofienccs  committed  by  Hill,  by  publishing 
apoemwhichhadbcen  written  previously  to  this  afiair,  entitled  the  Hilliad.    Of 
this  Book  First  made  its  appearance  accordingly  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  1753^ 
The  HiUiad,w£ich  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  bitter  satires  ever  pobU9hed,would 
afford  a  very  unfavourable  opinion  of  our  author's  character,  had  it  not  been  an  at- 
tack on  a  man  who  had  rendered  himself  ridiculous  and  contemptible  by  practising 
with  unblushing  effrontery  every  species  of  literary  and  medical  quackery.    Ac* 
wording  to  Smart,  Hill  gave  the  first  public  provocation  in  one  of  bis  Inspectors^ 
where  he  accuses  Smart  of  ingratitude.     Hill  alleged  that  he  had  been  the  cause 
of  Smart's  being  brought  up  to  town :  that  he  had  been  at  a(l  times  his  friend,  and 
Imd  supported  his  character;  and,  that  long  before  he  appeared  as  Inspector,  he  spoko 
well  of  those  pieces,  on  the  merit  of  which  Smart's  fortune  at  that  time  depended  3 
be  hints  also  among  other  favours,  that  he  had  been  the  means  of  introducing  him  to 
Newbery  ;  and  for  all  this,  the  only  return  Smart  made  was  by  an  abusive  poem, 
4^  a  long  ebiborate  work,  which  he  has  read  at  alehouses  and  cyder  cellars,  and  if 
any  bookseller  will  run  the  risk,  will  publish^." 

To  this  heavy  accusation,  Smart  pleaded  not  guilty  in  Mo,  solemnly  declaring 
tn  an  advertisement  in  the  Daily  Gazetteer,  that  he  never  received  the  least  favour 
from  Hill,  directly  or  indirectly,  unless  an  invitation  to  dinner  which  he  never  ac« 
cepted,  might  be  reckoned  such.  He  denied  at  the  same  time  ever  having  been  in 
Lis  company  but  twice,  the  first  time  at  Mr.  Newbery's,  the  second  at  Yauxhall 
gardens;  and  asserts  that  Hill  had  been  his  enemy  as  much  as  it  was  in  his 
power,  particularly  in  the  Impertinent  *,  another  of  his  papers,  in  which  he  abuses 

3  About  the  end  or  \*15%  he  published  the  Seatonian  prize  on  the  Oinni«cieaee.-^C 

4  Inspector,  Dec.  7,  1752. 

\  This  jpmier  wtent  no  &rther  tiuun  one  manbcri— €« 
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aot^OBty  Sniart,  hmi  FiekHng,  who  was  his  particiilarfriend.  This  declaration  was 
conrobosmtedTby  an  advertisement  from  honest  NeVbery,  who  adds  that  he  in. 
trodaoed  Smart  to  Hill,  rix  months  after  the  former  had  engaged  with  himself 
(Newberj)  fai  Imsiness,  when  they  met  as  perfect  strangers.  With  respect  to 
BOPS  aaaartion  that  he  had  been  the  means  of  introducing  Smart  to  Mr.  Newbery^ 
Ae  later  declares  it  to  be  an  absolute  falsehoods 

The  truth  was,  that  Hill  pretended  to  take  the  part  of  our  poet  in  the  Inspector, 
i^ich  he  was  known  to  write, while  he  abused  hhn  in  the  Impertinent,  the  author  of 
whidi,  he  flattered  hhnself,  was  not  known.  But  it  was  among  the  misfortunes 
•f  ttis  ardiquack,  altiiongh  adTantageons  to  the  public,  that  whatever  disguise  he 
pat  on  was  always  too  thin  to  elude  the  penetration  of  his  contemporaries.  This 
tiiek  in  particular  had  been  discoTcred  by  the  reriewer  of  books  in  theGenUeman's 
Hagaaine,fiTe  months  before  the  Inspector  appeared,  in  which  he  accused  Smart  of 
iagratitude*  We  are  not  therefore  to  wonder  thatthe  discoTery  of  such  malignant 
hypocrisy  stimulated  Smart  to  write  theHilliad,  which  it  appears  he  first  read  or 
drcniated  in  manuscript  among  his  friends.  But  whatever  praise  they  bestowed 
on  file  genlns  displayed  in  this  satire,  they  were  not  pleased  that  he  had  iuTolved 
himaelf  in  a  war  of  obloquy  with  one  whom  to  conquer  was  to  exceed  in  the  worst 
part  of  his  character  ;  and  Smart  probably  listened  to  their  opiqions,  for  he  pub- 
lished no  more  of  theHilliad  ^.  Hill  had  the  credit  of  writing  a  Smartiad,  which 
•erred  no  other  purpose  than  to  set  off  the  merit  of  the  other. 

In  1754,  Smart  published  the  Seatonian  .prize  poem  on  the  Power,  and  in  1758, 
Ihat  <m  the  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Being^;  and  in  the  same  year  his  Hymn  to  the 
Supreme  Bdng,  on  recovery  from  a  dangerous  fit  of  illness;  which  illness,  if  I  mis- 
lake  not,  filled  up  the  space  between  the  years  1754  and  paft  of  1756.  <<  Though 
the  fortune,'' says  his  biographer,  <<as  wdl  as  the  constitution  of  Mr.  Smart  require 
ed  the  utmost  care,  he  was  ^ually  negligent  in  the  management  of  both,  and  his 
various  and  repeated  embarrassments  acting'  upon  an  imagination  uncommonly 
fcrrid,  produced  temporary  afienations  of  mind ;  which  at  last  were  attended  with 
paroxysms  so  violent  and  continued  as  to  render  confinement  necessary.  In  this 
flMlancholy  state,  his  family,  for  he  had  now  two  children,  mast  hare  been  much 
embarrassed  in  their  circumstances,  but  for  the  kind  friendship  and  assistance  of 
Mr.  Newbery.  Many  other  of  Mr.  Smart's  acquaintance  werelikewise  forward  in 
their  services ;  and  particularly  Dr.  Satnuel  Johnson,  who  on  the  first  approaches 
of  Mr.  Smart's  malady,  wrote  several  papers  for  a  periodical  publication  in  which 
that  gentieman  was  concerned,  to  secure  his  claim  to  a  share  in  the  profits  of 
it."— 

The  publication  alluded  to  was  the  Universal  Visitor  and  Memorialist,  published 
by  Crardner,  a  bookseller  in  the  Strand.  Stnart  and  Rolt,  a  much  inferior 
writer,  are  said  to  have  entered  into  an  engagement  to  write  for  this  magazine,  and 

*ia  his  letter  prefixed  to  the  HiUiad,  he  intimates  that  be  had  no  intention  of  carryini;  it  further; 
and  adds  that  be  would  rather  be  commended  to  posterity  by  the  elegant  and  amiable  iniues,  than  by 
the  satiric  sister.- — C. 

f  His  btognipher  infimns  ns  that  be  delayed  so  long  to  undertake  this  poem,  that  tt>ere  was  barv^ly 
opportunity  to  write  it  upon  paj^,  and  send  it  to  Cambridge  by  the  most  expeditious  conve/uuce, 
%ithiB  the  tiow  liouted  for  reseiriug  the  composit!ons.-'(7< 
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for  no  otber  tvork  whatever ;  for  this  thej  were  to  hare  a  third  of  the  proiUs,  ttoA 
the  contract  was  to  be  binding  for  ninet7..nine  years.  In  BoswdPs  life  of  Jeluu 
son,  we  find  this  contract  discussed  with  more  gravity  than  it  seems  to  deserre. 
It  was  probably  a  contrivance  of  Gardner's  to  secure  the  services  of  two  irregular 
men  for  a  certain  period.  Johnson,  however,  wrote  a  few  papers  for  onr  poet ; 
<^  not  then,"  headded,^^  knowing  the  terms  on  which  Smart  was  engaged  to  wiite, 
and  thinking  I  was  doing  him  good.  I  hoped  his  wits  would  soon  return  to  him* 
Mine  returned  to  me,  and  I  wrote  in  the  Universal  Visitor  no  longer."  The  pnb* 
lication  ceased  in  about  two  years  from  its  commencement. 

Smart's  madness,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson's  account,  discovered  itself  chiefly^ 
in  unnecessary  deviations  from  the  usual  modes  of  the  world,  in  things  tiiat  are 
not  improper  in  themselves.  He  would  fall  upon  his  knees  and  say  his  prayers  in 
the  street,  or  in  any  unusual  place,  and  insisted  on  people  praying  with  him.  His 
habits  were  also  remarkably  slovenly:  but  he  had  not  often  symptoms  of  dangerous 
lunacy,  and  the  principal  reason  of  his  confinement  was  to  give  his  constitution  a 
chance  of  recovering  from  the  efiects  of  intemperance. 

After  his  release,  when  his  mind  ai^)eared  to  be  in  some  measure  restored,  he 
took  a'  pleasant  lodging  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  James's  Park,  and  conduct* 
ed  his  affairs  for  some  time  with  prudence.  lie  was  maintained  partly  by  his  li(e« 
rary  pccupations,  and  partly  by  the  generosity  of  his  friends,  receiving  among  other 
benefactions,  fifty  pounds  a  year  from  the  Treasury,  but  by  whose  interest  his  bio? 
grapher  was  notable  to  discover.  In  1757;  he  published  a  prose  translation  of 
the  works  of  Horace.  From  this  performance  he  could  derive  little  fame.  He 
professes,  indeed,  that  he  had  been  encouraged  to  think  that  such  a  translatioa 
would  be  useful  to  those  who  are  desirous  of  acquiring  or  recovering  a  competent 
knowledge  of  the  Latin  tongue,  but  the  injury  done  to  learners  by  literal  transr 
lations  was  at  this  time  too  generally  acknowledged  to  allow  him  the  full  force  of 
this  apology.  His  sentiments  on  the  undertaking,  when  he  came  to  reflect 
more  seriously,  will  appear  hereafter  in  a  letter  from  Dr.  Hawkesworth. . 

In  what  manner  he  lived  for  sometime  after  this,  we  are  not  told.  It  was  in  1759 
thatGarrick  gave  him  the  profits  of  a  benefit  before  mentioned,  when  it  appears  that 
he  was  again  involved  in  pecuniary  distresses.  In  1763,  he  published  a  song  to  Da* 
vid,  in  which  there  are  some  passages  of  more  majestic  animation  than  in  any  of  hia 
former  pieces,  and  others  iu  which  the  expression  is  mean,  and  the  sentiments  nn. 
worthy  of  the  poet  or  the  subject.  These  inequalities  will  not,  however,  surprise 
the  reader  when  he  is  told  that  this  piece  was  composed  by  him  during  his  confine- 
ment,*when  he  was  debarred  the  use  of  pen,  ink  and  paper,  and  was  obliged  to 
indent  his  lines  with  the  end  of  a  key,  upon  the  wainscot.  This  poem  was  not 
admitted  into  the  edition  o(  his  works  published  in  1791,  but  the  grandeur  and 
•originality  of  the  following  thoughts  will  apologize  for  my  introducing  in  thia 
place  the  oitly  part  of  it,  I  have  been  able  to  recover,  and'  for  which  I  am  in- 
debted to  .the  Monthly  Review. 

**  Sabltme  —  iavention  ever  young, 
^  Of  vast  oonceptiGP,  tow*riiig  tongue^ 
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To  God  th'  eternal  theme ; 
Notes  from  your  exaltatioog  caught, 
UnriTaPd  royalty  of  thought. 

O'er  meaner  strains  supremo. 
His  muse,  bright  angel  of  his  verse. 
Gives  halm  for  all  the  thorns  that  pierce, 

For  all  the  pangs  that  rage : 
Blest  light  still  gaining  on  the  gloom. 
The  more  tl^  Michael  of  his  bloom, 

Th'  Abishag  of  his  age. 
He  sung  of  God,  the  mighty  source 
Of  all  things,  the  stupendous  force 

On  which  all  strength  depends ; 
From  whoee  right  arm,  beneath  whose  eyes, 
AU  period,  pow'r,  and  enterprize 

Commences,  reigns,  and  ends. 
The  world,  the  clustering  spheres  he  made. 
The  glorious  light,  the  soothing  shade 

Dale,  champaign,  grove  and  hill : 
The  multitudinous  abyss, 
Where  secresy  remams  in  bliss. 

And  wisdom  hides  her  skill. 
Tell  them,  I  AM,  Jehovah  said 
To  Moses :  while  Earth  heard  in  dread,  . 

And,  smitten  to  the  heart. 
At  once,  above,  beneath,  around. 
All  Nature,  without  voice,  or  sound. 

Replied,  "O  Lord,  THOU  ART." 

In  the  same  year  lie  published  a  smaller  miscellany  of  poems  on  seyeral  occasions^ 
it  the  conclnsion  of  which  he  complains  again  of  the  Reviewers,  and  betrays  that 
irritabilify  of  self  conceit  which  is  frequently  observed  to  precede,  and  sometimes  to 
accompany  derangement  of  mind.  In  other  respects  these  poems  added  little  to 
his  fame,  and  except  one  or  two  have  not  been  reprinted. 

In  1764,  he  pablished  Hannah,  an  oratorio,  the  music  of  which  was  composed 
by  Worgan,  and  soon  after  in  the  same  year  an  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Northumber. 
hod,  on  his  being  appointed  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland,  with  somiT  other  pieces. 
In  all  these  his  imagination,  although  occasionally  fine,  went  often  into  wild  ex- 
cesses, and  evinced  that  his  mind  had  never  recovered  its  sober  tone.  The  ful* 
lowing  letter  from  Dr.  Hawkesworth,  already  mentioned,  to  Mrs.  Hunter,  one  of 
Saart's  sisters,  affords  an  interesting  display  of  his  general  conduct  and  sentiments 
athistime. 

«  Dear  Madam, 

« I  am  irfMd  that  yon  have  before  now  secretly  accused  me,  and  I  confess 
that  appearances  are  against  me :  I  did  not,  however,  delay  to  call  upon  Mr. 
Saart,  bot  I  was  unfortunate  enough  twice  to  miss  him.  I  was  the  third  day  of 
Biy  bdag  in  town  seised  with  a  fever  that  was  then  epidemic,  from  which  I  am 
kit  jist  lecoTered.    I  have  since  my  being  in  town  this  second  time  called  on  my 
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old  friend)  and  seen  him.  He  receired  me  with  an  ardour  of  kindness  natural  id 
the  sensibility  of  his  temper^  and  we  were  soon  seated  together  by  his  fireside :  i 
perceived  upon  his  table  a  quarto  book,  in  which  he  had  been  writing,  a  prayer- 
book  and  a  Horace :  after  tlie  first  compliments,  I  said  I  had  been  at  Margate, 
had  seen  his  mother  and  his  sister,  who  expressed  great  kindness  for  him,  and 
made  me  promise  to  come  and  see  him :  to  this  he  made  no  reply  :  nor  did  he 
make  any  enquiry  after  those  I  mentioned :  be  did  not  eren  mention  the  place, 
nor  ask  me  any  questions  about  it,  or  what  carried  me  thither;  After  some  pause, 
and  some  indifferent  chat,  I  returned  to  the  subject,  and  said  that  Mr.  Hnnter  and 
you  would  be  very  glad  to  see  him  in  Kent :  to  this  he  replied  very  quick,  ^<  I 
,  cannot  afford  to  be  idle ;''  I  said  ho  might  employ  his  mind  as  well  in  the  country 
as  in  town,  at  which  he  only  shook  his  head  ;  and  I  entirely  changed  the  subject* 
Upon  my  asking  him  when  we  should  see  the  Psalms,  he  said  they  were  going  to 
press  immediately :  as  to  his  other  undertakings,  i  found  he  had  completed  a- 
translation  of  Phaedrus  in  ?erse  for  Dodsley  at  a  certain  price,iand  that  he  is  now 
busy  in  translating  all  Horace  into  verse,  which  he  sometimes  thinks  of  publishing 
on  his  own  account,  and  sometimes  of  contracting  for  it  with  a  bookseller :  I  ad« 
Tised  him  to  the  latter,  and  he  then  told  mc  be  was  in  treaty  about  it,  and  belicTed 
it  would  be  a  bargain :  he  told  me  his  principal  motive  for  translating  Horace 
into  verse,  was  to  supersede  the  prose  translation  which  he  did  for  Newbery,  which 
he  said  would  hurt  his  memory.  He  intends  however  to  review  that  translation,  and 
print  it  at  the  foot  of  the  page  in  his  poetical  version,  which  he  proposes  to  print  ia 
<luarto  with  the  Latin,  both  in  verse  and.  prose,  on  the  opposite  page ;  he  told  me 
lie  once  had  thoughts  of  printing  it  by  subscription,  but  as  he  had  troubled  his 
friends  already,  he  was  unwilling  to  do  i#again,  and  had  been  persuadecf  to  pub- 
lish it  in  numbers,  which,  though  I  rath&r  dissuaded  him,  seemed  at  last  to  be  the 
prevailing  bent  of  his  mind :  he  read  me  some  of  it :  it  is  very  close,  and  his  own 
poetical  fire  sparkles  in  it  very  frequently ;  jet^  upon  the  whole,  it  will  scarcely 
take  place  of  Francis's,  and  therefore,  if  it  is  not  adopted  as  a  school  book,  which 
perhaps  may  be  the  case,  it  will  turn  to  little  account.  Upon  mentioning  his 
prose  translation,  I  saw  his  countenance  kindle,  and  snatching  up  the  book^ 
<*  What,"  says  he,"  do  you  think  1  had  for  this  ?"  I  said  I  could  not  tell."  Why," 
says  he,  with  great  indignation,  "  thirteen  pounds."  I  expressed  very  great  asto^ 
nishment,  which  he  seemed  to  think  he  should  encrease  by  adding,  "  but,  Sir,  I 
gave  a  receipt  for  a  hundred  ;"  my  astonishment  however  was  now  over,  and  I 
found  that  he  received  only,  thirteen  pounds  because  the  rest  had  been  advanced 
for  his  family ;  this  was  a  tender  point,  and  1  found  means  immediately  to  divert 
hira  from  if. 

*'  lie  is  with  very  decent  people,  in  a  house  most  delightfully  situated  with  a 
tcvrace  that  overlooks  St.  James's  Park,  and  a  door  into  it.  '  He  was  going  to  dine 
vrlth.lin  old  friend  of  my  own,  Mr.  Richard  Dalton,  who  has  an  appmntmeDt  in  the 
kirfg%  library^  and  it.  I  had  not  bc^cn  particularly  engaged,  1  would  have dised 
M  ith;  him*  He  iiad  lately  receivod  a  very  genteel  lette'r  from  Dr.  Lowlh,  and  is  by 
tio  uieaus  considered  in  any  light  that  makes  his  company  asa  gentleman,  a  scholari 
ar.d  a  genius  less  desirable.*' 

lu  his  intervals  of  health  and  regularity,  hestill  continued  to  write,  and  although 
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!•  perbaps  formed  too  bigb  an  opinion  of  hit  effusions,  be  spared  no  labour  wben 
employed  bj  tbe  booksdiers,  and  formed  in  conjunction  with  them  many  scbemei 
of  literary  industry  which  be  did  not  liye  to  accomplish.  .  In  1765,  he  publidMd 
m  poetical  translation  of  the  Fables  of  Phasdrus,  with  the  appendix  of  Gudins,  and 
nn  accurate  orifioal  t&Kt  on  the  opposite  page.  This  translation  appears  to  ba 
executed  with  neatness  and  fidelity,  but  has  neyer  become  popular.  .  His  transbu 
tion  of  the  Psalms  which  followed  in  the  luime  year  affords  a  melancholy  proof  of 
want  of  judgment  and  decay  of  powers.  Many  of  his  psalms  scarcely  rise  aboTO 
thelefel  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  and  they  had  the  additional  disadvantage  of 
appearing  at  the  same  tune  with  Merrick's  more  correct  and  chaste  transition. 
In  1767,  our  poet  executed  the  design  hinted  at  in  Dr.  Hawkesworth's  letter,  byre* 
pnbUsbing  his  Horace,  with  a  metrical  translation,  in  which  although  we  findabimd- 
ance  of  inaccuracies,  nrregnlar  rhymes  and  redundancies,  there  are  some  passagea 
conceiTed  in  tbe  true  spirit  of  the  original.  > 

His  Ust  publication,  In  1768,  exhibited  a  more  striking  proof  of  want  of  judg. 
neat  than  any  of  his  latnperfonnances.  It  was  Intitied  the  Parables  of  our  Lord 
and  Saviour  Jesufe  Christ,  done  {nto  familiar  verse,  with  occarional  applicationi 
for  tbe  use  of  younger  minds.  This  was  dedicated  to  Master  Bonnet  George 
Tbomton,  a  child  of  three  years  old,  and  is  written  in  that  spedes  of  verse*  which 
would  be  t<^erated  only  in  tiie  nursery. 

In  what  manner  he  lived  during  these  years  his  biographer  has  not  informed  as  r 
bttt  at  length  he  was  confined  for  debt  in  the  King's  Bench  prison,  the  rules  of 
which  were  obtained  for  him  by  his  brother-in-law  Mr.  Thomas  Carnan.  Here  ha 
died  after  a  short  illness  occasioned  by  a  disorder  m  his  liver,  May  18th,  1770, 
leaving  two  daaghten  who,  with  his  widow,  have  long  been  setUed  at  Reading,  and 
by  their  prudent  management  of  the  bookselling  trade,  transferred  to  them  by  tha 
late  Mr.  JoImi  Newberf  ,  have  Wn  enabled  to  maintain  a  very  respectable  rank 
ialife. 

In  1701,  a  collection  of  his  poetical  pieces  was  formed,  to  which  were  pre* 
fixed  soma  memoirs  of  his  life  collected  from  his  relations.  Of  these  much  use  has 
been  made  in  the  present  sketch,  but  it  has  been  found  necessary  to  employ  con* 
•iderabie  research  in  supplying  the  want  of  proper  dates,  and  other  circum. 
stances  illustrative  of  the  literary  character  of  a  man  who,  witii  all  his  failings, 
bad  many  amiable  qualities,  and  certainly  tbe  genius  of  a  real  poet.  Of  his  per. 
•oaal  character,  the  following  particulars  yet  remain  to  be  added  from  the  Me- 
aaoirs. 

<<  His  piety  was  exemplary  and  fervent ;  it  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  the 
feeder  to  be  told,  that  Mr.  Smart,  in  composing  the  rdigious  poems,  was  frequent!/ 
•o  impressed  with  the  sentiment  of  devotion,  as  to  write  particular  passages  6n  hi« 
knees. 

<<  He  was  friendly,  affeetiooate,  and  liberal  to  excess ;  so  as  often  to  give  that 
to  others,  of  which  he  was  in  the  utmost  want  himself:  he  was  also  particularly  en- 
gaging in  conversation,  when  his  first  shyness  was  worn  away ;  which  he  had  in 
common  with  literary  men,  but  in  a  yery  remarkable  degree.  Haring undertaken 
^  introduce  his  wife  to  my  Lord  Darlington^  with  whon^  be  was  well  ao^uaintecl  j 
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]»  had  so  Moaer  mentioned  her  name  to  his  Lordship,  than  he  retreated  snddenlji 
as  if  strickeii  with  apaoic,  from  the  room,  and  from  the  house,  leaving  her  to  fol* 
low  oTerwhelmed  with  confasion. 

^<  As  an  instance  of  the  wit  of  his  conTersation,  the  following  extemporary 
spondiac,  descriptiTe  of  the  three  Bedels  of  the  Uniyersity,  who  were  at  thattima 
all  Terj  fat  ipen,  is  still  remembered  by  his  academical  acquaintance. 

PiDgoia  tergeminoram  abdomioa  BedeUorum. 

<^  This  line  he  afterwards  inserted  in  one  of  his  poems  for  the  Tripos/' 
As  V  poet  Smart  exhibits  indubitable  proofs  of  genius,  but  few  of  a  correct  taste^ 
and  appears  to  have  seldom  exercised  much  labour,  or  employed  cpol  judgment 
in  preparing  his  works  for  the  public.  Upon  Ihe  whole  therefore  he  is  most 
anccessful  in  his  lighter  pieces,  his  odes,  his  songs,  andfables.Of  his  ode0,  that  on  111- 
nature;  the  Morning,  Noon,  and  Night  pieces,  particularly  the  last,  if  the  epigram* 
matic  turn  at  the  conclusion  does  not  disappoint  the  pensive  reader,  may  be  cited 
as  productions  of  rich  and  original  fancy^  n9r  will  it  detract  much  from  their  praise 
that  they  sometimes  remind  us  of  Milton.  His  fables  are  entitled  to  high  praise,  for 
ease  of  versification  and  delicacy  of  humour  ;  and  although  he  may  have  depart* 
ed  from  the  laws  which  some  critics  have  imposed  on  this  species  of  composition, 
by  giving  reason  toinanimate  objects, it  will  be  difficult  by  any  laws  to  convince  the 
reader  that  he  ought  not  to  be  delighted  with  the  Tea-pot  and  the  Scrubbing-brush, 
the  Bag   Wjg  and  the  Tobacco*pipe,  or  the  Brocaded  Gown  and  the  Linen 

In  his  religious  poems,  written  for  the  Seatonian  prize,  there  is  much  to  com* 
mend,  and  where  we  are  most  disposed  to  blame,  the  fault  perhaps  is  in  the  expec* 
taion  that  such  subjects  can  be  treated  with  advantage.  In  the  preface  to  his  Ode 
to  St.  Cedlia,  he  allows  that  ^<  thechusing  too  high  subjects  has  been  the  ruin  of 
many  a  tolerable  genius ;"  and  Dr.  Johnson,  with  majestic  energy,  remarks  that 
^^  whatever  is  great,  desirable^  or  tremendous,  is  comprised  in  the  napie  of  the  Su« 
preme  Being.  Omnipotence  cannot  be  exalted ;  Infinity  cannot  be  amplified ; 
Perfection  cannot  be  improved."  Of  this  Smart  seems  to  have  been  aware,  al- 
though ambition  and  interest,  neither  illaudable  in  his  circumstances,  prompted  him 
to  make  an  attempt,  in  which,  whatever  his  success,  he  was  allowed  to  excel  his  ri* 
vals.  We  find  him  accordingly  digressing  from  his  immediate  subjects,,  wherever  he 
can  :  in  his  poem  on  Eternity,  he  treats  of  the  creation  and  end  of  the  world,  and 
the  last  judgment:  and  in  that  of  Omniscience,  he  confines  himself  principally  to 
the  wonderful  efiects  of  instinct  That  there  are  some  splendid  passages  in  these 
poems,  calculated  to  elevate  the  mind,  and  to  impart  the  pious  enthusiasm  which 
animated  the  poet,  it  would  be  unjust  to  deny,  but  they  are  perhaps  nearly  balanced 
by  pompons  irregularities,  and  some  of  those  extraordinary  flights  which  remind  ua 
of  Blackmorc.  What  can  be  worse  poetry  than  such  lines  as 

*•  O  Tbou  whose  ways  to  wonder  aP%  distrust, 
Whom  to  deicnbe'%  presumption."  ? 

Or  what  more  bold  and  reprehepsible  freedoms  than  to  call  the  Almighty  the 
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<<  GiMt  Poet  of  the  iroiTene/'  and  to  speak  ol  himself  as  <<  The  Poet  of 
his  God  ?» 

The  Hjmn  to  the  Sapieme  Being  is  free  from  all  these  objections,  and  isin  truth 
a  oompiMition  of  great  pathos  and  sttblimiij. 

The  Hillud  is  professedly  an  imitation  of  the  Danciad,  to  which,  howerer,  it 
is  greatiy  superior  In  design,  and  general]/ in  execution.  Hill  was  a  more  fair 
object  of  ridicule  than  either  of  the  heroes  of  Pope's  satire,  and  in  the  Hilliad  we 
haTe  such  a  profusion  of  ludicrous  imagery  as  cannot  perhaps  be  found  in  an j 
composition  of  the  same  length  in  our  language.  Of  poems  written  in  profound 
contempt,  and  with  no  other  object  than  to  accumulate  terms  and  epithets  of  the 
laoet  poignant  ridicule,  the  Hilliad  perhaps  may  be  considered  as  the  pxsU 
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CHRISTOPHER  SMART. 


O0ES, 
€Hmh 

OfaKquMM  te  Hit  Mom  Md  BM  i 
VBToooe  Cttdore  Uie  iwjii  «»tlwik, 
OiiliMUMMiMibaityt 

filler  of  pate  and  iidbleiiee» 

Bring,  Muse,  bring  mwbwniMft  end  fi(Nr» 
Bhbontely  voidof  lenMy 

And  ewMfelf  UMMghtkM  let  tben  iav« 

Hear  eoneoomlip-pninted  mend, 
Tberelnt  me  done  oat  the  dnU  honn, 

indundera^  Jet  flen  ipr^ndt 
AtoiiQCher  tofteet  Aow*!!, 


Vheie,  PbOosirf,  9«v  notee  voor  branthe 
Forth  firom  bcshtnd  the  neigbboarii^;  pinOy 

ortheftfaMnbeDaeth 
sua  flow  in  oniaM  «ith  thine. 


Ite  th>%  O  IdkMa^  tevpcf 

OTEfe  we  F«Uently  endare, 
tboa  art  the  ioafoe  «lienoe  labqnr  Aowf, 

Waihaa  then  but  to  ovkke  thee  anic, 

«br  «hMaH*^«ni^  loO  and  wniU, 
Or  who  th*  hoane  tbnnd'ring  of  thnaea» 

Bnttabaidleattbelaat, 
Jndflwlnr 


to  STBBLfNDJ^ 

f»  umiiMV*  MT  TBUnnn  bovovk  qf 
iraAU««T«Biit«a«n  anan««»-^wmn- 

OOEH. 
Haot venae!  that «e 
hJrirHthrftrinftbiwti 


Happy  Muse,  that  dldetembrti* 
Tbesweet,  the  beav»n!y-fTagrantpM6  f 
Tell  me,  ie  tbe  omen  true. 
Shall  the  bard  arrite  there  too  ? 

Oft  thro*  my  eyes  myaevl  baa  down. 
And  wa^ikpa'd  no  that  iT'ry  thrOD9 : 
There  with  astatic  trantporttmrald. 
And  thought  it  was  to  HearNi  tetafn'd. 
Tell  me  is  tbe  omen  true, 
Shall  the  body  follow  too? 

When  first  at  Natures  eariy  btrth, 
HeaT*n  sent  a  man  upod  the  Earth, 
Ev'n  Eden  was  more  fruitful  found* 
When  Adam  came  to  till  the  grouod ; 
Shall  then  those  breasts  be  Cair  in  TaJa» 
And  only  ri8e4o  foil  agalq  ? 


No,  no,  ftir  nymph  .ibr  no  soeli  in4 
Did  HeaT>n  to  thee  tu  bounty  lend ; 
That  bfcaat  was  ne'er  designed  by  foto 
For  verse,  or  things  inaqimate  $ 
Then  thiuw  them  f^m  that  downy  bad« 
«kud  taka  the  poet  in  their  stead. 


ON  AN  MJGtJS 
coxFmcn  w  a  mllmm 
OPE  IIL 

IuMtiAt  bird,  who  wont  to  soar 

High  ^er  the  rolling  olond. 
Where  Hypeiboraan  nMontaina  hoar 

Their  beads  in  ether  shroud  ;— 

Thon  servant  of  almighty  Jof  e,  

Who,  free  and  swift  aa  thought^csndd^roaa 

To  the  Weak  north's  airtremest  goal  ?— 
Thou,  who  magnanimous  oonld'st  tanr 
The  sovereign  thnnd>rer*t  arms  in  ahr, 

Andahake  thy  mitivepeie  I 

Oh  cruel  fote  1  whntbaihaivwslwidt 

What  more  than  GaliMDiaab 
Ataaasa  flaroa  tyrant*!  diKlAfi 

To  chiock  thy  daring  fln^ 
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Has  plac'd  tiiee  in  this  senrileoeU, 
Where  discipline  and  dulness  dwell, 

Where  genius  ne'er  was  seen  to  roam  ; 
Where  ev'ry  selfish  sonl's  at  rest, 
Kor  ever  quits  the  carnal  breast. 

But  lurks  and  sneaks  at  home ! 

Tho'  dim'd  thine  eye,  and  dipt  thy  mng 

So  grovMing  !  once  so  great ! 
The  grief-ID  spired  Muse  shall  sing 

In  teod'rest  lays  thy  fete. 
What  time  by  thee  scholastic  pride  * 
Takes  his  precise,  pedantic  stride. 

Nor  on  thy  misery  casts  a  care. 
The  stream  of  love  ne'er  from  his  heart 
Plows  out,  to  act  (air  pity's  part ; 

But  stinks,  and  stagnates  there. 

Yet  useful  still,  hold  to  the  tfarpng^—  . 

Hold  the  reflectiDg  glass, — 
That  not  untutor'd  at  thy  wroug 

The  passenger  may  pass  t 
Thou  t3rpe  of  wit  and  sense  confin'd, 
Cramp'd  by  the. oppressors  of  the  mind. 

Who  studv  downward  on  the  ground ; 
l^pe  of  the  fell  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
While  more  than  mathematic  gloom. 

Envelopes  all  around. 

ON  THE  SUDDEN  DEATH  OF  A 
CLERGYMAN, 

ODE  IV. 

If,  like  th'  Oiphean  lyre,  my  song  could  charm' 

And  light  to  life  the  ashes  in  the  urn, 
'  Fate  of  his  iron  dart  I  would  disarm, 

Sudden  as  thy  disease  should'st  thou  return, 
Recall'd  with  mandates  of  despotic  sounds. 
And  arbitrary  grief  that  will  not  hear  of  bounds. 
But,  ah  !  such  wishes,  artless  Muse^  forbear  ; 

'Tis  imjpotefice  of  irantic  love, 
Th'  enthusiastic  flight  of  wild  despair. 

To  hope  the  Tbracian*s  magic  power  to  prove. 
Alas !  thy  slender  vein, 
Nor  might]^  is  to  move,  nor  forgetivc  to  feign, 
Impatientof  arein, 
Thou  canst  not  in  due  bounds  the  struggling  mea- 
sures keep, 
— But  tJAou  alas  !  canst  weep— 
Thou  canst — and  o'er  the  melancholy  bier 
Canst  lerid  the  sad  solemnity  a  tear.  [cold, 

Hail !  to  that  wretched  corse,  untenanted  and 
And  hail  the  peaceful  shiide  loos'd  ftom  its  irk- 
some hold. 
Now  let  me  say  thou'rt  free, 

For  sure  thou  paid'stan  heavy  tax  for  life. 
While  combating  for  thee. 
Nature  and  mortdiity 

Mfuntain'd  a  daily  strife. 
High,  on  a  slender  thread  thy  vital  lamp  was 
plac'd 
Upon  the  mountain's  bleakest  brow, 
Togi\*c  a  noble  light  superior  was  it  rais'd. 
But  more  expos 'd  by  eminence  it  blnz'd  j 
For  not  a  whistling  wind  that  blew. 
Nor  the  drop  descending  dew, 
Bat  haU^exttiigtti&h'd  its  fair  flame-^bat  now 


See— hear  the  storms  tempestnons  i 
Precipitate  it  fells-— it  falls— 4al]s  lifeless  in  tlie 


Cease,  cease,  ye  weeping  youth. 

Sincerity's  soft  sighs,  and  all  the  tears  of  tmtfa. 

And  you,  his  kindred  throng,  fbibear 
'  Marble  memorials  to  prepare. 
And  sculptur'd  in  your  breasts  his  busto  wear. 
■   Twas  thus  when  Israel's  legislator  dy*d. 

No  fnigite  mortal  honours  were  supply'd. 
But  even  a  grave  denied. 
Better  than  what  the  pencil's  daub  can  give. 
Better  than  all  that  Phidias  ever  wrought. 
Is  this — that  what  he  taught  shall  live. 

And  what  he  liv'd  for  ever  shall  be  taught. 


ON  GOOD^NATURE. 
ODE  V. 

Hah  cherub  of  the  highest  Heav'n, 

Of  look  divine,  and  temper  ev'n, 

Celestial  sweetness,  exquisite  of  mien. 
Of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  praise  the  queen  I 

Soft  gracefulness,  and  bkximing  youth. 

Where,  grafted  on  the  stem  of  truth. 

That  friendship  reigns,  no  roterestcan  divide* 
And  great  humility  looks  down  on  pride. 

Oh !  curse  on  slander's  viprous  tongue. 

That  daily  dares  thy  merit  wrong ; 

Ideots  usurp  thy  title,  and  thy  frame. 
Without  or  virtue,  talent,  taste,  or  name. 

Is  apathy,  is  heart  0f  steel. 

Nor  ear  to  hear,  nor  sense  to  feel,'  ^ 

Life  idl  y  inoffensive  such  a  grace. 
That  it  shou'd  steal  thy  name  anid  take  thy 
place  ? 

No— thou  art  actives-spirit  all —  ^ 

Swifter  than  lightning,  at  the  call 

Of  injur'd  innocence,  or  griev'd  desert. 
And  lai*ge  with  liberality  thy  heart. 

Thy  appetites  in  easy  tides  -  \ 

(As  reason's  luminary  guides)  ..  -. 

Soft  flow — no  wind  can  work  them  to  a  Storm, 
Correctly  quick,  dispassionately  irann;    « 

Yet  if  a  transport  thou  canst  feel 

'Tis  only  for  thy  neighbours  weal :  t^^pve. 

Great,  genetous  acts  thy  ductile  passiona 
And  smilingly '  thou '  we^'st  with  joy  and 
love. 

Mild  is  thy  mind  to  cover  shame, ,   ^^ 

Averse  to  envy,  slow  to  blame. 

Bursting  to  p'ratse,  yet  still  sincere  and  free 
From  flattery's  fewning  tongue,  and  bending 
knee. 

Extensive,  «s  firom  west  to  east, 
Thy  love  deseeds  from  man  to  be^st. 
Nought  is  excluded,  little,  or  mfiim. 
Thou  canst  with  greatness  stoop  to  save  a 
worm.  ' 
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AU,alI  my  actions  guide,  my  finicy  feed. 
So  fihaU  existence  then  be  life  indeed. 


OAT  ILL'NATUHE. 

ODE  VL 

Orrspamo  of  folly  and  of  pride, 
To  all  thaes  odioos,  all  that's  base  allied  ; 

Nan^d  ap  by  vice,  by  praTity  misled, 
By  pedant  affectation  taught  and  bred : 

Away,  thott  hideous  hell-bom  spright. 
Go.  with  thy  looksof  dark  design, 

SttUen,  soar,  and  saturnine  ;    • 
Fly  to  some  gloooiy  shade,  nor  blot  the  goodly 
light 

Tby  planet  was  remote,  when  I  was  bom  ; 
TwHs  Mercuiy  that  rul*d  my  natal  mom. 

What  time  the  San  exerts  his  genial  ray. 
And  fipens  for  enjoyment  every  growing  day  ; 

When  to  existis  but  to  love  and  sing, 
And  q>rightly  Aries  smiles  upon  the  spring. 


Next  comes  iUiberal  scrambk'qg  Avarice, 

Then  Vanity,  and  Afiectation  nice 

See,  she  salutes  her  shadow  with  a  bow 

As  in  short  Gallic  trips  she  minces  by. 
Starting  antipathy  is  in  her  eye. 

And  squeamishly  she  knits  her  scornful  brow. 
To  tliee,  Ill-Nature,  ad  the  numerous  group 

With  lowly  reverence  stoop — 
They  wait  thy  caU,  and  mourn  thy  long  delay. 

Away — thou  art  infectious — haste  away. 


TO   THE  RETBRBBTD  AW O  LBARITBD 

Dr.  WEBSTER, 

Occasioned  by  his  Dialogues  on  Anger  and  For- 
.  giveness. 

ODE  VII. 

'TwAs  when  the  omniscient  creative  pow'r 

Dispiay'd  his  wonders  by  a  morUPs  hand. 
And,  delegated  at  th*  appointed  hour. 

Great  Moses  led  away  his  chosen  band  t 
When  IsraePs  host,  with  all  their  stores. 
Past  thro*  the  ruby-tinctur'd  crystal  shorety 
The  wilderness  of  waters  and  of  land  : 
Then  persecution  rag»d  in  Heav'n'sown  cause. 
Strict  justice  for  the  breach  of  Nature's  laws,  . 
The  legisrator  held  the  scythe  of  fate. 
Where'er  his  legions  cfaanc'd  to  stray. 
Death  and  destruction  mark'd  their  bloody 
way; 
Immoderate  was  their  rage,  for  mortal  was  their 
hate. 


There  in  yon  lonesome  heath, 
Which  Flora,  or  Sylvaisus  never  knew. 

Where  never  vegetable  drank  the  dew,  - 
Or  beast,  or  fiiwl  attempts  to  breathe; 

Where  Nature's  pencil  has  no  cok>urs  laid  i 
Bat  allis  Uank,  and  universal  shade; 

Contrast  to  figure,  motion,  life  and  light. 
There  may'st  thou  vent  thy  spite, 

Forever  cursing,  and  for  ever  curs'd. 
Of  all  th*  infernal  crew  the  worst ; 

The  worst  in  genius,  measure  and  degree ;  i 

For  envy,  hatred,  malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee,     J  Bat  when  the  King  of  Righteousness  arose. 

And  on  the  illumin'd  east  serenely  smil'd, 
Orwould*st  thou  change  the  scene,  and  quit  the    "    -"^ '"•^ 

Behold  the  Heav'n-deserted  fen,  [den, 

Where  spleen,  by  vapours  dense  begot  and  bred. 

Hardness  of  heart,  and  heaTiness  uf  head. 
Have  rais'd  their  darksome  walls,  and  plac'd  their 
thorny  bed ; 

There  may'st  thou  all  thy  bitterness  unload. 
There  may 'st  thou  croak  in  concert  with  the  toa.d. 

With  thee  the  hollow  howling  winds  shall  join. 
Nor  ^hall  the  bittern  her  base  throat  deny, 
.  The  qoerulous  finogs  shall  mix  their  diige  with 
thine, 
Th'ear-piercinghero,  the  plovecscreaming  high, 

JliMions  of  humming  gnats  fit  oestram  shall 
supply. 


Away— Away — behold  an  hideous  band 

An  herd  of  all  th^  minions  are  at  hand, 
Sapicioo  first  with  jealous  cautbn  stalks. 

And  ever  looks  around  her  as  she  walks, 
With  bibulous  ear  imperfect  sounds  to  catch. 

And  prompt  to  listen  at  her  neighboura  latch. 

Next  ^icandaPs  meagre  shade, 
Foe  to  tiie  tv  gins,  and  the  poet's  fame, 

A  wither'd  time-deflower'd  old  maid. 
That  ne'er  cnjoy'd  love's  ever  sacnxl  flame. 

Hypocrisy  succeeds  wfth  saint-like  look,  * 

And  elevates  her  hands  and  plods  upon  her 
book. 


He  shone  with  meekest  mercy  on  bis  foes. 
Bright  as  the  Sun,  but  as   the  Moon-beamt 
mild ; 
From  anger,  fell  revenge,  and  discoid  free. 
He  bed  war's  hellish  clangour  cease. 
In  pastoral  simplicity  and  peace,  '  , 
And  show'd  to  man  that  foce,  which  Moses  could 
not  see. 


Well  hast  thou,  Webster,  pictur'd  Chrisiianlove, 
And  copied  our  great  master's  fair  design. 

But  livid  Envy  would  the  light  remove. 
Or  croud  thy  portrait  in  a  nook  malign— 

The  Muse  shall  hold  it  up  to  popular  view — 

Where  the  more  candid  and  judicious  few 
Shall  think  the  bright  original  they  see. 

The  likeness  nobly  lost  in  the  identity. 


Oh  hadst  thou  liv'd  in  better  days  than  these, 

K'er  to  excel  by  all  was  deem'd  a  shame ! 
Alas  !  thou  hast  no  modehiarts  to  please. 

And  to  deserve  is  all  thy  empty  claim. 
Else  thou'dst  been  plac'd,  by  learning,  and  by 

wit. 
There,  where  thy  digniiyd  inferiors  sit— 

Oh  they  are  in  their  generalkmswise. 
Each  path  of  interest  they  have  sagely  trod;— 

To  live — to  thrive— to  rise— <and  still  to  i 
Better  to  bow  to  men,  than  kneel  to  God. 
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All  ooM,«idcranjpt  with  penary  and  {Mm; 
Speechless  tlin>'  wwai,  the  rmn  lb'  hiiploifag 
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And  begs  e  little  bread,  ImtbefB  in  vain  i 
VWie  Briiicrf  a^  DoUnest,  paating  bf, 
3id  ber,  m  aoundt  baHMiian,  ataire  and  die. 

«*  Away*'  (tfcey  cry)  ««ire  neter  aaw  thy 
name  IFame; 

Or  in  PfefenMart:'!  Ikt,  or  thai  of 
Away— nor  here  the  fate  them  ean'st  be- 
wail, 
Who  canst  not  buy  a  vote,  norhasta  sOulfor 
sale." 

Oh  iDdignation,  wfaerefere  wert  tboa  given. 

If  drowsy  Patience  deaden  all  thy  rage  ?— 
Yet  we  omet  ^Mfw-eoch  is  the  win  of  HeavMi ; 

And,  Webster,  so  prescribes  thy  candid  page. 
Then  let  us  hear  thee  preach  seraphic  love, 
pnide  our  disgusted  tboaghts  to  things  above ; 

1^  our  free  souls,  fed  with  divine  repast, 
(Omnbidfid  of  low  mortals  mean  employ) 

Shalt  taste  tlie  present,  reoollect  the  past. 
And  strongly  hope  lor  every  fbtnte  joy. 


BPITH^LAMIUM. 

ODE  VIII. 

PucBvn,  descend,  ye  sweet  Aoniaa  maids, 
lieave  ihe  Parnassian  shades, 
The  joyful  Hymeneal  sing, 
And  to  a  lovelier  fair 
TImb  fiction  can  devise,  or  doqaence  decbuw^ 

Your  vocal  tributes  bring. 
And  you,  ye  winged  choristers,  thiit  fly 
to  all  tbe  pensile  gardens  of  the  sky. 

Chant  thro'  tb'enaoDel'd  grave. 
Stretch  from  the  trembling  leaves  yonr  little 
With  sdl  ttie  wild  variety  of  artless  npies,  (ibroets. 
But  let  each  fiote  be  love. 
Fragfant  Flora^  <|ueen  of  May, 
All  bedight  with  gariaads  gay. 
Where  inthesmooth^haven  green 
The  bpangied  cowslips  variegate  the  soena. 
And  the  rivulet  between, 
Whispers,  murmurs,  sings. 
As  it  stoops,  or  falls,  or  springs ; 
Tliere  spread  a  sofa  of  thy  softest  flowers. 

There  let  the  bridegroom  ftay. 
There  let  him  hate  the  light,  apd  curse  the 
day, 
And  blame  the  tardy  boor*. 

3at  see  the  bride^-«he  comes  with  aUent  pace, 
Full  of  majesty  and  love ; 
Mot  with  a  nobler  grace 
Lpok'd  the  imperial  wife  of  Jove> 
When  erst  ineffably  she  shone 
In  Venus'  irresistible,  enchanting  aone. 

FheebuH,great  god  of  verse,the  nymph  observe. 
Observe  her  well; 
Then  touch  each  sweetly-trem'Ious  nerve 

Of  thy  resounding  shell : 
Her  .like  huDtresa-Dian  paint, 

Mod^t,  but  without  restraint ; 
From  Pallas  take  her  decent  paofl^ 
With  Venus  swe^n  §1)  ber&fe^ 


From  Che  Zephyrs  steal  bei  sidhs. 
From  thyself  her  sun-bright  eye*  i 
Then  baffled,  thou  shalt  see. 
That  as  did  Daphne  thee. 
Her  charms  description's  force  sh^t  fly» 
And  by  no  soft  persuasive  sounds  be  brib'd 

To  come  within  InventSan'ft  immvw  eye ; 
But  all  indignant  shun  iu  grasp,  and  iooni  to  bo 
describM. 

Now  see  the  bridegiQom  tlM, 

Oh!  howimpatieatareh«io9«! 
Bring  zephyrs  to  depaint  his  vtiee. 
Bring  lightning  for  bis  eyes. 
He  leaps,  be  spriaga,  he  flies  inle  bereivu^ 
Wiibjoyiotcnaa, 
yeedsev^ryasaaeb 
And  saltanates  o'er  all  her  ehasm^ 
Oh  !  had  1  Virgil's  comprehensive  etndn. 
Or  song  like  ^i^e,  witlHint  eword  in  Vfia» 
llien  shenld  1  hope  ny  mMBbers  migbt  «ob« 


E»gaginfay«ph,thyl 

How  erduovs  to  «spieaB  t 
SQoh  RMy  it  last  to  all  eternity : 
And  may  thy  lord  with  thee. 
Like  two  coeval  pines  in  Ida's  grove,  ^ 
That  interweave  their  verdant  aims  in  lovc« 
Each  omtual  office  cheerfially  peribrm. 
And  share  alike  the  sunshine,  and  tbe  stoim  | 
And  ever,  as  you  flourish  liaad  in  band. 
Both  shade  the  shepherd  and  adoni  the  land. 
Together  with  each  growing  year  erise. 
Indissoluble  link'd,  and  dinib  at  last  the  skies. 


ODE  DC. 

The  Author  apologizes  to  a  Lady  for  ik  being  a 
little  Man. 

Natifra  flusqoam  magis,  quam  in  tii}fiimis  tolA 
est.  f  ti  a, 

pxtytrvf  ^KfVTS.    Hon. 

TECoootTuneliaos  feir,  jcn  aeon 
Tbe  amorous  dwarf  that  courts  yon  to  his  aniie, 
But  en  you  leave  him  quite  firloni, 
And  to  sofne  youth  gigantic  yiM  yoor 
charms. 
Hear  him— oh  hear  him.  if  you  will  not  «it. 
And  let  your  judgment  check  th'  ambition  of 
your  eye. 

Say,  is  it  carnage  makes  the  man  ? 
Is  to  be  monstrous  really  to  be  groat  ? 

^y,  is  it  wise  or  just  to  scan 
Your  tover's  worth  by  quantity  or  w^^  ? 
Ask  your  mamma  and  onrse,  if  it  be  fo ; 
Nunc  aiid  mamma  I  ween  shall  joiiitl|f  anawer. 

The  less  the  body  to  the  view. 
The  soul  (likesprings  in  dosfur  durance  pqit) 

Is  aU  eMrtfcn,  ever  new, 
UooetflBgi  ai^estinguisb'd,  ^  nttqpei^  ^ 
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Stall  pottkig  ibftib 
Aa  bffigbu  m  bii£  nA  biltef,  m  Umi  festal 
fink 

Itei  tlgr  i^MagkMtmvwPl  fiir  f^ae : 
Wooiflgt  tllM  li«  of  ywiwity  tbe  t4>Mfc  ? 
The  p^afti  tk»ll  cwiM  «by  muM^ 
Wkmwatmfimi^Qi  mind  not  hodifbouL 
Ltdrds  oe tellv  iMfdt  Mmrelf  giiniF« 
At  OB  the  ftuaiir  Oik  Oie  viite9«ft  OMflVilHM: 

Look  to  the  gUai,  smrey  that  cbeeic — 
Wheie  Flora  has  with  all  her  toftes  btilsh'd; 

The  shape  fo  tender, — look  so  meek — 
mie  breasts  made  to  he  press'd,  not  to  be 


TboD  twti  to  m^sP^-tnm  with  oUligiBf  eyes» 
r  Hatopofs  vovkSt  >&  mini<tiuw|»  4fi- 


Yming  A  wmmn  did  tb»  yog|4  subdue, 
Tethad  ivtiporeeKUMialmantkaoI; 

Ah  I  di#niier,  ahoald  I  oi^qaer  you. 
With  himmfriDa,  asweil  as  sla&e,  Vh  vie. 
aoonlal  nyipph^  oome  IbrMi  to  yonder 
KTOve, 
I  dc^,  and  GhaUeofe,  aU  thy  utmost 
love. 


ODR  XT. 

An  Ode  oa  the  96th  of  Jannary,  being  the  Btith- 
I^y  oC  a  YooBg  lady. 

Aix  hail,  and  veloome  loyoos  moni» 

WelooDe  to  the  mfant  year  ; 
Wbedier  smooth  calms  thy  fboc  adora^ 

O  Iciprermg  doads  appear  $ 
Tbi^  bOows  lash  the  soondiog  shore« 
todtsmpcstt  thro'  the  forests  roar, 

-  Sweet  Nancy's  Toice  shall  soothe  the  sound  ; 
TW  dashnasf  sbouM  iuFeat  the  skies, 
Hev  dny  shall  beam  from  Nancy's  eyei^ 
»aU 


I  liDa  thsis  flveats  disalossu 
Aad  rich  pasAimes  odtole. 
We  iM&  «*  wsBt  the  ft^;raBt  roae^ 

Her  mimtha  southenifale. 
Ihea  lawely  to  tte  wiaii  uoiokl, 
ThoiP  wdJam  toeka  of  buwasyd  gold. 

Or  «»tfqr  bosom*  let  them  tove ; 
Hii  ti  lawii  f  I  huum  Ibasa  Cupid  kiny» 


lip,  IB  two  sBoinr 
Ills  storm  of  ^oioetl  lovcu 

Thb  day  eaeh  vvniffi  wisk  be  pgM 

To  thee  the  Mjose's  pride, 
I  b^  to  see  the  blMmmg  Budd 

Chas^^dto  Ibe  blushing  brid^ 
»o  AaH  thy  phasuw  and  thy  praise 
h—aaa  with  the  kipsissiagd^ 

Jtud  pi  assai  jn  ja  sirsad  the  part  j 
To  j^ve  aad  to  mcaivt  BdiguA« 
Aril  bathv  tMk  hBlh  day  and  Bi^ii^ 
While  day  BBd  Bight  sbaU  la*. 


OViRXL 

Off  TAKttfC  A  BACff Stows 
DEGREE. 


Id  alluskm  to  Hotaoe.    Book  iii,  Ode  30. 
Biegi  monumentem  a»e  perenniUf,  fceu 

'Tiidosm:  ItorVtothatdegfeB. 

And  catch  such  heavenly  fire. 
That  Horace  ne'er  could  rank  like  me^ 

Nor  is  Kiog'schapel  btgber*.-* 
My  name  in  sore  recording  page 

Shall  time  itself  o^erpo«»r*, 
if  no  rode  mice  with  envious  rage 

The  battery  boobs  devetn; 
A  titled  too  with  added  grace, 

My  name  shall  now  attend^ 
Till  to  the  church  with  sHent  padB 

A^  nj^mpfa  and  priest  asoead^ 
Er'n  in  theschoob  Inowrejokse, 

Where  Ute  f  shook  with  fear. 
Nor  heed  the  moderator's  ^ce 

Loud  thundering  iu  my  aur^ 
Then  with  Aolian  flute  I  blow 

A8oftItarlanIay^ 
Or  where  Cam*8  scauty  waters  Iknn, 

Released  from  lectures,  strajr. 
Meanwhile,  friend  BankaP,  my  meritf  clahB 

Their  just  reward  from  you. 
For  Horace  bids  us  challenge  (kme, 

When  once  that  fame's  onr  dne^, 
bivest  me  with  a  graduate's  gown. 

Midst  shoutaof  all  beholdew, 
My  bead  with  ample  square-cap  crowrf*, 

And'deck  with  boud  my  shoulders. 

CAMStlDOB. 


A  MORNING  FlBCEi 

OB  AH   HYMW  YOB  Va»  BATT-MAEBM* 

ODE  XII. 
Qninetiam  Galium  noctem  ezplaudentibus  alis 
Auroram  darft  ooasaatmB  ▼eoe  rocare.  Lucair. 

BaiSK  Chanticleer  his  matins  had  begun. 
And  broke  the  nlenee  of  the  night. 
And  thrice  he  calPd  aloud  the  Urdy  Sun, 
And  thrice  he  haU*d  the  dawn's  ambiguous 
light  i 
Back  to  their  graven  the  fiHur-begotten  plmntoma 


Uegali  situ  pyfamidumlllftiQa-** 
Quod  non  ionuaoefalnht 
Amiorum  series,  fltc 

»JBaofador. 
— rfM  DomCapilolium 
Seaadeteumtadtli' 

QnAriokaB 

Obstrepit  Aufldas.— 

iBoliumcasmoaadltalM 

Dadmdsse  modes. 
■  ■    ■  Qua  pauper  amiss  Ibuaalg  ke. 
•  A  celebrated  uyloi; 


I  mentis*  ■ 
.  Mihi  fidphted 
Laat»ckigatalsni       i 
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strong  Labour  got  up.— Witb  his  pipe  in  bis 

He  stoutly  strode  over  the  dale,  [mouth, 

He  lent  new  periiimes  to  the  breath  of  the 

south, 

On  his  back  hung  his  wallet  alid  flail. 

Behind  him  came  Health  from  h^  cottage  of 

thatch, 
Where  never  ph3r8ieian  had  lifted  the  latch. 

First  of  the  village  Collin  was  awake. 
And  thus  he  sung  recliniog  on  bis  rake. 

Now  the  rural  graces  three 

Dance  beneath  yon  maple  tree ; 

First  the  vestal  Virtue,  known 

By  her  adamantine  zone ; 

Next  to  her  in  rosy  pride, 

Sweet  Society  the  bride ; 

Last  Honesty,  full  seemly  drert 

In  her  cleanly  home-spun  vest. 
The  abbey  bells  in  wak'uing  rounds 

The  warning  peal  havegiv*n ; 
And  pious  Gratitude  resounds 

Her  morning  hymn  to  Heaven. 

All  nature  wakes— the  birds  unlock  their  throats, 
And  mock  the  shepherd's  rustic  notes. 

All  alive  o*er  the  lawn. 

Full  glad  of  the  dawn, 
The  little  lambkins  play, 
Sylvia  and  Sol  arise, — and  all  is  day — 

Come,  my  mates,  let  us  work, 

And  all  hands  to  the  fork, 
While  the  Sun  shines,  our  hay-cocks  to  make, 

So  fine  is  the  day. 

And  BO  fragrant  the  hay', 
That  the  meadow's  as  blith  as  the  wake. 

Our  voices  let's  raise 

In  Phoebus's  praise. 
Inspired  by  so  glorious  a  theme. 

Our  musical  words 

Shall  be  join'd  by  the  birds, 
And  we'll  dance  to  the  tune  of  the  stream. 


J  NOON -PIECE; 

OR,    THE  MOWERS  AT  DINNER. 
ODE  XIII. 

Jam  pastor  umbras  cum  grege  languido, 
Hivumquefessusquxrit)  &  horridi 
Dumeta  Silvani,  caretque 

Ripa  vagis  tacituma  ventis.  Hea. 

The  Sun  is  now  too  radiant  to  behold, 
And  vehement  he  sheds  his  Hquid  rays  of  gold : 
No  clond  appears  thro'  all  Uie  wide  extwnse ; 
And  short,  but  yet  distinct  and  clear,   * 
To  the  wanton  whistliog  air 
rbe  mimic  shadows  dance.  * 

Fat  Mirth,  and  Gallantry  the  gay. 
And  romping  Ecstasy 'gin  play. 
Now  myriads  of  young  Cupids  rise. 
And  open  all  their  joy -bright  eyes, 
Filling  with  infant  prate  the  grove,      ^ 
And  lisp  in  sweetly-fiiult'ring  love    .     * 


In  the  middle  of  the  ring, 

Mad  with  May,  and  wild  otwidg, 

Fire-ey'd  Wantonness  shall  sing. 

By  the  rivulet  on  the  rushes. 
Beneath  a  canopy  of  bushes. 
Where  the  eve^-iaithful  Tray, 
Guards  the  dumplins  and  the  whey, 
Conin  Ck)iit  and  Yorkshhne  Will 
Fh>m  the  leathern  botHe  swilL 

Their  scythes  upon  the  adverse  bank 

Glitter  'mongst  th'  entangled  trees, 
Where  the  hazles  form  a  rank, 

Aud  court'sy  to  the  courting  breeze. 

Ah  !  Harriot !  sovereign  mistress  of  my  hearty 

Could  I  thee  to  these  meads  decoy. 
New  grace  to  each  fitir  object  thoo'dst  impaxtk 

And  heighten  ev'ry  scene  to  perfect  joy. 

On  a  bank  of  fragrant  thyme. 
Beneath  yon  stately,  shadowy 'pine. 
We'll  with  the  well-disguised  hook    , 
Cheat  the  tenants  of  the  brook  ; 
'  Or  where  coy  Daphne's  thickest  shade 
Drives  amorous  Phoebus  from  the  glade,  \ 
There  read  Sidney's  high-wrought  storiev 
Of  ladies  charms  and  heioes'glories  ; 
Thence  fir 'd,  the  sweet  narration  act. 
And  kiss  the  fictioo  into  feet 

Or  satiate  with  Nature's  random  scenes. 
Let's  to  the  gardens  regulated  greens. 

Where  taste  and  elegance  command 

Art  to  lend  her  daedal  band. 

Where  Flora's  flock,  by  nature  wild. 

To  discipline  are  reooncil'd. 

And  laws  and  order  cultivate. 

Quite  civiliz'd  into  a  state 

From  the  Sun  and  from  the  show'r. 

Haste  we  to  yon  boxen  bow»r. 

Secluded  from  the  teasing  pry 

Of  Argus'  curiosity : 

There,  while  Phoebus'  golden  mean, 

Tlie  gay  meridian  is  seen, 

Ere  decays  the  lamp  of  light,      [night—^ 

And  leogth'ning  shades   stretch   out  to 

Seize,  seize  the  hint— each  hour  improve 

(This  is- morality  in  love)  . 

Lend,  lend  thine  hand — O  let  me  view 

Thy  parting  breasts,  sweet  avenue  ! 

Then, — then  thy  lips,  the  coral  cell 

When:  all  th'  ambrosial  kisses  dwell  t 

llius  we'll  each  sultry  noon  employ 

In  day-dreams  of  ecstatic  joy. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE. 

OR,  MODERN  PBILOSOFHT.  * 

ODE      XIV. 

Dicetur  merit  ft  nox  quoque  ncDnift.      Hot. 

'TwAS  when  bright  Cynthia  with  her  silver  ca^ 
Soft  steal ing  from  Bndymion's  bed. 
Had  call'd  forth  ev'ry  glit'ring  star. 
And  up  th'  ascent  vf  Heav'n  her  briliiant  hotthad. 

led.     ...  .    :.:  . 
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i^^  tvHIi.an  her  negro  tnun,- 
Took  po86e89ioii  of  the  plain. ; . 
In  an  heane  she  rode  reclined. 
Brawn  by  screech-owls  slow  and  blind : 
Close  to  her,  with  printless  ieejfc, 
CVept  StiUness  in  a  winding  sheet 
Keattp  her  deaf  Silence  wa9  seen. 
Treading  on.tip-toes  over  the  gceen ; 
Softly,  Ugfatly,  gently  she  trips, 
Still  holding  her  fingers  seal'd  to  her  lips. 

Yoo  could  not  see  a  sight, 
Yon  co^d  not  h^ar  a  sound, 
.    Bat  what  cgnfessM  the  night, 
iind  horrour  deepened  round. 

Beneath  a  myrtle^s  melancholy  shade, 
Sophron  the  wise  was  laid: 
-And  to  the  answering  wood  these  sounds  convey'd : 
While  others  toil  within  the  town. 
And  to  fortune  smile  or  frown, 
Fond  c»f  trifles,  fond  of  toys. 
And  married  to  that  woman.  Noise  ; 
Sacred  Wisdom  be  my  care. 
And  fiurest  Virtue,  Wisdom's  heir. 

His  tpeeolatioiis  thus  the  sage  begun, 

Whoiilo!  the  neighbonring  bell 
b  aoicoRun  aiMmd  stn\clL.one  :— 

He  staita-^and  reooUecta-*  he  was  engag'd  to 
NrfL 
Then  ap  be  ipraiig  nimble  and  light, 

A^d  rapp'd  at  fair  £le'nar*s  door  ; 
He  laid  aaide  Tiitue  that  night* 

Auiiieit  moni  poi'd  in  Plato  for  more. 


ON  MISS*  •^.•. 
ODE  XV» 

a^MB,  witli  imdiftingnisfa'd  flame, 
1  bv'd  each  fiur,  eaeb  witty  dame. 
If  y  faaari  the  belie-aisembly  gain'd. 
And  an  an  eqnal  sway  maintam'd. 

fint  when  3Efm  came,  you  stood  ooofosB^d 
fiote  anitaiiauoC  my  breast ; 
Foryoaedipa'd,  supremely  fair, 
AU  the  wlwle  seraglio  there. 

In  this  her  mien,  in  that  her  gca<!e, 
ha  third  I  lor*d  a'fkce ; 
But  yoo  in  ev'ry  feature  shine 
UmvenaOy  dhrme. 

What  can  those  tnmid  paps  excel. 
Do  they  sink,  or  do  they  swelU 
While  those  lovely  wanton  eyes 
Sparklii^  meet  theip,  »a  they  rise. 

Thus  is  silver  Cynthiar  seen. 
Glistening  o*er  the  glassy  green. 
While  attnctedsweir  the  arates,  • 
Baiergiaf  from  their  inmost  caT^. 

When  to  sweet  sounds  yom'steps  yoo  soit, 
And  weave  the  minuet  tothelute. 


Heav'ns!  howyoag1ide-!-'^-herneck«-«-liernhef&r-r 
Does  she  move,  or  does  she  rest? 

As  those  roguish  eyes  advance,  *  .  '*\.-' 

Let  me  catch  their  side-long  glaiice. 
Soon— or  they'll  elude  my  sigbt> 
Quick  as  lightning,  and  as  bright^ 

Thus  the  bashful  Pleiad  cheats 
The  gazer's  eye,  and  still  retreats. 
Then  pee^w  again — ^tben  skulks  unseen, 
Veil*d  behind  the  az^re  skreen. 

Like  the  ever-toying  dove. 
Smile  immensity  of  bve ; 
Be  Venus  in  each  outward  part. 
And  wear  the  vestal  in  your  heart* 

When  I  ask  a.  kiss,  orso-^ 
Grant  it  with  a  begging  nc, 
Atad  let  each  rose  that  decks  your  foce 
Blush  assient  to  my  embrace. 

OKTHEJIFTH  OF  DECEMBEHp 

BBIKO  T;IB  SniTB-DAT  OP  A  BtiADTlPULtOUMO  LAVT* 

ODE  XVI. 

Hail,  eldest  of  the  monthly  train. 

Sire  of  the  winter  drear,  ^ 

December,  in  whose  iron  reign 

*    Expires  the  chequer'd  yean 
Hush  all  the  blustering  blasts  that  blow^ 
And  proudly  plumM  m  silver  snow. 

Smile  gladly  on  this  blest  of  days. 
The  livery'd  clouds  shall  on  thee  wait. 
And  Phoebus  shine  in  all  his  state 

With  more  than  summer  rays.'  . 

Tho' jocund  June  may  justly  boast 

Long  days  and  happy  hours, 
Tho>  August  be  Pomona's  host, 

'     And  May  be  crown'd  with  flow'rs  ; 
Tell  June,  his  fire  and  crimson  dies,  .  *.    i 

By  Harriotts  blush  and  Harriot's  eyes,  .  ', 

Eclips'd  and  vanquished,  fade  away  2 
TeU  August,  thou  canst  let  him  see  -       - 

A  richer,  riper  fruit  than  he, 

A  sweeter  flower  than  May. 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC 

'    ON  SAINT  CECILIA*S  DAY. 

Hano  Vos,  Pierides  festis  caotate  calendis, 
£t  testudinei,  Phoebe  superbe,  lyr& 

Hoc  solenne  sacrum  multos  celebretur  in  annos, 
Digniorestvestro  nulla  puellachoro.  •   ■ 

TiBULLUS*  , 


PREFACE. 

Thb  author  of  the  following  piece  has  been 
told,  that  the  writing  an  ode  on  St  Cecilia's  D^y, 

'  Miss  Harriot  Pratt  of  Downham,  in  Norfolk, 
to  whom  our  author  was  long  and  unsoeo^fully 
attoched,  and  who  was  the  subject  also  of  the 
Cramb.  Ballad,  and  other  verses  m  this  oollec« 
tion.    C.      .  ... 
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presumption,  ivblftll  k  llM  teiMn  iM  Maint  th^ 
leader  iii  this  place  to  make  an  apolofy,  mncb 
'" ,  be  hki^g  all  due  contempt  ibr 


tbeii 


bis  wUl, 

efpteftco.    In  tbe  Urit  place 

will  be  a  fittle  bard  (be  tbinks)  ft  be 

ihoold  be  paitfcinlariy  ntfk'd  out  Ibr  censure, 
many  otbers  baTing  written  on  tbe  same  sulyect 
witbiottt  any  such  imputatk)iis;  but  tbey,  (it  may 
be)  did  not  life  long  enough  to  be  laugbed  at,  or, 
bjr  aosne  lucky  means  or  other»  escaped  ibose 
^rewdiemarks,'  which,  it  seems,  arereserred 
foi  him.    In  the  second  plaea«  tbia  snljeDi  was 
not  his  choice,  but  impoaad  apen  bim  by  a  gen- 
tleman very  emhMut  in  the  sei#Maefmusiu»  fer 
whom  be  has  agreatfriendshipi  and  wbois^  by 
his  good  sense  imd  humanity,  ia  much  elevated 
nbofe  tbe  generality  ef  mankind,  at  by  hia  ex» 
nuisite  art  be  is  abora  most  af  bit  pieiissiQii. 
The  request  of  a  ftriend^  nodonbtedly,  will  be 
meered  at  by  sooie  as  n  stale  and  antk|«atod  apo- 
logy :  it  is  a  Tary  good  one  notwithstanding, 
whkh,  is  manifat  even  from  it's  triteness;  Ibr  it 
can  tteter  be  imagined,  that  io  many  exeeUmt 
^thoi%   as   wall  as  bad  eneti    would    have 
made  use  of  it,  had  they  not  been  convinced  of 
hfsoogenry.    As  ftr  tbe  writer  of  this  piece,  he 
will  Rjotee  in  being  derided,  not  only  for  oblig- 
ing bis  friends,  but  any  honest  man  whatsoever, 
•ofar  asnuybein^epower  of  apenon  of  his 
mean  abilities.    He  dbesnot  pretend  to  equal 
tbe  very  worst  parts  ofthe  two  celebrated  pei^ 
fmnances  already  extant  on  the  sQ^ect;  uiikb 
acknowledgment  alone  will,  with  tbe  good-na- 
tured and  judMous,  acquit  bhn  of  presumption ; 
because  theie  pieci^  hdwever  exeell^t  upon 
the  whole,  art  nM  vHbout  their  blemishes. 
There  is  in  them  both  an  enct  mdty  of  design, 
which  thoi]«h  in  aampealtions  of  anAtber  natrive 
•  beauty,  is  a*  impropriety  m  the  Pindaric, 
which  should  consist  In  the  fehcmenea  of  sad- 
den and  unh)ok'd  for  ttansitions:    beiioa  ahiefly 
h  derives  that  entbusMWtio  ira  and  wiMaeas, 
which,  greatly  dpihiguish  H  AwU  oiber  apeeim 
of  poesy.    IntbefliatatnnaaofDfydeniand'in 
the  fifth  of  Pope^»  there  is  an  air,  whichis  iO 
for  from  being  adapted  la  the  majesty  of  an  od^ 
that  it  would  make  no  ooasidecablo  flgura  in  a 
ballad.    And  lastly,  they  both  conclude  with  a 
torn  which  has  something  too  epigrammatical  in 
it.    Batingtbesa  trites,  tbay  ate  Inoompaiubly 
beautifol  and  great ;  neither  is  there  to  belbund 
two  more  fipish'd  pieces  of  lyric  poetiy  in  our 
language,  VAWtggfb  and  II  Peuseroso  or  Milton 
excepted,  which  ate  the  Aneet  in  any.   Dryden's 
is  the  more  sublime  and  magaillceot;  butFope% 
i8themof«degaiitandeorfe<A;  Drydenbatthe 
^and  spMt  of  Pindar,  and  Pope  has  the  terse 

•  Happy,  happy,  bappy  pair. 
None  but  tbe  hiave, 
None  but  the  brave, 
Kboe  but  tbe  brave  deserte  tbe  folr. 

a  Thus  song  cou'd  prevail 
Car  Death,  and  (^Hellk 

A  eotqoest  bow  hard  and  bow  gMons  I 
Hio'  Plate  had  fost  bound  her 
With  Slyt  aina  tiases  mund  bar. 

Yat  Music  and  ham  wciu  vklocioas.  • 


nemandpaiHirafllOMHa.  Ikf^tthktottii^ 
tbe  moiw  elevated  paitMMaea  of  ^«  two,  but 
bjr  no  means  sa  mueb  to  ag  paafda  la  tfiKml  win 
taavait  .Theraarafowtbia  trill  allow  any  soK 
of  ooaBpartsotftobaMdabaiwaentkeft.  Tbia 
is  in  sotta  maaaweo«ii|glft  tbat  pi«««iliag  but 
absurd  cuilow  atricbhaaobtalaei  fto»  lloraceVi 
time  etett  t*thli  day»  «te.  df  mefnrriag  autbora 
totbebaysbysanlaricy.  Had  Mr.  Pom  written 
first,  mtmA,  thai  judge  by  tbit  fola,  would 
bare  given  bim  tbe  preference;  and  the  rather^ 
because  in  this  piece  he  does  nut  deserfe  it. 

It  would  not  be  ri|^  to  oonetude^  witbrnt 
taking  notiee  of  a  fine  anljeet  for  aa  ode  onSt. 
Ceeilia'i  Day,  which  waa  aaggeiiad  to  the  auAar 
by  bis  friend  tbe  leamed  and  luginwus  Mr> 
Comber,  late  of  Jesus  Collast  m  this  umveiaity  ; 
that  is  David's  play ing  to  king  Saul  when  ba  was 
troubled  with  the  eril  spirit  Ha  waa  much 
pleased  with  tha  bant  at  fint,  batat  Isagth  wai 
deterred  from  improving  it  by  the  greftnesa  of 
tbe  su^eoti  and  he  tbinks  not  without  reaam. 
Thedmsng  too  high  su»ct<  has  bean  the  fum 
of  mamr  a  tolaraMa  gamus.  There  m  a  good 
rule  which  fresnoy  prescribes  to  the  pr*-«^«= 
wbkh  ia  likewise  applkableto  tbe  poets. 

guptemambtafauiblaoaa 

losanus  labor  aftifiouai 


Non  pigmenta  queant:  aurema 
Seu  modiwaa  taan 


nuaaoB 

aad  Vesper 


espers 


Tub  AaooiiBinw 
Stanza  I,  IL  Invocatam  of  men  aad  as^als  ta 
join  m  the  praise  of  S.  Cecilia.  Tha  dirina 
'  origin  of  mnsw.  Stansa  HI.  Art  of  amac, 
or  it'smuFBCulous  power  over  tha  brata  aad  in- 
animate creation  exemplified  mWaBer,  and 
Stansa  IV,  V.  ia  Arioa.  8Maa  VI.  the  aa* 
ture  of  nrasio,  or  it's  power  over  tba  paisiaaii 
Instances  af  this  in  it's  eaoilbig  pity.  SlsaaK 
VU.  In  promotiug  oouiago  ani^  Milllafy  tiiw 
toe.  Stanza  V IIL  Eaoeflency  of  ebuieh  mu- 
sic. Air  ta  tha  aiamory  af  MT.  ~ 
Praise  of  the  cigan  aad  it'f  laisaiw 
Ceeiluu 

I. 

From  yaur  lyre-encfaaata4  taa^p^ 
Ye  musieally  mystic  pew*rs. 
Ye,  that  inform  the  tune^i 
Inaudible  to  mortal  ears. 
While  eaoherb  inatberewima 
Aooordaat  to  th*  inspiring  hyaiaa  i 

s  It  seems  tobavebeeh'otherwiaefailioaiafMMr 
Ti^>«lp«Ml|»/MaXMri«aiJia«r'  ail^asa 
'Hvif  aaairvirytwinan  ai^ftw*>wuj> 

Homer  pdym.  a* 
And  Pindar  uaold  hnaa  ft^atbarwiaaia  hiib 
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8|iiriU  of  Hnwnymd  LiMt 

B  ioo»  Anna  Onnb.  ^mm  ^  •PPMv 

fladi  a  nUtrnfl  and  clr«i^ 
lUylate  «kk  kntMly  lori^ 

OMStttliP  «pnptur>d  aoolfl  aliav«» 

Bisduofci  «r  futattM  play, 

Ms  «o  ycmr  amkrattal  toagua 
Vaiglit  of  aeina  wiftk  lOMiid  a^ioi^, 
Jkad  taaaqffritoalljriiay, 

CHOftUS. 
IL 


Hmt  little  leis  tb^n  aofeU,  whan  ye  sing  f 
With  emiiiatiotf*i  kfaiaitng  warmth  Uiall  glow. 
Aad  horn  your  aaUowHnodalatMig  thfwto 
TIm  ttibote  of  your  grateful  notes 
Id  onioa  of  piety  shall  bring. 
Shall  Echo  from  her  vocal  cave 
Bepay  each  note,  the  shephenl  ga^, 
And  Aall  not  we  oar  mistress  praise 
4sd«i«a  her  faaek  tbeboniov>d  lays } 
'  ^-"her  still  oar  praises  we  pursoe  | 
Vor  ev^  Ossilia,  ougfaty  maid, 
Ooofess'd sbehad  superior |Ud— 
•*«&d  otfaerritesto  greaterpow^rsaie  du« 
Higiier  swell  the  sound  and  higher: 
Let  the  winged  nomben  cUmb: 
T»  the  Beav^  of  Heav'ns  aspire, 
aalanw,  saerad,  and  suhliaMa 
AesA  Heav^  musio  took  it's  rise» 
I  ilti»  it's  native  ifciss. 
'  CaMtUSL 


Spreads  th^  placid  ¥a4  ofpesM, 

While  each  blast, 

Or  breathes  it's  last, 
Or  jost  does  ilgfi  a  sympMi^  aad  eiMib 
CHORCraL 

telidld  Aflon-^-on  the  stem  fee  send* 

PalPd  in  theatrical  attire^ 
To  the  mnte  strings  he  flioves  th*  efillY^iitigband4| 
Great  in  <^strfeB.  and  wakes  the  goldsBlfM 
While  in  a  tender  Orthian  straitf 
Hethas  adcosts  Che  mistiest  of  tiie nab: 
By  the  bright  beams  of  Cynthia's  eyeS 
Thro*  which  your  waves  attri^ctM  riss^' 

And  actuate  the  hpaty  deejpr  I 
By  the  seciet  ooraT  ^l. 
Where  love,  and  joy,  and  KepCime  dwell 
And  peaceful  floods  in  sttenee  sleep  ; 
By  the  ses-floWrs,  that  immerge 
Their  heads  aronnd  the  gmtto*s  veige, 

Dependent  from  the  staopii^steBii 
By  each  roof-suspende^drop. 
That  lightly  Ungers  on  the  tup, 
And  hesitates  into  a  geni| 
By  thy  kindred  wat*>y  gods, 
The  lakes,  therivlets,  founts  and  floods, 
And  all  the  posr^  that  live  oaseeA 
Underneath  the  liquid  green; 
Great  Amphitrite  (ibr  tiion  eanPst  bind 
The  storm  and  regulate  the  wind) 
Hence  iraft  me,  Mr  goddess,  oh,  waft  me  away^ 
Secure  Ox>m  the  men  and  the  monsteis  of  pray ! 
CHORUa 
Grw<  Anphitrite,  Jto,  4o. 


l%Wr  jnwtf  Mf  isandL  fce,  fcc 
llf. 

Masifsacclestialart; 

Cease  Id  wonder  at  it'apow'r, 

n&  lifeless  rocks  to  motion  start, 
IM  trees  dance  lightly  from  the  bow'r, 

Tbo^  rolling  floods  in  sweat  smpenae 

Ave  held,  and  listen  iatosenae. 
U  Munai's  plains  when  Waller,  sick  with  love, 
Bas  tesd  soma  silent  solitary  grove. 
Where  the  vagne  Mooo-beams  pour  a  silver  flood 
Of  tios'loaaligfat  athwait  th*  unshaven  wood. 

Within  an  hoary  moas-nown  cell. 
Be  kjra  his  carelest  K  mfas  withoiit  reserve, 
AaditittEa*,  impetooos  strikes  each  qnarloQs 


Of  his  resounding  sheU. 
]■  an  the  woods^  m  aU  tfae.plamt 
Around  a  lively  stillness  reigns; 
like  deer  approach  the  secret  scene. 
And  vwa  their  wny  thro' labyrinths  gieen  i 
Whalt  Mkmeia  leams  the  lay, 
Aad  anan«rs  fima  the  neigfabouriag  bay< 
Bat  Ifl^way,  melancholy  mote, 

GaUlyonhis  nmredines^ 
4nd  all  attentive  to  the  lute, 

In  vneuoq^iainiag  a^gnisb  4 
At  erystal  wateai  wasp  away, 
4ad  bearthatidings  to  the  sea : 

29^it«|s  #  «i|  boist«mf  ItM 


He  simg-'The  winds  are  dlam^d  to  sleeps 
Soft  sUlhiess  steals  along  the  deep. 
Hie  Tritons  aad  the  Nereids  sig]| 
In  soul-reflecting  sympathy. 
And  all  the  audience  of  wateie  weep. 
But  Amphitrite  her  Dolphin  sends— ^  the  ssme, 
Which  erst  to  Neptune  bmnght  the  noUy  pe^jAr'd 


PleasMtoobey,  the  beanteoos  monster  flies. 
And  on  his  scales  as  the  gik  9mh>beams  play. 
Ten  thousand  variegated  dies 

la  copious  streams  o^  lustre  rise. 
Rase  o^er  the  level  main  and  signify  his  way— i 

And  now  the  joyous  bard,  in  triumph  boi«» 
Rides  the  voluminous  wave,  and  makes  the  wishfd 
ibr  shore. 
Gosne,  ye  fostiv^  asdal  throng 
Who  sweep  the  lyie,  or  pour  the  song. 
Your  noblest  melody  employ. 
Such  as  becomes  the  mouth  of  joy. 
Bring  the  sky-aq»riag  thmibt, 
,  With  bri«ht  expression  rich^vnmrfit. 
And  bad  the  Muse  asoendingoo  her  throne, 
Tbamaiaat  length  subdued,  aad  aU  the  worid 


CHORIX8. 
<kaie,  f€f€$tioe.  Ice.  h^ 

4  FUwlaatnr  Grad  banc  perpHoam  Deisvif- 
gtnitatem  vobisse :  sed  cum  a  Neptuno'  sollidta* 
retur  ad  Atlantem  confogisse,  ubiaDefnhIno 
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SMART'S  POEMS. 


) 


ATI. 


But  o^pr  th'  iffectkniB  too  she  claims  the  sway, 
Pierce^  the  ltuiiianheaTt,and  steals  the  soul  away. 
And  ^attractive  soui^ds  move  high  or  low, 
Th*  obedient  ductile  passions  ebb  and  flow. 
Has  any  nymph  her  ftuthfiil  lover  lost, 
Ajod  in  the  visions  of  the  night. 
And  all  the  day-dreams  of  the  light, 
In  sorrow's  tempest  turbulently  tost —  | 

From  her  cheeks  the  roses  die, 
Thie  radiations  vanish  from  her  Sun-bright  eye, 
And  her  breast,  the  throne  of  love. 
Own  banUy,  hardly,  hardly  move. 
To  send  th'  ambroaial  sigh. 
But  let  the  skilful  bard  ajqpear. 
And  pour  the  Munds  medicinal  in  hec  eax  ^ 
Sing  some  sad,  some  plaintive  ditty, 
Steeptin  tears,  that  endless  flow. 
Melancholy  notes  of  pity, 
Notes  that  mean  a  world  of  woe ; 
She  too  shall  ssrmpatbize,  she  too  shall  moan, 
And  pitying  others'  sorrows  sigh  away  her  own. 

CHORUS. 

Sing  some  tad,  some  &c.  &c 

VIL 
Wake,  wake,  the  kettle-drum,  prolong 
the  swelling  trumpet's  silver  song, 
And  let  the  kindred  accents  pass 
Thro'  the  hom*s  meandring  brass. 
Arise— The^tnot  Muse  invites  to  war. 
And  mounts  Bellona's  brazen  car ; 
While  Harmony,  terrific  maid  ? 
Appears  in  martial  pomp  array'd : 
The  sword,  the  target,  and  the  lanoe 
She  wields,  and  as  she  moves,  exalts  the  Psrrrhic 
dance. 
Trembles  the  Earth,  resound  the  skies — 
Swift  o'er  the  fleet,  the  camp  she  flies 
With  thunder  in  her  voice  and  lightning  mhereyes. 
. '  The  gallant  warriors  engage 
With  inextinguishable,  rage. 

And  hearts  unchilPd  with  fear ; 

Fame  numbers  all  the  chosen  bands. 

Full  in  the  finont  fair  Vict '  ry  stands . 

And  Triumph  crowns  the  rear. 

CHORUS. 

The  gafftmt  varriars,  &c.  &c.   . 

VIIL 
But  hark  the  temple's  hoUow'd  roof  resounds, 
And  Piiit^ll  lives  along  the  solemn  todnds— 
Mellifluous,  yet  manly  too,     • 
'   He  pours  his  strains  along. 
As  from  the  lion  Sampson  flew, 
• '  Comes  sweetness  from  the  strong. 
Not  like  the  soft  Italian  swains. 
He  trills  the  weak  enervate  strains; 
W^here  sense  and  music  are  at  strife ; 
His  vigorous  notes  with  meaning  teem, 
With  fire,  with  force  explain  the  theme. 
And  siog  tike  subject  into  life. 
Attend— -he  sings  Cecilia— matchless  dame  I  ^ 

'Tis  sh^ — 'tis  she — fond  to  extend  her  fame« 
On  the  loud  chorefs  the  notes  conspire  to  stay, 
And  sweetly  swell  into  a  long  delay, 

And'dwell  delighted  on  her  oarae. 


Blow  on,  ye  sacred  ergeni;  Uo#, 
In  tones' magnificently  stow;  . 
Such  is  the  music,  such  the  lajrif  , 
Which  suit  your  fair  inventress'  praise  t 
While  round  religious  silence,  reigns, 
And  loitering  winds  expect  the  stnins» 
I    •     Hail  majestic  mournful  measure. 
Source  of  many  a  pensive  pleasure  1 
Best  pledge  of  love  to  mortals  giVn, 
As  pattern  of  the  rest  of  Heav'n ! 
And  thou  chief  honour  of  the  .veil. 
Hail,  harmonious  Virgin,  hail ! 
When  Death  shall  blot  out  every  name. 
And  Time  shall  break  the  trump  of  Fame, 

Angels  may  listen  to  thy  lute  ( 
Thy  pow'r  shall  last,  thy  bays  shall  bloom. 
When  tongues  shall  cease,  and  worlds  cun6ume« 
And  all  the  tuneful  spheres  be  mute. 

GRAND  CHORU& 
When  Death  shallbki  ml  eoen/  name,  &a 


HYMN 


TO  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

ON  KECOVBSY  FBOM  A  DANGEROUS  PFT  OP  ILLKBIS. 


TO  DOCTOR  JAMES. 
Dear  Sir, 

Having  made  an  humble  ofTering  to  him,  with* 
out  whose  blessing  yourskill,  admirable  as  it  is* 
would  have  been  to  no  purpose,  I  think  myself 
bound  by  all  the  iies  of  gratitude,-  to  rendef  my 
next  acknowledgements  to  you,  who,  under  God» 
restored  me  to  health  from  as  violent  and  dan- 
gerous a  disorder,  as  perhaps  ever  man  survived. 
And  my  thanks  become  more  particularly  your 
just  tribute,  since  this  was  the  third  time,  that 
your  judgment  and  medicines  rescued  me  from 
the  grave,  permit  me  to  say,  in  a  manner  almost 
miraculous. 

If  it  be  meritorious  to  have  investigated  medi- 
cines for  the  cure  of  distempers,  either  overiook- 
ed  or  disregarded  by  all  your  predecessors,  mil- 
lions yet  unborn  will  celebrate  the  man,  who 
wrote  the  Medicinal  Dictionary,  and  invented 
the  Fever  Powder. 

Let  such  considerations  as  these,  arm  you  with 
constancy  against  the  impotent  attacks  of  those 
whose  interest  interferes  with  that  of  mankind  ; 
and  let  it  not  displease  you  to  have  those  for  3rQ!ar 
particular  enemies,^  who  are  (bes  to  the  public 
in  general. 

It  is  no  wonder,  indeed,  that  some  of  the  re- 
tailers of  medicines  should'  zealously  oppose 
whatever  might  endanger  their  trade;  but  'tis 
amazing  that  there  should  be  any  pbysiciana 
mercenary  and  mean  enough  to  pay  their  court 
tOf  and  ingratiate  themselves  wHkf  such*  per- 
sons, by  the  strongest  efibrts  to  pr^udice  the 
inventor  of  the  Fever  Powder  at.  the  expense  of 
honour,  dignity,  and  conscience.  Believe  me 
however,  and  letthi^be  a  part  of  your  consola- 
tioq,  that  there  are  very  few  physicians  in  Bri- 
tain, who  were  bom  gentlemen,  and  whoite  fo^- 
tunes  place  them  above  such  sordid  <lcpenden- 
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HTMN  TO  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 


W 


«M^  vhodonot  ihkk  and  ipeak  of  you,  u  I 

lust  dear  sir, 

- .  your  moat  obliged, 

and  moat  hnmUe  leiTaiit, 

C.  SMART. 

Went  lirad's  mler  ■  on  the  royal  bed 

In  aognisb  and  in  pertuibation  lay, 

Hie  down  reiieT*d  not  his  anointed  head, 

And  reit  gave  place  to  horrour  and  dismay. 
Fast  flow'd  the  tears,  high  heav'd  each  gasping 

sigh 
When  God's  own  prophet  thunder'd — Monarch, 
thou  most  die. 


b  1  go,*'  th'  illustrious  mourner  cryM, 
«*lwhohaTeserv'dthee  still  in  faith  and  truth, 
Wboae  snow-white  cooacience  no  foul  crime  has 
died 
Trom  youth  to  manhood,  in&ncy  to  youth, 
like  David,  who  have  still  rever'd  thy  word 
The  aovcreign  of  myself  and  servant  of  the  Lord!" 

Hie  judge  Almighty  heard  his  suppliant's  moan, 
Repeal'd  his  sentence,  and  his  health  restored ; 

The  beams  of  mercy  on  his  temples  shone, 
Shot  from  that  Heaven  to  which  his  sighs  bad 

The  San  retreated  *  at  his  makers  nod   [soarM ; 

And  miracles  confirm  the  genuine  work  of  Ood. 


Bat,  Oimmortala!  What  had  Ito  plead  [lance, 
When  Death  stood  o^er  me  with  his  threafning 

When  reaaon  left  me  in  the  time  of  need. 
And  aenae  .was  lost  in  terrour  or  in  trance, 

My  sinking  soul  waa  with  my  blood  inflani^d, 

And  theoelettialimageaank,defkc*d  and  nuum'd. 

1  sent  back  memory,  in  heedful  gnise,  - 
To  search  the  records  of  preceding  years  ; 

Ikoie,  like  the  raven  to  tbeark',  she  flies. 
Crooking  bad  tidings  to  my  trembling  ears : 

O  Sod.  again  that  thy  retreat  was  made, 

And  threw  my  iiiUies  back  iuto  the  friendly 
shade! 

Bat  who  nre  they,  that  bid  affliction  cease]— 
Redemption  and  forgfveriess,  heavenly  soundsl 

BdioM  the  dove  that  brings  the  branch  of  peace, 
Behold  thefaahn  thathealstfaegaphig  wounds*- 

Vengeance  diviners  by  penitence  supprett — 

She  straggles  with  the  angel,  conquers,  and  is 
hlest4.     :• 

Yet  hold,  presumption,  nor  too  fondly  climb, 
And  thou  too  hold,  O  horrible  despair ! 

lo  man  humility's  alone  sublime, 

Who  diffidently  hopes  he's  Christ's  own  caro— 

O  all-sufficient  Lamb !  in  death's  dread  hour 

Thy  merits  who  shall  sli^h^  ,or  who  can  doubt 
thy  power? 

But  sooi-rcjoicing  health  agam  returns. 
The  blood  meanders  gentle  in  each  vein, 

The  lamp  of  life  renewed  with  vigonr  bums, 
And  eiil'd' reason  takes  her  seat  again — 

Brisk  leaps  the  heart,  the  mind^s  at  large  once 
more, 

To  lore,  to  praise,  to  Mess,  to  wonder  and  adore. 

>  Hexekiafari.  Isaiah  xxxviii. 

*  Isaiahf  chap*  zxzyiii..  *  Gen.  viii.  7,  . 

4  Gen.  Bouii  24,  25,  26,  27,  U^. 


The  virtuous  partner  of  my  nuptial  baindt. 
Appeared  a  widow  to  my  frantic  sight ; 

My  little  prattlers  lifting  up  tbeir  hands, 
Beckon  me  back  totbem^  to  life,  and  light; 

I  come,  ye  spotless  sweets !  I  come  again,  ■ 

Nor  have  your  tears  been  shed,  nor  have  ye  knelt ' 
in  vain.  *  ) 

All  glory  to  th'  Eternal,  to  th'  Immense, 
All  glory  to  th'  Omniscient  and  Good,    [tens6« 

Whose  powr's  uncircumscrib'd,  whose  love's  in- 
But  yet  whose  justice  ne'er  could  be  withstood. 

Except  thro*  him — ^thro*  him,  who  stands  alone. 

Of  worth,  of  weight  allowM  ibr  all  mankind 
t'  atone ! 

He  rais'd  the  lame,  the  lepers  he  made  whole. 
He  fix'd  the  palsied  nerves  of  weak  decay. 

He  drove  out  Satan  from  the  tortured  soul, 
And  to  the  blind  gave  or  restored  the  day,— • 

Nay  more, — bur  more  unequal'd  pangs  sustainM^ 

Till  his  k»t  fallen  flock  his  taintless  blood  legain'd^ 

My  feeble  feet  refus'd  my  body's  weight. 
Nor  wou'd  my  eyes  admit  the  glorious  light. 

My  nerves  con vula'd  shook  fearful  of  their  fht^   I 
My  mind  lay  open  to  the  powers  of  nighL 

He  pitying  did  a  second  birth  bestow 

A  birth  of  joy— not  like  the  first  of  tears  and  woe. 

Ye  strengthen'd  feet,  forth  to  his  altar  move; 
Quicken,  yc  new-strung  nerves,  th*  enraptur'd) 
lyre;  .     . 

Ye  Heav'n-direoted  eyes,  overflow  with  love ; 

Glow,  glow,  my  soul,  with  pure  seraphic  fire  ; 
Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words  no  more  his  mandatea. 

•   break. 
But  to  his  endless  glory  work,  conceive,  and 
apeak. 

O  I  penitence,  to  virtue  near  allied, 

Thou  can'st  new  joys  e'en  to  the  blest  impart ; 
The list'ning  angels  lay  their  harps  aside 

To  hear  the  music  of  thy  contrite  heart ; 
And  Heav'n  itself  wears  a  more  radiant  face. 
When  charity  presents  thee  to  the  throne  of  grace;* 

Chief  of  metallic  fbrins  is  regal  gold'  ; 

Of  elements,  the  limpid  fount  that  flows ; 
Give  me  'mongst  gems  the  brilliant  to  behold; 

O'er  Flora's  flock  jmperia!  is  the  rpse : 
Above  all  birds  the  sov'reign  eagle  soars  ; 
And  monarch  of  the  field  the  lordly  Ibn  roam. 

What  can  with  great  Leviatfaao  compare. 
Who  takes  his  pastime  in  the  migfaty  main  >    . 

What,  like  the  Sim,  shines  thro'  the  realms  of  air. 
And  gilds  and  glorifies  th'  ethereal  plain  ? — 

Yet  what  are  these  to  man,  who  bears  the  sway.f 

iFor  all  was  made  for  him to  serve  and  to' 

obey. 

Thus  in  high  Heaven  charity  is  great, 
Faith,  hope,  devotion  bold  a  lower  place ; 

On  her  the  cherabs  and  the  seraphs  wait. 
Her,  every  virtue  courts,  and  every  grace ; 

See  !  on  the  right,  close  by  th'  Almighty's  thtone. 

In  him  she  shines  oonfest,  who  came  to  niako 
her  known. 

s  Piad.  Olymp.  1. 
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])eq>-roaC0d  hi  oqr  liMittbeii  l6i  W  gvtw. 

That  for  di*  pail  tiie  liitiire  may  atoM  $ 
TliatI  may  act  what  thou  hakgir^  to  taKNT, 
Tbat  I  may  live  for  the*  and  f  baa  aloiia» 
Lnd  justify  thoie  fwaeteit  irardi  from  Hcar'n, 
^TlMiha  ahall  love  thca^OMat  to  whoaikoii%t 
most  foif  tVen.«'' 
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^sturnroPTffE  supMMe 

A  VOatCAL  ESSAY. 


A  OftAOM  OP 

klL  fiEATOlViWllU 

BatMOcL  8,  1738. 

1 01ft  tt3^  Kidtogtwry  artaU  to  the  aoivat^ 
of  Cambridge  ibr  even  the  reoti  of  which  shall 
be  dispoied  of  j^eirly  by  the  vice-obanoellor  for 
the  time  being,  hs  he  the  vioe-chaoceUor,  the 
nmtrrofflirr  flan,  and  the  Gnoak  professor 
Ibr  the  time  betaig*  or  any  two  of  tbem,  shall 
hgrea*  Whkh  three  penOMaferesaid  shall  givie 
oatasnl^aet,  which sobieet  shatt  ffsr  the  first 
year  be  ^  or  other  of  the  perlbetiBiis  or  attri- 
butei  ef  tbe  Snpraae  Beioirf  and  s»  the  suo. 
oeeAtavyears,  till  the  soljeet  is  whrnmbd  i  aad 
liUrvtidb  the  sabjeek  shall  be  either  Death, 
Jadgmeat,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  fcc. 
or  wbatafcr  eM  may  be  jttiged  by  the  vioa^ 
IshanoeUor,  master  of  Clarfr*Hall,  aad  Greek 
torofesebrtobemosteondocive  to  the  bonour  of 
the  Supreme  "hang  and  teeommendatioB  of  vir- 
tue. And  they  shall  yeariy  dii^oea  of  the  rent 
oftheaboveestate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose 
poem  on  tiie  subject  gi^en  shall  behest  approved 
^them*  Which  poem  I  ordiin  to  be  always  m 
Bnglish}  and  to  be-  printedi  the  capeuse  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
theestate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reivard  for 
the  composer  of  the  j^oem*  or  ode,  or  copy  of 


WE  the  underwritteii,  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
ton'^  reward    to   C    Smart,  M.  A.  for  this 
.  poem  on  The  Eteraity  of  the  Supreme  Being 
•hddiroBl  the  said  poem  to  ba  piiiitad,  accasd- 
iqg  to  tbetiMr  of  the  will. 

EDif.K«BiiB,  vice-cbaQcdlor. 
J.  Wiicoi,  master  of  daie-Ilill. 
|Urch85,  mo. 

Haii,  ifond*foos  Being,  who  in  powhr  supreme 
Ernsts  from  everlasting,  wboae  great  aaaie 
Beep  in  the  humaa  lieart,  aad  every  alom^ 
The  air,^ie  cairtb  or  asme  main  ooaiaiask 
AQ  imuecy  paero  enarociefi  u  wiieo'^ 
IaoompreheBaible!--0  what  can  words, 
Sla  waak  iBfearpNtera  of  mpttal  thoughHy 


Or  what  can  theaghb  ^te^  vilJ  of  winv  t^fO^ 
Thro*  the  vast  concave  of  tb'  etherial  round) 
If  to  the  Heav*nof  Heavem  t^ay^d  wing  their  way 
Adveot*roos,  like  the  biids  of  uigbl  tb^rVe  lost. 
And  ddog'd  in  the  Hood  of  daasliog  day.-:*  *• 

May  thea  the  yonthfol,  uninspired  bard:^ 
Presutae  to  hymn  th'  Etenial;  may  he  soar 
Where  ser^h,  and  where  cherubin  on  hii^ 
Resound  th'  unceasiag  plaudits,-  and  with  them 
In  the  grand  dxvos  mix  bis  feeble  voice } 

Heroav-— iftbou,  who  from  the  witlemlMd» 
Ovdainest  honour,  glory,  stroagtb  and  pcsise. 
Uplift  th'  uhplnion'd  Muse,  and  deign  t'  assist, 
Great  Poet  of  the  Universe,  his  song. 

Before  this  earthly  plahet  wound  her  oourm 
Round  lights  perennial  fountam,  beftw^  Light 
Herself  'can  sbme,  and  «t  th'  inspiring  trord 
Shot  to  existence  in  a  UaiieOf  day, 
Beforo  ' '  the  monring-stafs  together  stffig* 
And  bail'd  thee  Architect  of  countless  woilds^ 
Thou  art-^^ll  gknious,  all-bencileent^ 
AU  wisdom  and  ornnipotence  thou  ari< 

But  is  the  era  of  creation  fix'd 
As  when  these  worlds  began?  Cou'danghtmtiid 
Goodness,  that  knows  no  bounds,  frosn  bleflpiog 
Or  keep  th'  immense  Artificer  in  skih  ?     [ever« 
Avaunt  the  dust-directed  crawling  thunght. 
That  puissance  immeasurably  vest. 
And  bounty  inconceivable  cou'd  rest 
Content^  exhausted  wHh  one  week  of  action— 
N6-4ath'  exertion  of  thy  rightepte  psmr*lr« 
Ten  thousand  times  aaore  active  thatt  thoSan^ 
Thou  roigB'd,  and  with  «  mighty  hand  etiupm'i 
Systems  famumeimble,  matehless  all. 
All  stampt  with  thiae  uaooanledeited  ssaL 

But  yet  (if  still  to  mon  stupei^onakaigbti 
The  Muse  unblam*d  her  aching  sense  may  itrain> 
Peihaps  wrapt  up  in  oonteroplatkm  deep. 
The  best  of  brings  on  the  noblest  theme 
Might ramiMite  at  leisnra,  soope  immense 
Th*  eternal  Pow'r  and  Godhead  to  explore. 
And  with  itself  th'  omniscient  mind  replete^ 
This  were  enough  to  fill  the  boundless  All, 
This  wero  a  sabbath  worthy  the  SupreoM ! 
Peiiiaps  enthno'd  aaudrt  a  choicer  fcw. 
Of  sp'rits  inferior,  h*  might  gre^y  pfam 
The  two  prime  pillars  of  the  uoivoraa* 
Creation  and  Redemptinn  ■  and  a  #hile 
Pause*   with  the  gruid  presentiawaits  of  gk>y* 

Pevbapa— but  all'soonjectnie  here  belov» 
All  ignorance,  and  setf-plum'd  vanity^*^ 
O  thoo,  whose  irays  to  wonder  at's  distrust. 
Whom  to  descifbe's  presumption  (all  we  can,'* 
And  all  we  may-^)  be  glorified,  be  praitM. 

A  day  shall  come  when  all  this  Earth  8hril|t* 


Nor  leave  behind ev^Oiaos;  iti 

When  all  the  armies  of  the  dements 

Shall  war  against  themselves,  and  arataa]  nfg* 

To  make  psordition  triumph  f  it  shall  emm^ 

When  the  capacious  almosphcre  aboro 

Shall  m  sulphursous  tfanaders  groan,  aipd  di% 

And  vanish  into  void;,  the  Earth  bspeatb 

Sbgll  sever  w  the  osBtre,  and  devour 

Th'  enormous  Uase  of  the  destructive  fianci''** 

Ye  roeki»  that  mock  the  lavi^g  of  the  fioodi, 

And  proudly  frown  upon  th'  impatient  deep, 

Where  is  your  grsadeor  now }  Te  ftaming  wavc^ 

ThataUaiongth'immeu 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THfi  IMMENSITT  OP  THE  SUPREME  BSING.  M 

I;  ^afevdimiMfaflfee  View bimwiChfearftil tore;  lettrntliMMomcc. 

And  adonti^  on  bcr  bended  knee 
With  He««>n  directed  bendeoonfoiliiinln. 
And  let  tli»M0elie,aiclMi8eKe  bend 
With  «n  thehoMtoT  fleav'n,  dkerabie  IbfiM, 
And  fcnvs  senpbie,  with  tbehr  fiber  timine 
And  ^Men  Ijrw  attend:— «  Forthon  ait  iMhL 
FortlMMiartone,cb*Bftenial,  wbeakMie        ' 
Eiertaangoo(<nffw,  tnd  traneoendifillpiiiia,* 


ON  TBS 

IMMENSmr  OF  THE  SUfBBMB 
BEING, 

A  POETICAL  ESS4Y. 


A  eiAoiB  or 

MR.  SEATONV  Wat, 

Dnted  Oct  8.  17d& 

I  oiTB  m^  KitUngbniy  eatate  to  the  ntiii^tfrtity 
of  Cambndio  for  erer:  tbe  reatii  of  wliieb  Mi 
be  dbpofied  of  yearly  by  the  Tice-chaooelkir 
for  tbe  time  being,  as  be  the  vice-cbanoellar, 
the  master  of  Clare-Hall,  and  tbe  Greeic  piofea- 
sor  for  tbe  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them  sbalt 
agree.  Which  tbcee  persons  aforenid  shall  gi^ 
out  a  tobject,  which  subject  shall  for  the  finfe 
be  one  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri* 
( of  the  Supreme  Beipg,  and  so  the  sucoead^ 
ing  years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted;  and 
aftenrards  the  sulject  shall  be  either  Deaths 
Judgment,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  &a 
or  whatever  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice, 
chancellor,  master  of  Clare-Hall,  and  Greek 
professor  to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of 
the  Supreme  Being  and  reoommeodation  of  vir- 
tue. And  they  shall  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent 
of  the  above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whoae 
poem  ontbe  sutject  given  shall  be  best  approved 
by  them.  Which  poem  I  ordain  to  be  always  in 
English,  and  to  be  printed;  the  ej^ense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  tbe  prodaot  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  compoaer  of  the  poem^  or  ode,  or  copy  i^ 
verses* 


i'd  tops  tbe 

Are  leMMiato  riiffite,  aagniie  pUm, 
Thril  pt9p  Ike  palBtied  ehaabers  of  tbo  HenVlit 
And  fix  tiM  Earth  eoflttiMial;  Atbos,  wlieiv:    - 
Whef«,  1>SB0i4rs  tby  smtdfaisss  today  ? 
Wlnt,  Stmt  nmtliy  flames  to  these ?--*N6 more 
Tlian  the  poorgfew-wmmtethe  golden  Son. 

Nor  dteit  the  voidant  valHes  then  mmaln 
Mfeftatliilr«eeka«bamsi«i»  they  thtMit 
Of  nature  and  of  justice  too  must  pay. 
Yet  I  muat  weep  Air  yos,  ye  lival  feir, 
A^B— JAndnlusia;  bat  for  thee 
Moio  inrfely  and  with  ittal  tean  nrast  weep, 
OAlbMai,Omyoeoatry;  thou  oust  join. 
In  vala  dlsaeiu'd  irau  the  test,  must  join 
Tbetnram  ef  th'  inevitebla  rain. 

Nor  thou ,  iltastrioos  monarch  of  the  day ; 
Nor«M«,flar4|^MMiofoigfat;  nor  you,  ye  tten, 
Tho^  railKoB  loagwos  and  million  atill  remote^ 
Shall  yet  sor«<ve  that  day;  ye  most  submit 
flharert,  «at  btight  epectaiofs  of  the  scene. 

But  tho*  the  Eeith  shall  to  the  eantra  perish, . 
Nor  tasohehtai  ev^  Ones ;  tho' the  air 
With  oM  tfie  ektosttla  ainst  peas  eway, 
Vainaaanldeofedraams  tho*  the  huge  loeki, 
Ihathitoidiih  the  tall  oadars  on  their  tops, 
WMh  iNmhler  valeB  mnst  to  perdition  yield ; 
Tho'  Ibai^Snn,  md  siifor  tiinwJ  fifbon 
H^th  all  her  bright  Mtinne,  most  be  loft ; 
Yet  thoo,  OmjU.  Vather  of  lite  worid,  surviv'ik 
Etanml,  hs  tfaoo  wett:  yet  still  smvivcs 
Thb  agsl  ef  man  mMBNVtal,  peifeet  now, 
Aai  oaadidafto  for  oaeKpiring  joys. 

Heeomes!  Hecomes!  the awAd tramp  f hear; 
The  ftamin|r*'tor#s  httslerahie  Waae 
Isee;  floaonwe!  th'  archangel famiahofo, 
**  Arise,  ye  tenanta  of  the  silent  gnno, 
AWKho  ■soofiiipliMe  and  arisei 
n«Bi  onst  to  west,  ftom  the  antoictie  pale 
To  regtoas  bypeihevean,  all  ve  eons, 
VatonaoTAiam,  andyeheursofaeBV*B— 
Ariae^  ye  tonaadaof  the  silent  graea, 
AwriDe  tocionuptihie  and  ariee.*' 

Th  awn,  nor  eDoaer,  tht  the  reatieas  mind  - 
ShaUAnd  itself  at  home;  and  like  the  ark 
Vfa[>4oolbaaMwntohi-lM»,  shell  took  aloft 
O^cr  |ho  vngne  passi^  or  praearious  life ; 
And,  winds  and  waves  and  nicks  and  tei 


E^jey  tiie  oserisrtng  calm  of  Heav^to ; 

*Tls  tbeo,  nor  sooner,  that  the  de«kfalesf  Mul 

Aniljnally  know  its  nature  and  its  riM: 

Tie  then  the  hnman  tongne  imw-tnn*dahaU  give 

Praiaea  Mne  worthy  thp  eternal  ear. 

Yetwfeat  we  can,   wo  pogbt;R'-«nd  thewfote^ 


Puigo  4hou  my  hearty  QwiiipiiliiM  and  good ! 
P^Bigo  thon  my  heart  with  hyssop,  lest  Uke  Cam 
I  ofier  froitlew  snerifloe^  with  gifta 
OCfiod,  aadnotpiopittotathe  Ador*d. 
ThoP^ratitode  weio  hiea^d  with  all  tho  powers 
Her  bnntmg  heart  con'd  lo«g  for,  thu^  the  awift, 
Tho  flry-wiag*d  hnaginalion  soaiM 
feysMd  BMhUiuafs  wtoh—yet  all  were  lUi^ 
1>>  speak  him  as.he  is,  wboia  inrnvAaui. 
)r«t  stiU  tot  ^OMB  %oP  Hmfp^  gf  feitl^ 


yearb 
bntesc 


WE  dM  nndrnwiUten  do  assign  Mr.  Sen* 
ton's  reward  to  C  Smart,  M.  A.  for  his 
poem  on  The  Immensity  of-the  Supreme  Be* 
mg,  and  dirsot  the  said  poem  to  be  printed, 
aooaading  to  the  tenor  of  the  wUK 

Edit.  Kbbiib,  vieb-cfaanoaHor. 
J.  Wilcox,  master  of  Clara-HaU, 

April  80, 1751. 

Omcb  more  I  daee  to  ronse  the  aonndiag  stringy 
The  pott  ^m§  «ed— Awake  my  glevy, 
Awahe  my  hite  and  harp— myself  shall  wafc% 
Soon  as  the  statolynii^t-eaploring  bird 
In  lively  toy  smgs  wslooraB  to  thedawn. 

List  ye !  how  Nataie  with  t#n  thousand  tongi 
Beg^  the  «nad  )had«gifi||f.  Hail,  aU  hail. 
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SMA.RTS  POEMS. 


Ve  tentnts  of  the  forest  and  the  field  1 
My  fellow  subjects  of  th* eternal  King, 
1  gladly  join  yoor  matins,  atid  with  jrou 
Confess  his  presence,  and  report  bis  praise. 
O  thou,  who  or  the  lambkhi,  or  the  dove, 
Wlien  offer'd  by  the  lowly,  meek,  and  poor, 
Pre/er'st to  pride's  whole  hecatomb,  accept 
litis  mean  e^y,  npr  from  thy  treasure-boose 
Of  Glory*  immense,  the  orphan's  might  e^iclude. 
What  tho'  th*  Almighty's  regal  throne  be  rais'd 
High  o'er  yon  azure  Heav'n's  exalted  dome 
By  mortal  eye  unkcn'd — where  East  nor  West 
Nor  South,  nor  blust'ring  North  has  breath  to 

blow ; 
Albeit  he  tliere  with  angels,  and  with  saints 
Hold  conference,  and  to  his  radiant  host 
Ev'n  lace  to  £ftce  stand  visibly  confest : 
Yet  know  that  nor  in  presence  or  in  pow'r 
Shines  he  less  perfect  here;  'tis  man's  dim  eye 
That  makes  th'  obscurity.     He  is  the  same. 
Alike  in  all  his  universe  the  same. 

Whether  the  mind  along  the  spangled  sky 
Measure  her  pathless  walk,  studious  to  view 
Thy  works  of  vaster  fabric,  where  (he  planets 
^Weave  their  harmonious  rounds,  their  march  di- 
recting 
Still  faithful,  still  inconstant  to  the  Sun; 
Or  where  the  comet  thro'  space  infinite 
(Tho^  whirling  worlds  oppose,  and  globes  of  fire) 
Darts,  like  a  javelin,  to  his  destin'd  goal. 
Or  where  in  Heav'n  above  tlie  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns 
Bm-n  brighter  suns,  and  goodlier  planets  roll 
With  satellites  more  glorious — ^Thou  art  there. 

Or  whe<  her  on  the  Ocean's  boisfrous  back 
Tliou  ride  triumphant,  and  with  out-stretch'd 

arm 
Curb  the  wild  winds  and  discipline  the  billows, 
ITie  suppliant  sailor  finds  thee  there,  his  chief. 
His  only  help — when  thou  rehuk'st  the  storm — 
It  ceases — and  ihe  vessel  genth'  glides 
Along  the  glassy  level  of  the  calm. 

Oh !  cou'd  I  search  the  bosom  of  the  sea, 
Down  the  great  depth  desceuding;  there  thy 

works 
WouM  also  speak  thy  residence;  and  there 
•    Wou'd  I  thy  servant,  like  thy  still  profound, 
Astonish'rVinto  silence  muse  thy  praise ! 
Behold  !  behold !  th'  unplanted  garden  round 
Of  vegetable  coral,  sea-flow'rs  gay. 
And  shrubs,  with  amber,  from  the  pearl-pav^d 

bottom 
BisQ  richly  varied,  where  the  fifiny  race 
•in  blithe  security  their  gambols  play : 
While  high  above  their  heads  Leviathan 
The  terrour  and  the  glory  of  the  main 
His  pastime  takes  with  transport,  proud  to  see 
Theoceaii's  vast  dominio&all  his  own. 

Hence  thro'  the  genial  bowels  of  the  Earth 
Easy  may  fancy  pass;  till  at  thy  mines, 
Gani,  or  Raolconda,  she  arrive. 
And  from  the  adamants  imperial  blaze 
Form  weak  ideas  of  her  maker's  glory. 
Next  to  Pegn  or  Ceylon  let.  me  rove, 
Where  the  rich  ruby  (deem'd  by  sages  old 
Of  sovereign  virtue)  sparkles  ev'n  like  Siriua 
And  blushes  intofiames.    Thence  will  I  go 
To  umlermine  the  treasnre-fertile  womb 
Of  4be  huge  Pytenean,-  to  deteet  '• 
I'he  a^ate  and  the  deep«jntrench'd  gepi 


Of  kindred  jasper— Natoce  io  ibem  boUi  •    -   •  • 
Delights  to  play  the  mimic  od  herself;   « 
And  in  their  veins  she  oft  pomrtrays  the  fbrma 
Of  leaning  hills,  of  trees  erect,  and  streams 
Now  stealing  aMy  oo,  now  thuDd'riDg<bwn 
In  desperate  cascade,  with  flow'rs  aad  bearta 
And  all  the  living  landscape  of  the  vale. 
In  vain  thy  pendl,  Claudio,  or  Poossiny 
Or  thine,  immortal  Guido,  wou'd  essay 
Such  skill  to  imitate — ^it  is  the.  hand 
Of  God  himself— for  God  himself  is  there. 
Hence  with  th'  ascending  springs  let  me  ad« 


Thro'  bed9  of  magnets,  minerals  and  spar, . 
Up  to  the  mountain's  summit,  there  t'  indulge 
Th'  ambition  of  the  comprehensive  eye. 
That  dat%s  to  call  th'  horizon  all  her  own. 
Behold  the  forest,  and  th'  expansiv^vecdm« 
Of  yonder  level  lawn,  whose  smooth-shorn  sod 
No  object  interrupts,  unless  the  ott|c 
His  lordly  head  uprears,  ;and  branchiDg  arms 
£xtends---4>ehold  in  regal  solitude, 
And  pastoral  magnificence  he  stands 
So  simple  1  and  so  great  [  the  under-wood 
Of  meaner  rank  an  awful  distance  keep^ 
Yet  thou  art  there,  yet  God  himself  is  there 
Ev'n  on  the  bush  (tho*  not  as  when  to  Moses 
He  shone  in  buraing  majesty  reveaPd) 
Nathless  conspicuous  in  the  linnet's  throat. 
Is  his  unbounded  goodness    Thee  her  Maker, 
Thee  her  Preserver  chants  she  in  her  song  ; 
While  the  all  emulative  vocal  tribe 
The  grateful  lesson  learn — no  other  voice 
b  heard,  no  other  sound— rfbr  in  attention 
Buried,  ev'n  babbling  Echo  holds  her] 
Now  from  the  plains,  where  th' 
prospect 
Gives  liberty  her  utmost  scope  to  range, 
Turn  wc  to  yon  enclosures,  where  appears 
Chequer'd  variety  in  all  her  forms. 
Which  the  vague  mind  attract  anid  still  suspend  . 
With  sweet  perpleidty.    What  are  yon  tow'rs   * 
The  work '  of  iab'ring  man  and  clumsy  art  • 
Seen  with  the  ring-dove's  nest-^^on  that  tall  beech 
Her  pensile  house  the  feather'd  artist  builds-^ 
The  rocking  winds  molest  her  not ;.  for  see. 
With  such  due  poise  the  wond'rous  fabric's  hnag. 
That,  like  the  compass  in  the  bark,  it  keeps 
TVue  to  itself  and  stodfast  ev^n  in  storms.. 
Thou  ideot,  that  assertst  there  is  no  God, 
View  and  be  dumb  forever — 
Go  bid  Vitruvious  or  Palladio  build 
The  bee  his  mansion,  or  the  ant  her  cave—  -:    • 
Go  call  Correggio,  or  let  Titian  come        [cheny;: 
To  paint  the  hawthorn's  bloom,  or  teach  thei. 
To  blush  with  just  vermilbn-^-hence  away — 
Hence  ye  prophane !  for  God  himself  is  here. 
Vain  were  th'  attempt,  and  impious  to  trace . 
Thro'  all  his  works  th'  Artificer  divine-^ 
And  tho'  nor  shining  sun,  nor  twinkling  star 
Bedeck'd  the  crimson  curtains  of  the  sky ; 
Tho^  neither  vegetable,  beast,  nor  bird 
Were  extant  on  the  suHace  of  this  ball. 
Nor  larking  gem  beneath ;  tho'  the  great  sea 
SloptJn  profound  stagnation,  and  the  air 
Had  left  no  thunder  to  pronounce  its  maker ; 
Yet  man  at  home,  within  himself,  might  6^4 
The  Deity  immense,  andJn.tbat  fra^e 
So  fearfully^  so  w<niderfully.made»         .    .     ^ 
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See'ud  adore  his  providence  and  pow'fC 
I  9ee»  and  I  adore — O  God  most  bounteoiis ! 
O  infioMie  of  Goodness  and  of  Glory  > 
Tbe  knee,  that  thon  bast  made,sbaU  bend  to  thee, 
Hie  too^e,  which  thou  hast  tun'dy^hall  chant 

thy  praise. 
And  thy  own  image,  the  immortal  soul, 
1  oouecrate  herself  to  thee  for  ever. 


OMNISCIENCE   OF   THE  SUPREME 
BEING, 

A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 

To^  the  most  reverend  his  grace  the  lord 
aicfafaiifaop  of  Canterbury ;  this  poetical  essay 
on  tbe  Omniscieote  of  tbe  Supreme  Being,  is 
with  allhnmility  inscribed,  hy  his  grace's  most 
datifii],  most  obliged,  and  most  obedient  bum- 
kit  ierrant, 

C.  SMART. 


A  CLAUSE  OP- 

MR.  SCTAOJTS  WILL, 
Dated  Oct.  8,  1738. 

I  civB  my  Kislingbury  estate  to  the  university 
of  Cambridge  for  ever :  the  rents  of  which  shall 
be  disposed  of  yearly  by  the  vice-chancellor 
for  the  time  being,  sa  the  vice-chancellor, 
master  of  Clare-hall,  and  the  Greek  professor 
fer  the  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  shall 
agree.  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
oat  a  subject,  which  subject  shall  for  the  first 
year  be  one  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri- 
butes of  t,he  Supreme  Being,  and  so  the  snc- 
eeediog  years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted ;  and 
afterwards  the  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  &c.  or 
whatever  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice-chan- 
cellur,  master  of  Clare-hall,  and  Greek  professor 
to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of  the  Sn- 
pceme  Being  and  rccomoiendatioh  of  virtue^ 
And  they  shall  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent  of  the 
above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose  poem 
on  the  subject  given  shall  be  best  approved  by 
them.  Which  poem  I  6rdain  to  be  always  in 
English,  and  to  be  printed;  the  expense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  tbe  product  of 
tbe  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  the  poem,  or  ode,  or  copy  of 


WE  the  underwritten,  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
ton^  reward  to  C  Smart,  M  A.  for  his'  poem 
OD  The' Omniscience  of  the  Sikpreme  Being,  and 
direct  the  said  poem  to  be  printed,  according  to 
tbe  tenor  of  the  will. 

J.  Wilcox,  vice-chancellor. 
T.  Fkakklin,  Greek-professor. 
2,  1152. 


AiisB,  divine  Urania,  with  new  strains 

To  hymn  thy  God,  and  thou,  immortal  Fame^ 

Arise,  and  blow  thy  everlasting  trump. 

All  glory  to  th'  Omniscient,  and  praisej 

And  pow'r,  and  domination  in  the  height  I 

And  thou,  cherubic  Gratitude,  whose  voice 

To  pious  ears  sounds  silverly  so  sweet. 

Come  with  thy  precious  incense,  bring  thy  gifts. 

And  with  thy  choicest  stores  the  altar  crown. 

Thou  too,  my  Heart,  whom  he,  and  he  alone. 

Who  all  things  knows,  can  know,  with  love  re- 

piete. 
Regenerate,  and  pure,  pour  all  thyself         ' 
A  living  sacrifice  before  his  throne :  , 

And  may'th'  eternal,  high  mysterious  tree^ 
That  in  the  centre  of  the  arched  Heav'ns 
Bears  the  rich  fruit  of  knowledge,  with  some 

branch 
Stoop  to  my  humble  reach,  and  bless  my  toil  t 
When  in  my  mother's  womb  conceaPd  I,  lay 
A  senseless  embryo,  then  my  soul  thou  knewst, 
Knewst  all  her  future  workings,  every  thought. 
And  every  faint  idea  yet  unform'd. 
When  up  the  imperceptible  ascent 
Of  growing  years,  led  by  thy  hand,  I  rose. 
Perception's  gradual  light,  that  ever  dawns 
Insensibly  to  day,  thou  didst  vouchsafe, 
And  teach  me  by  that  reason  thou  inspir'dst. 
That  what  of  knowledge  in  my  mind  was  low. 
Imperfect,  incorrect — ^in  thee  is  wonderous, 
Uncircumscrib'd,  unsearchably  profound. 
And  estimable  solely  by  itself. 
What  is  that  secret  pow*r,  that  guides  the 
brutes. 
Which  ignorance  calls  instinct  ?  Tis  from  thee,. 
It  is  the  operation  of  thine  hands. 
Immediate,  instantaneous;   'tis  thy  wisdom. 
That  glorious  shines  transparent  thro'  thy  works. 
Who  taught  the  pye,  or  who  forewarn VI  the  jay 
To  shun  the  deadly  n'ghtsbade  ?  tho'  the  cherry' 
Boasts  not  a  glossier  hue,  nor  does  the  plumb 
Lure  with  more  seeming  sweets  the  amorous  ey«^ 
Yet  will  not  tbe  sagacious  birds,  decoy'd 
By  fair  appearance,  touch  the  noxious  fruit. 
They  know  to  taste  is  fatal,  whence  alarm'd 
Swift  on  the  winnowing  winds  they  work  thdr 

way. 
Goto,  prouclreas'ncr,  philosophic  man,  [—No, 
Hast  thon  such  prudence,  thou  such  knowledge  ? 
Full  many  a  race  has  falPn  into  the  snare 
Of  meretricious  looks,  of  pleasing  surface. 
And  oft  in  desert  isles  the  fomish'd  pilgrim 
By  forms  of  fruit,  and  luscious  taste  beguil'd. 
Like  his  forefather  Adam,  eats  and  dies. 
For  why  ?  his  wisdom  on  the  leaden  feet 
Of  slow  experience,  dully  tedious,  creeps, 
And  comes,  like  vengeance,  after  long  delay. 

The  venerable  sage,  that  nightly  trims 
The  learned  lamp,  t'  investigate  the  pow'rs 
Of  plants  medicinal,  the  earth,  the  air, 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  fossil  world. 
Grows  old  in  following,  what  he  ne*er  shall  find '} 
Studious  in  vain  !  till  haply,  at  the  last 
He  spies  a  mist,  then  shapes  it  into  mountains,  * 
And  baseless  fabric  firom  conjecture  builds.     ' 
While  the  domestic  animal,  that  guards  • 
At  midnight  hours  his  threshold,  if  oppressed 
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By  tiiddai  ticfcneii,  »t  bit  master't  leet 
Begs  not  that  aid  his  wtrion  might  daitn, 
But  U  hb  own  phytidan,  knows  the  caae, 
And  from  th'  em«tie  herbage  woiis  his  cure. 
Hark,  firom  ahr  the  feattaei*d  matron  *  tsrean*. 
And  all  her  brood  alarms,  the  docile  ersw 
Aocej^  the  signal  one  and  all,  eznett 
In  th*  ait  of  natnte  and  unleani*d  deceit : 
Along  the  iod,  In  oonnterfeited  death, 
If  ate,  motionless  they  lie ;  full  well  i 
That  the  ranacious  adTersary*s  near. 
But  who  infbroi'd  her  of  the  approaching  danger, 
Who  taught  the  cantions  mother  that  the  hawk 
Was  hatcbt  her  foe,  and  liT'd  by  her  destruction } 
Her  own  prophetic  sonl  is  aethre  in  her. 
And  more  than  human  piovidence  her  guard. 

When  Philomeb,  cf  er  the  oold  domain 
Of  crippled  winter  *glns  t  adTance,  prepares 
Her  annual  flight,  and  m  some  poplar  shade 
Takes  her  melodmus  teare,  who  then's  her  pilot } 
Who  points  her  passage  thro*  the  pathless  Told 
To  lealms  fh>m  us  remote,  to  ^s  unknown  ? 
Hte  science  is  the  science  of  her  God. 
Hot  the  magnetic  index  to  the  north 
E'er  ascertains  her  ooorse,  nor  buoy,  nor  beacon. 
She  Heav*n-taught  voyager,  that  sails  in  air, 
Courts  nor  coy  west  nor  east,  but  instant  knows 
What  Newton,  Or  not  sought,   or  teught  In 
Tain>. 
IllfifUtoos  name.  Irrefragable  proof 
Of'  man's  vast  genius,  and  Che  soaring  soul ! 
Yet  what  wert  thou  to  htm,  who  knew  his  works, 
Before  creation  formM  them,  long  before 
He  measipr'd  in  thehcAkiwof  hw  hand 
T))'  iteulting  ocean,  and  the  highest  Heavens 
He  comprehended  with  a  span,  and  weighM 
The  mighty  mountains  in  his  golden  scales: 
Vfh6  shone  supreme,  who  was  himself  the  light, 
Eie  yet  Refraction  learn  *4  her  Aill  to  paint. 
And  bend  athwart  the  clopds  her  beauteous  bow. 
When  Knowledge  at  herfothei*s  dread  0^11- 
mand 
Itadgl^d  to  brack's  king  her  golden  key, 
Oh  to  hare  joined  the  frequent  auditors 
In  wondef  apd  delight,  that  whilom  heard 
Great  Solqmon  descanting  on  the  brutes  I 
Oh  how  sublimely  glorious  to  apply 
To  God's  owp  bopour,  and  good  win  to  man. 
That  wisdom  he  afone  of  men  possess'd 
p\  plenitude  so  ridi,  and  scope  so  rare  * 
How  did  he  rouse  the  pamper'd  silken  sons 
Of  Moated  eisse,  by  plachig  to  thdrview 
The  sage  uidus^ous  ant,  the  wisest  insect. 
And  best  economist  of  all  the  field ! 
Tho^she 
To 


presumes  ngt  by  the  solar  oib 
ura  time  ai|d  seasons,  nor  cpnsults 


Chaldean  calcolations,  for  a  guide : 
Yet  conscious  that  Deoembei^s  on  tJie  march 
Pointing  with  icy  hand  to  want  and  woe. 
She  waits  his  £ra  appreaph,  and  undisnpMiy'd 
Beceives  him  as  a  weloQme  guest,  prepared 
Against  the  churlish  winter's  ftrroest  blow. 
For  when,  as  yet  the  foTounbte  Sun 
Oives  to  the  genial  earth  th*  ^IWening  tmy, 
ifot  the  poor  suffering  slaTc,  that  hourly  tqjils 

*  The  ben  tuikey« 
«  TT^e  ksn^ti^e, 


To  rive  the  gipamag  earth  iar  ill  twi^  tsM, 
Endures  such  troaUe,  such  €stigBa,«sihe$ 
While  all  her  snbtensmsous  aw 
Aad  atenn-proof  oails,  with  1 


And  unexampled  housewifry,  she  fbflAs, 
Then  to  the  field  she  hiesi  and  op  bar  baflfc, 
BnrdenJmmense  !  sbe  b^rs  the  eomhrous  ossi« 
Then  many  a  weary  step,  and  many  a  strsin. 
And  many  a  grierous  groan  subdued,  at  length 
Up  the  huge  hill  ^he  hardly  heares  it  home : 
Mor  rests  she  here  her  providence,  but  nips 
With  subtle  tooth  the  grain,  lest  fipom  her  gamer 
In  mischierous  fertility  it  steal. 
And  back  to  day- light  vegetate  its  way. 
Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggard,  learn  to  live. 
And  by  her  wary  ways  reform  thine  own. 
But,  if  thy  deaden'd  sense,  and  listless  though 
More  glaring  evidence  demand  $  behold. 
Where  yon  pellucid  populous  hr«e  prescaU 
A  yet  uncopied  modd  to  the  world  ! 
There  Machiavel  in  the  reflecting  glass 
May  read  himself  a  fool.    The  chymist  thegs 
May  with  astonishment  invidiouii  view 
His*  toils  ooldone  by  each  plebeian  bef. 
Who,  at  the  royal  mandate,  on  the  wing 
From  various  herbs,  and  tnm  ditcordant  flow*n 
A  perfect  harmony  of  sweets  compounds. 

Avannt  Conceit,  Ambition  mke  thy  flight 
Back  to  the  prince  of  vanity  and  air  1 
Oh !  tie  a  thought  of  energy  most  piercing, 
Form'd  to  make  pride  grow  hmnUe ;  forni'd  (s 

force 
Its  weight  on  the  rductant  mind,  and  gife  her 
A  true  but  irksome  image  of  herself. 
Woful  vicissitude !  when  man,  foll'n  man. 
Who  first  from  Heav*n,  from  gracious  God  hiou 

self,  [brutes 

Leara*d  knowledge  of  the  brutes,  most  know  b]F 
Instructeil  and  rqMr(|Bcb*d,  the  scale  of  heiog ; 
By  skm  degrees  nom  lowly  stepe  ascend. 
And  trace  Omhiscience  upwards  to  its  spring  ? 
Yet  murmur  not,  but  pniise— for  tbo^  we  stand 
Of  many  a  Godlike  priviiege  ame|C*d 
By  Adam*s  dire  transgression,  tho'  no  asore 
Is  Paradise  our  home,  but  p*er  the  portal 
Hangs  in  terrific  pomp  the  burning  blade ; 
Still   with  ten  thousand  beauties  Uooms  the 

^artb. 
With  pleasures  populo^and  with  richeic«own*d» 
Still  is  there  scope  for  wonder  and  for  lora 
Rv'n  to  their  lafct  exertion— show'n  of  bl^siiagl 
Far  more  than  homai^  riitue  can  deserve^ 
Or  hope  expect,  or  gratitude  return. 
Then,  O  ye  people,  Oyesonsof  men^ 
Whatever  be  the  cok>|ir  of  your  lives. 
Whatever  portion  of  itself  his  wifdom 
Sbatl  deign  t'  altow,  still  patiently  abides 
Apd  praise  him  mofe  and  more  ;  nor  oSiie  (a 


All  glory  to  the  Omniscient,  and  praiaa. 
And  pow'r,and  domination  in  the  height  I 
And  thou,  cfaenbic  Gratitude,  whoaa  voioa 
To  pious  ears  sounds  silveriy  ao  swset. 
Gome  with  thy  precious  incense,  bring  thy  gifi^i 
And  with  the  choksest  stores  the^altar  onm^ 

rq  ^la  Acy|i^ 
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FOWER  OF  THE  SUPREME  BLLVG, 
A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 


A   CLAUSE   OP 

MR.  BEATON'S  WILL, 

Dated  Oct.  8,  HSS. 

I  cfTv  my  Kislingbnry  estate  to  the  imiTerslt j 
•f  Cambridge  for  ever:   the  rents  of  which  shall 
be  dispo»ed  of  yearly  by  the    vice-chancellor 
tor  the  time  bein;,  as  he  the  Tice-char.cellor, 
the  master  c€  Clare-hall,  and  the  Greek  pivfes- 
mr  lor  tbe  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  shall 
agree.    Wbidi  thiee  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
oat  a  subject,  which  sul^ect  shall  for  the  ^rst 
year  be  ooe  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri- 
bntea  of  the  Supreme   Being,   and  so  the  suc- 
ceeding years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted;  and 
afterwards  the  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Jodgmeot,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  &c. 
or  whaienjr  else  may  lie  judged  by  the  vice- 
cbaDeeilor,   master  of  Clare- ilail,  and  Greek 
profeaaor  to  be  most  conducive  to  Che  honour  of 
the  Supreme  Being  and  recommendation  of  vir- 
tue.    And  they  sliall  yearly  disix>se  of  the  rent 
«f  the  above  estate  to  (hat  master  of  arts,  whose 
poem  OD  tbe  subject  given  shall  he  best  approved 
by  th^m.     Which  poem  I  oniain  tu  be  always  in 
Eogbtth,    and  to  be  printed;    the  expense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
Ibe  composer  of  tbe  pocni,orode,  or  copy  of  verses. 

WE  the  underwritten  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
lMi*s  reward  to  C  Smart,  M.  A.  for  his 
poem  4m  The  Power  of  tbe  Supreme  Being, 
awl  direct  tbr  aaid  poem  to  be' printed,  ac- 
cording to  tbe  teiior  of  tbe  will. 

P.  YoKGB,  vice-chancellor. 
J.  \Vi|.coz,  matter  uf  dure*  Hall. 
Tuo.  FaAKKLiM,  Gruck  professor. 
Dec.  5,  1733. 

9*  TasMBLEytboo  Eart)) !  *'  th'  anointed  poet  said, 
"  At  God's  bright  presence,  tremble,  aU  ye  moun- 
tains. 
And  all  ye  hillocks  on  the  surface  bound. ' ' 
UseD  once  again,  ye  glorious  thunders,  roll, 
Tbe  Mose  «itb  transport  hears  ye,  oiKe  again 
Convulse  the  solid  continent,  and  shake, 
€raad  music  of  Omnipotence,  the  isles. 
*TSs  tby  terrific  voice ;  thou  God  of  power, 
>Tis  thy  terrific  ?oice  ;  all  Nature  bears  it 
Awnkieo*d  and  alairo'd ;  she  feels  its  force, 
b  every  spring  she  feels  it,  every  wheel. 
And  every  movement  of  her  vast  machine. 
Behold  \  qv*ke»  Apennine,  behold  !  recoils 
Athoc,  and  all  tbe  hoary-beaded  Alps 
leap  from  their  bases  at  the  godlike  sound* 
But  what  is  this,  celestial  though  the  note, 
AidmocUmation  of  the  reign  supreme* 
Ompnr'd  with  such  as,  for  a  mortal  ear 
Too  great,  amaze  the  incorporeal  worids  ? 
Aop'd  Oeeno  to  bis  oongmtated  waves 
CaU  beach  river,  catara(A, and  l«ke, 
lad  with  tbe  watery  world  ^omn  a  huge  rock 


Fall  headlong  in  one  horrible  cascade, 
'Twere  but  the  echo  of  th^  parting  breeze. 
When  Zephyr  faints  tipon  the  lily 's  bieast, 
'Twere  but  tlie  i<easing  of  some  instrument. 
When  the  last  lingering  undulation 
Dies  on  the  doubting  ear,  if  nam'd  with  sounds 
So  mighty  !  so  stupendous  !  so  divine  ! 

But  not  aluiie  in  the  aerial  vault 
Does  he  the  dread  thc^ocracy  maintain ; 
For  oft,  enrag*d  with  his  intes!  ine  thunders. 
He  harrows  up  the  boweUof  the  l^arth, 
And  shocks  the  central  m.ignet — Cities  then 
Tutter  on  their* foundations,  stately  columns, 
Magnifio  walls,  and  beai^i-assaulting  spires. 
What  tho'  in  haughty  eminence  erect 
Stan<l8  the  strong  citadel,  and  frowns  defiance 
On  adverse  hosts,  though  many  a  bastion  jut 
Forth  from  tbe  ramparts  elevated  mound^ 
Vain  the  poor  providence  of  human  art. 
And  mortal  strength  how  vain !  while  underneath 
Triumphs  his  mining  vengeance  in  th'  uproar 
Of  shattered  towers,  riven  rocks,  and  moumains. 
With  clamour  inconceivable  uptom. 
And  huri'd  adown  th'  abyss.  Sulphureous  pyrites 
Burating  abrupt  from  darkness  into  day. 
With  din  outrageous  and  destructive  ire 
Augment  the  hideous  tumult,  while  it  wounds 
Th '  afflicted  ear,  and  terrifies  the  eye 
Aim)  rends  the  heart  in  twain.  Twice  have  we  felt. 
Within  Augpsta's  walls  twice  have  we  felt 
Thy  thpeaten'd  indignation,  but  ev*n  thou, 
Inccns'd  Omnipotent,  art  gracious  ever: 
Thy  goodness  infinite  but  mildly  w^m'd  us 
With  mercy-blended  wrath :  O  spare  us  still. 
Nor  send  more  dire  conviction :  we  confess 
That  thou  art  he,  th'  Aln^igbty  :  we  believe: 
Fur  at  thy  righteous  power  whole  systems  quake* 
For  at  thy  ncxl  tremble  ten  thousand  worlds. 

Hark !  on  the  winged  whiriwind's  r^pidrage. 
Which  is  and  is  not  in  a  moment«-^hark ! 
On  the  hurricane's  tempestpous  sweep  he  ridef 
luvint-.ible,  and  oaks  and  pines  and  cedars 
And  forfeits  are  no  more.     For  conflict  dreadful!  ' 
I'he  West  encounters  Fjist,  andNotus  meets 
In  his  career  the  Hyperborean  blast. 
The  lordly  lions  shudd'ring  seek  their  dens, 
And  fly  like  tim*rous  deer ;  the  king  of  biids. 
Who  .'lar'd  the  solar  ray,  is  weak  erf  wing, 
And  fiiints  and  falls  and  dies;*^wfaile  he  supreme 
Stamls  stedfiut  if  in  tbe  centre  of  the  storm. 
Wherefore,   ye  objects  terrible  and  great. 
Ye  thonders,  earthquakes,  and  ye  fixe-fraogbt 

wombs 
Of  fell  volcanoes,  whiilwinds,  hurricanes. 
And  boHing  billows  hail !  in  chorus  join 
To  cdebrate  and  magnify  your  Maker, 
Who  yet  in  works  of  a  minuter  mould 
Is  not  less  manifest,  is  not  less  mighty. 

Survey  the  magnet's  sympathetic  love. 
That  wooes  the  yielding  needle ;  contemplate 
Tb*  attractive  amber^s  power,  invisible 
EvHi  to  ther  mental  eye  {  or  when  the  bkifw 
Scat  bom  th'  electric  sphere  asi«uaUs  thy  firam^ 
Show  me  tbe  hand,  that  dealt  it !— baffled  here 
By  his  onniipotenoe»  Philosophy 
Slowly  her  thoughts  inadequate  revolves,    [her. 
And  sunds,  with  all  bis  circling  wondeci  wawfii 
Like  heavy  Saturn  in  th*  etheri^l  4tpai09 
Begirt  with  aa  inexplicable  ring« 
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If  such  the  operaliODS  o^  his  power, 
Which  at  all  seasons  and  in  evVy  place 
(RuPd  by  establish'd  laws  and  current  nature) 
Arrest  th'  attention  !  Who  ?  O  who  shall  tell 
His  acts  miracuioQS,  when  by  bis  own  decrees 
Repeals  he,  or  suspends,  when  by  the  hand 
Of  Moses  or  of  Joshua,  or  the  mouths 
Of  his  prophetic  seers,  such  deeds  he  wrought, 
Before  th*  astonish'd  Sun's  all-seeing  eye. 
That  faith  was  scarce  a  virtue.     Need  I  sing 
The  fate  of  Pharaoh  and  his  numerous  band 
Lost  in  the  reflux  of  the  watry  walls, 
That  q^elted  to  ibeir  fluid  state  again  ? 
Keed  I  recount  how  Sampson's  warlike  arm 
With  more  than  mortal  nerves  wa  strung  t'  over- 
throw 
Idolatrous  Philistia  ?    Shall  I  tell 
How  David  triumphed,  and  what  Job  sustainM  ? 
. — But,  O  supreme,  unutterable  mercy  ! 
O  love  unequal'd,  mystery  immense,  [tion 

Which  angels  long  rnnfold  !  'tis  man's  redemp- 
That  crowns  thy  glory,  and  thy  pow'r  con  Arms, 
Confirms  the  great,  th'  uocontroverted  claim* 
^yhenfrom  the  Virgin's  unpolluted  woiQb, 
IShone  forth  the  Sun  of  Righteousness!  reveal'd 
And  on  benighted  reason  pour'd  the  day; 
^*  Let  there  be  peace*'  (he  said)  and  ail  was  calm 
Amongst  the  warring  world — calm  as  the  sr^a, 
W|ien  **  Peace,  be  stilly  ye  boisterous  wind8>" 

he  cry'd. 
And  not  a  breath  was  blown,  nor  murmur  heaid. 
Hi  4  was  a  life  of  miracles  and  might, 
And  charity  and  love,  ere  yet  he  taste 
The  bitter  draught  of  death,  ere  yet  he  rise 
Victorious  o'er  the  universal  foe. 
And  Death,  and  Sin  and  Hell  in  triumph  lead. 
H)s  by  the  right  of  conquest  is  mankind. 
And  in  sweet  servitude  and  golden  bonds 
Were  ty'd  to  him  for  ever.— -O  how  easy 
Is  his  ungalling  yoke,  and  all  his  burdens 
Tw  ecstacy  to  bear !    Him,  ble^ed  Shephehl, 
His  flocks  shall  follow  through  the  maze  of  life, 
Aqd  shades  that  tend  to  day-spring  from  on  high; 
And  as  the  radiant  roses,  after  fading. 
In  fuller  foliage  and  more  fragrant  breath 
Revive  in  smiling  spring,  so  shall  it  fore 
With  those  that  love  bim-rfor  sweet  is  their  sa- 
vour, 
Apd  all  eternity  shall  be  their  spring. 
Then  shall  the  gates  and  everlasting  doors. 
At  which  the  King  of  Glory  enters  in, 
B^  to  the  saints  unbarr'd:   fmd  there,  where 

pleasure 
Boasts  an  undymg  bloom,  where  dubious  hope 
Is  certainty,  and  grief-attended  love 
Is  freed  from  passion — ^there  we'll  celebrate 
With  worthier  numbers,  him,  who  is,  andwa^. 
And  in  immortal  proweis  King  of  Kings 
Shall  be  t|ie  Mpnar9h  of  all  worlds  for  ever. 


OH  THE 

GOODNESS  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 

To  the  right    honourabfe  the  eari  of  Dar- 
liogton  this  essay  on  the  Goodness  of  the  Supreme 


Being,    is  inscribed,   by   his    lordship's   iQoat 
obliged/'and  obedient  servant, 

C.  SMART. 


A    CLAUSE  OF 

MR.  BEATON'S  WILL, 
Dated  Oct  8,  1738. 

I  GIVE  my  Kislingbury  estate  to  the  tmiversity 
of  Cambridge  for  ever :  the  rents  of  which  shall 
be  disposed  of  yearly  by  the  vice-chancellor 
for  the  time  being,  as  he  the  vice-chancellor, 
tlie  mastt^r  of  Clare-hall,  and  the  Greek  professor 
for  the  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  shal( 
agree.  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
out  a  subject,  which  subject  shall  for  the  first 
year  be  one  or  other  of  the  perfect 'ons  or  attri- 
butes of  tlie  Supreme  Being,  and  so  the  suc- 
ceeding years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted  ;  and 
afterwards  the  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  &c.  or 
whate\er  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice-chan- 
cellor, master  of  Clare-hall,  and  Greek  professor 
to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of  tbe  Su- 
preme Being  and  recommendation  of  virtue. 
And  they  sba^l  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent  of  the 
above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose  poem 
on  the  subject  given  shall  be  best  a^^roved  by 
them*  Which  poem  I  ordain  to  be  always  in 
English,  and  to  be  printed ;  the  expense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  the  poem,  or  ode,  or  copy  of 
verses. 

We  the  underwritten,  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
ton'r  reward  to  C  Smart,  M  A.  for  his  poem 
on  The  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and 
direct  the  said  poem  to  be  -printed,  according  to 
the  tenor  pf  the  will. 

H.  'Thomas,  vice-chancellor. 
J.  WiLcozi  master  of  Clare  bftl), 
Oct.  28,.n55. 


Orpheus,  for  so  the  Gentiles  call'd  thy  name', 
Israel's  sweet  psalmist,  whq  alone  could  wal(6 
Th'  inanimate  to  motion  ;  who  alone 
The  joyful  hillocks,  the  applauding  rocks. 
And  floods  with  musical  persuasion  drew ; 
Thou,  who  to  hail  and  snow  gar'st  voice  and  sound, 
And  mad'st  the  mute  melodious ! — greater  yet 
Was  thy  divinest  skill,  and  rul'd  o'er  more 
Than  art  or  nature ;  for  thy  tuneful  touch 
Drove  trembling  Satan  from  the  heart  of  Sau^ 
And  queli'd  the  evil  angel :— in  this  breast 
Some  portion  of  thy  genuine  spirit  breathe. 
And  lift  me  (ram  myself  ^  each  thought  impure 
Banish  ;  each  low  idea  raise,  refine. 
Enlarge,  and  sanctify ; — so  shall  the  Muse 
Above  the  stars  aspire,  and  aim  to  praise 
Her  God  on  Earth,  as  he  is  prais'd  in  Heaven. 
Immepse  Creator !  whose  all-powerful  hand 

'  Sec  this  conjecture  strongly  supported  by  IH^- 
lany  in  his  Life  of  David. 
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n 


Fmm'diiiiiveiBftlbeki^.aBd  whose  eye 

Sam  like  thyedf,  Uat  all  tfaings  form'd  were 

go**; 

Where  shall  the  tim^raot  bard  thy  praise  begin, 

Where  end  the  purest  sacrifice  of  sang, 

jBd  just  thanksgmng^—The  thou^t-kmdling 

light. 
Thy  prime  production,  darts  upoo  iny  mind 
Its  ▼iTifying  heams,  ay  heait  iUomines, 
A^  fills  my  eool  with  gratitude  and  thee. 
Hail  to  the  cheerful  rays  of  ruddy  moni, 
Thai  paint  the    sti^aky  east,  aad  blithsome 

rouse 
The  biids,  thecattle,  andaumkind  from  rast ! 
Hail  to  the  freshness  of  the  early  breeae, 
Aad  Iris  dancing  OQ  thenew-fairn  dew ! 
Without  the  aid  of  yonder  golden  globe 
Lost  were  the  garnet* s  lustre,  lost  the  lily. 
The  tnUp  and  auricula's  spotted  pride  ; 
lust  were  the  peaeoek's  plumage,  to  the  sight 
So  pimang  in  its  pompand  gk)ssy  glow. 
O  thrioe-iUostrioos  1  were  it  not  for  thee 
Those  pansies,  that  reclining  from  the  bank. 
View  through  th'  immaculate,  pellneid  stream 
Tbeir  portraitnre  in  the  inverted  Heaven, 
Might  as  well  change  their  triple  boast,   the 

white. 
The  purple,  and  the  gold,  that  far  outvie 
The  eastern  monareh's  garb,  ev*n  with  the  dock, 
Ev^B  with  the  baaefiU  hemlodc*s  irksome  green. 
Without  thy  aid,  without  thy  gladsome  beams 
The  tribca  of  woodland  warblers  would  remain 
Mote  on  the  bending  brmcbes,  nor  recite 
The  praise  of  him,*  who,  e'er  be  form'd  their 

lord, 
TheirwDioas  ton*d  to  transport,  wing'd  their  flight, 
And  bade  them  call  for  onrtnre,  and  receive ; 
And  io  I  they  call  j  the  blackbird  and  the  thrash. 
The  woodlark,  and  the  redbreast  jointly  call ; 
He  bean  and  feeds  their  featheWd  fomilies. 
He  feeds  hia  sweet  musicians,— «or  neglects 
Th*  hreokmg  ravens  in  the  greenwood  wide  ; 
And  though  their  throats  ooarse  ruttling  hurt  the 

ear. 
They  mean  it  all  for  mnac,  thanks  and  praise 
They  mean,  and  leave  ingreti tnde  to  man ;— . 
But  not  to  all,— 4br  hark  !  the  organs  bk)W 
Their  sweUnig  notes  round  thecathedral^s  dome, 
And  grace  th'  harmonious  choir,  celestial  feast 
To  pious  ears,  and  med'cine  of  the  mind ; 
The  thrilling  trebles  and  the  manly  base 
Joninacaooniance  meet,  and  with  one  voice 
Ail  to  the  sacred  sobjeot  suit  tbeir  song : 
While  m  each  breast  sweet  melancholy  reigns 
Aagebcally  pensive,  till  the  joy 
Improves  aod  purifies ;— 4he  solemn  scene 
The  Son  through  storied  panes  sun-eys  with  awe, 
Aad  baaUbily  with-bolds  each  bolder  beam. 
flae»  aa  her  home,  from  mom  to  eve  frequents 
Thecherab  Gratitude  ;-*behdd  her  eyes  1 
With  bve  and  gladness  weepingly  they  shed 
Ecstatic  smifes;  the  hioense,  that  her  bands 
Uprear,  is  sweeter  than  the  breath  of  May 
Cni^  fimm  the  nectarine's  bkwnm,  andher 

voice 
boHre  than  voice  can  tell;  to  him  she  sings. 
To  him  who  leeds^  who  ckAbeiand  who  adoras. 


Who  made  and  who  preserves,  whatever  dwdls 

In  air,  in  steadfast  earth,  or  fickle  sea. 

O  he  is  good,  he  is  immensely  good  ! 

Who  all  things  formed,  and  form'd  them  all  for 

man; 
Who  mark'd  the  climates,  varied  every  zone. 
Dispensing  all  his  blessings  for  the  best 
In  order  and  in  beauty : — raise,  attend. 
Attest,  and  praise,  ye  quarters  of  the  worid ! 
Bow  down,  ye  elephants,  submissive  bow 
To  him,  who  made  the  mite ;  though  Asia's  pride*  . 
Ye  carry  armies  on  your  tbw'r-ciown'd  backs. 
And  grace  theturban'd  tyrants,  bow  to  him 
Who  is  as  great,  as  perfect  and  as  good 
In  his  less-strikhig  wonders,  till  at  length   « 
The  eye's  at  fault  and  seeks  the  assisting  glass. 
Approach  and  bring  from  Aiaby  the  blest 
Ihe  fragrant  cassia,  frankincense  and  mynh. 
And  meekly  kneeling  at  the  altar's  foot 
Lay  all  the  tributary  incense  down. 
Stoop,  sable  Africa,  with  rev>f ence  stoop. 
And  from  thy  brow  take  off  the  painted  jdnme} 
With  golden  ingots  all  thy  camels  load 
V  adorn  his  temples,  hasten  with  thy  spear 
Reverted,  and  thy  trusty  bow  unstrung. 
While  unpursu'd  the  lions  roam  and  roar, 
Aod  ruin'd  tow'rs,nide  rocks  and  carerns  wide 
Remuftaurto  the  glorious,  surly  sound. 
And  thou,  fair  India,  whose  immense  domain 
To  counterpoise  the  hemisphere  esctends. 
Haste  from  the  west,  and  with  thy  firuits  and 

flow'rs. 
Thy  mines  and  med'cines,  wealthy  mafd,  attend* 
More  than  the  plenteousness  so  fam'd  to  flow 
By  fabling  bards  from  Amalthea's  horn 
Is  thine ;  thine  therefore  be  a  portion  due 
Of  thanks  and  praise  ;  come   with  thy  brilliant 

crown 
And  vest  of  fur ;  and  from  thy  fragrant  lap 
Pomegranates  and  the  rich  ananas  pour. 
But  chiefly  thou,  Europe,  seat  of  grace 
And  christian  excellence,  his  goodness  own. 
Forth  from    ten    thousand  temples  pour   hit 

praise; 
Clad  in  the  aimou^of  the  living  God 
Approach,  unsheath  the  Spirit's  flaming  sword ; 
Faith's   shield,    salvation's    glory,^-oompasa'd 

helm 
With  fortitude  assume,  and  o'er  your  heart  > 
Fair  truth's  invulnerable  Breast-plate  spread ! 
Then  join  the  general  chorus  of  all  worids. 
And  let  the  song  of  charity  begin 
In  strains  seraphic,  ai^  melodious  pray'r. 
**  O  aU-sufficient,  all  beneficent. 
Thou  God  of  goodness  and  of  gkffy ,  bear  I 
Thou,  who  to  lowliest  minds  dost  condescend, 
Assuming  passions  to  enforce  thy  laws, 
Adoptiogjealousy  to  prove  thy  love  : 
Thou,  who  resfgn'd  humility  uphold, 
£v'n  as  the  florist  props  the  drooping  rose. 
But  quell  tyrannic  pride  with  peerless  pow'r, 
Ev'n  as  the  tempest  rives  the  stubborn  oak, 
O  all-sufficient,  all-beneficent. 
Thou  God  of  goodness  and  of  glory,  hear  t 
Bless  all  mankind,  and  brin^  them  in  the  end 
To  Heav'n,  to  immortality,  and  thee  I'* 
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^  Me  quoque   Parnassi    per  lubicra  ctilmina 


Tmparadis'd,  blmit  4en|Dom,  yt  4««H  r 

Or  Doiovejmia  's  ^  awfiil  tov'  n  ye  i«ve ; 

Or  plough  Tunbridgia's  salutiferom  biU* 

[ncitifttrious,  fk«d  witjb  4ratt9ktaehalylii»tftb«0K*4. 

Confess  di vioe  Hygeia's  biiasful  Mat ; 

Tbo  Mfue  demand*  yeur  pretence^  eie  sbe  tuMi 

Her  monitory  voice ;  obsei've  her  w<ril» 

And  cftdi  the  whoienmradietutes  aa  <bey  iii]« 

'Midst  thy  paternal  ftere«,  Cuner,  fay 
lias  graoiQUB   Heav'n  ba9l;«w*4  one  MA.  tfati 


raptat 

laudis  amor :  studium  sequor  insanabile  vatis, 
Ausus  non  operaro,  non  formidarc  poetffi 
I>7om<<ti/adoratum  quondam,  nunc  p»ne  procaci 
Molisttatum  digito.— — Va8.  ra^n.  Uusr, 

BOOK  TBE  FTItffT, 

Thb  land  that.aD««er»  be«i  the  fiuiner^s  care, 

And  sUven  to  matndty  the  hqp : 

W^n  to  jnbume  the  plants ;  totnrB  the  fiebe ; 

And  wed  the  tendrib  to  th*  aspiring  poieft  ; 

Under  what  tign  to  pluck  thecfop,  and  how 

To  cure,  and  in  capajoioiis  taisks  infolrl, 

I  teach  in  verse  Miitooiae.     Soiile  the  Mose, 

And  Meditate  a«  honour  to  that  land 

Where  first  I  breath'd,  aad  struggled  into  life, 

Impatiiait,  Caniiuni,  to  be  oalPd  thy  son. 

Oh  !  cou'd  I  emulate  skilled  Sydney's  Muse, 
*fli|r  Sydney,  Cantiuin — ^He,  irom  eourt  retired, 
In  Penshurst's  sweet  Elysium  sung  delight, 
S^ag  tsaniiport  to  the  soft-reftpooding  streams 
Of  Medway,  and  enlivened  aU  bcr  groves : 
^liile  ever  near  him,  goddess  of  the  gresn, 
Fair  PeBbvake*    sat  and  smil'd  immense   ap- 
plause. 
With  vocal  fascination  charm'd  the  hours*, 
Unguarded  left  Heav*n's  adamantine  gate, 
And  to  his  lyre,  swift  as  tbe  winged  sounds 
That  skim  the  air,  daoc'd  unperceiv'd  away. 
Had  1  each  poWr,  no  peasants  bumble  toil 
ahou'd  e'er  debase  my  lay :  br  nobler  them«, 
The  high  achievements  of  thy  warrior  kings 
Shou*d  raise  my  thoughts,  and  dignify  my  song. 
But  I,  young  rustic,  dare  not  leave  my  cot, 
Ber  so  enlarged  a  sphere — ah !  Muse  beware. 
Lest  tbe  loud  larums  of  the  braying  trump. 
Lest  tbe  deep  drum  sbou'd  drown  tby  tender 

reed, 
And  mar  its  puny  joints :  bmb,  bwly  swain, 
Every  unshaven  arboret,  ne  the  lawns. 
Me  the  volaminoQS  Medway*s  silver  wave. 
Content  inglorious*,  and  tbe  hopland  shades ! 
Yeomen  a»d  conntrymcn,  attend  my  song: 
WhelSher  you  ahiver  in  the  marshy  Weaid«, 
Egregious  sjiepberds  of  uonnmber'd  flocks, 
Wliose  fleeces,  poisoned  into  purple,  deck 
All  Europe's  Idngs :  or  in  fiur  HAadumf  s  »  vain 

'  Sister  to  sir  Philip  Sydney. 
■  ' — Vlv>Mi  jMVJtoit  yfcua  tii  txcr  Slfat.  HoM.  E- 
s  Ruse  mihi,    fc  rigui   placeani  in  vallibus 
amnes, 
Flumina  amem,  sylvasque  in  glorius  ! 

ViRc.  Georo.  2. 
4  Commonly,  but  improperly  called,  the  Wild. 
f  Maidstone, 


Its  k)amy  bMom  in  (tbe  «id«4ay  8aa, 
Emerging  gently  from  the  abject  vale. 
Nor  yet  obnoxious  to  tbe  wind»  weura 
Inhere  sl)aU  thou  plant  thy  hop.    This  soil,  ^nr- 

[baps, 
Thou'U  say,  will  fill  my  gamem.   Be  it  so. 
but  Ceres,  rural  goddoas,  et  tbe  be^t 
Meanly  supports  ber  vot '  ry ' ,  enough  fin*  her. 
If  iI|-pers^JQg  hunger  she  repdJ« 
And  keep  the  soul  from  fisioting  :  to  Enlarge, 
To  glad  tbe  heart,  to  suUimate  tbe  mind. 
And  H  ittff  the  flagjong  spirits  to  tbe  aky. 
Require  th'  united  iuflueoee  and  aid 
Of  Bacchus,  god  of  hops,  with  Cereajoin'd. 
'Tfs  be  shall  generate  tbe  Uixom  beer. 
Then  on  one  pedestal,  and  hand  in  band. 
Sculptured  in  Parian  stone  (so  gratitude 
Indites)  let  the  divine  co-partners  rise. 
Stiinds  eastward  in  thy  field  a  wood  ?  tis  wolL 
Esteem  it  as  a  bulwark  of  thy  wealth. 
And  cherish  all  its  branches ;  tho*  we^l  grant. 
Its  leaves  umbrageous  may  intercept 
Tbe  morning  rays,  and  envy  ^ome  small  share 
Of  Sol's  beneficence  to  th'  infant  germ. 
Yet  grudge  not  that  :wbett  whistling  Eurusoomcsy 
With  all  his  worlds  of  insects  in  thy  lands 
To  byemate,  and  monarchise  o'er  all 
Thy  vegetable  ricbea,  then  thy  wood 
Sh^ll  ope  it's  armsegq>ansive,  and  embraon 
The  storm  reluctant,  and  divert  its  ragn. 
Armies  of  animalcules  urge  their  way 
In  vain :  the  ventilating  trees  oppoae 
Their  airy  march.     They  blacken  distant  plains. 

Tlus  site  for  iby  ynung  nnrsery  obtaiiM, 
Thou  bast  begun  auspicious,  if  tbe  soil 
(As  sung  before)  be  loamy ;  this  the  bop 
Lgves  above  others,  tbis  is  rich,  is  deep. 
Is  viscouif  and  tenacious  of  the  pole. 
Yet  maugre  ail  its  nati%'e  wnstb,  it  may 
Be  meliorated  with  warm  oompiist.    $te ! 
Yon  craggy  mountain?,  whose  fastidkma  band 
Divides  the  star-set  hemisphere  abofie, 
And  Canttum's  plams  beneath  ;  Ibn  Apemina 
Of  a  firee  Italy,  whose  chalky  sidea 
With  verdant  (dnwbs  dissimiiariy  g^F* 
StiH  captivate  tbe  eye,  while  at  bis  feet 
Tbe  silver  MeiHray  glides,  nnd  In  ber  tacnit 
Views  tbe  reflected  landscape,  cbaNn'dl  iha  yntm^ 
And  mnrmurs  louder  eoetnsy  bebw. 
Here  let  «8  resta  while,  pleased  to  bahoU 
Th'  aU  boautifol  horizon's  wide  eypanaa. 
Far  as  the  eagle's  ken.    Hera  towhting  if^ivea 
Finft  catob  tbe  eye,  aad  tnm  tbe  liwngiifti  toi 
Heav'n. 


*  Canterbury. 
V  Boxley-Hill, 
part  of  Kent 


which  extenda  through  great 
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«r 


Hm  loftf  dirif  ill  litraible  Baj^tCy 
BbhI  mih  the  breexe  to  abade  the  .^oleniB  graves, 
And  spread  an  holy  darkness  ',  Ceres  there 
ShMMM  Her  goMen  vesture.    Here  the  mes^a 
Eoricb'd  toy  Flora's  dsdal  hand,  with  pride 
Bipose  their  tpottcd  v«rdtire.    Nor  are  you, 
Pbmona,  ainenc ;  yoa 'midst  boftry  leaTes 
Sventbevennyiouohcrry;  andtmyoatmes 
^iHIJia^  tht  pippin's  pdatable  gold. 
There  oU  Sylvanoa  in  that  inoss-gn»#B  grot 
Dvefls  with  hia  wood-nyiaphs:  they  with  chap- 

■etagTQStt 
And  niaaat  mantles  CA  bedigbt,  alof^ 
Froii  yoa  bent  oaks,  m  Medvay'M  bosom  fiitr 
Wonder  at  tib«r  bleak,  and  prickly  paarch. 
That  swiftly  tbrg?  tbei*  flatting  forests  glide. 
Yet  not  e^en  these— these  ever  varied  scenes 
Of  wealth  and  pleaanrecan  engage  my  eyes 
To^ttloak  the  lowly  bawthom,  if  iirom  theaea 
Tbe  tbrasb,  sweet  warbler,  cbaots  th'  unstadied 

lays 
Which  Phflobas*  self,  vanltiqg  from  yonder  ckmd 
Rcfulgrat,  with  eniiv'ning  ray  inspires. 
Bat  neither  tnw'ring  spires,  nor  lofty  elns, 
Nor  golden  Cares,  nor  the  meadows  green, 
Har  urfbalH,  nor  the  msset  mantled  nympb> 
Which  to  the  mormurs  of  the  liiedway  dance, 
Kor  nreedy   warbling  thrash,  with  half  those 


Attiaet  my  eyes^  as  yonder  hop-land  close, 
Jainfr-worfc  of  Art  and  Nature,  wbieb  reraiads 
The  Mmm^  and  to  har  thams  tha  waad'rer  calls. 
Kese  tiien  with  pond'vons  vebietes  and  teams 
Tbj  rusties  send,  and  from  the  caverns  deep 
CVim— sill  them  bring  tiie  chalk  :  thenee  to  the 

kiln 
Cbovcy,  and  tampar  with  Vnteanian  ftres. 
Soon  aa  *tis  fonn'd,  thy  Ihne  irith  boanteons  hand 
g^  an  thy  lands  awaeinioate;  tbybMis 

first  have  fhlt  tha  softflping  spade,  and 


the  strengthening  rapoors  from  mikridoos  marl. 

TKadona,  sdaol  tfaecboioest  bop,  V  insert 
Tkcahin  flbaopdoing  glebe.  Say  then,  my  Muse, 
its  varioos  kinds,  and  from  th'  aflfete  and  vile, 
Tha  eligible  iepaiwta  with  care. 
Tbn  ndhieit  apeeies  it  by  Kentkh  wights 
Thelfaatar-ho^yx4cp^d.   Kotnre  to  him 
Baa  gif^  a  stancar  stalk,  patient  of  cold, 
OrVbartwa  av*n  in  yooth,  his  ^efdant  blued 
la  biisfeihlcafMndnmlatatand  flow*  ^ 
Inili  iiBitlj  vifoioaa  i  thenavt 
Is  arid,  HetM,  infoeuud,  and  grass, 
SfigntikamlysCyNthaFryar:  tha  last 
Is  calPd  tba  Sisfraga,  who  in  ««*ry  wood. 
And  e^ry  badge  adlntM*ie*4  mtrades. 
Wben  ancb  the  fnarit  af  Iba  aandldadasy 
Baif  ia*e«leoClotf  s  but,  ay  Mend, 
iRoalTstthouneVr fiMi,  to  Kant  diraot  thy  way, 
Whaiw  no  one  ifatll  bafrottratad  that  seeks 

hnt  la  gftsm  or  good.    Hall,  Caatlani, 
hail! 
I  paraidlairtkis'iiMSirAtiittf^ 

■wenafrtgnm,  9BttMiia>teNu^ 
>  tiM  rai  attli^  lan^  It  artii 
Jagradkr,  sanetoa'avsos  reclndere  fontes, 

sfiavapDidft  MdSfltf. 
Viao.  Gsoao.  t 


Illustrious  parent  of  the  b»t  of  idMi ! 

Forth^  Antiquity's  thrice  sacred  spring* 

Placidly  stagnant  at  their  fountain  head» 

I  rashly  dare  to  trouble  (if  from  thenee 

I  aught  for  thy  utility  can  draia) 

And  in  thy  towns  adopt  th'  Ascr«)an  muse* 

Hail  heroes,  h^l  invaluable  gems» 

Pav 'rites  of  Heav'n  !  to  whom  the  general  doooi 

Is  all  remitted,  who  aboe  possess 

Of  Adam's  sons  fair  Eden — ^rest  ye  here. 

Nor  seek  an  earthly  good  above  the  hop  ^ 

A  good.!  unl;asted  by  your  ancient  kings, 

And  to  your  very  sires  almost  ooknown. 

In  those  blest  days  when  great  Eliza  reign  *d- 
O'er  ti)e  adoring  nation,  when  ih^r  peace 
Or  spsead  an  upstain'd  olive  ronod  the  land. 
Or  laurell'dwar  did  teach  our  wingad  fleets 
To  lord  it  o'er  the  worid,  when  our  brave  siiof 
Drank  valour  from  unoaoponated  beer  j 
The  hop  (before  an  interdicted  plaat, 
Sbun'd  like  fell  aconite)  began  to  bang 
Its  foldc'i  floscles  from  the  golden  vine. 
And  bloom'd  a  shade  to  Can^om's  sunny  ritoiat 
DeUgbtsome,  and  in  cheerful  goblets  laugbi 
Potent,  wha^  time  Aquarius'  urn  impendi^ 
To  kill  the  dulsome  day — potont  to  quench 
The  Syrian  ardour,  and  autiunoal  ills     • 
To.beal  vrith  mild  potations ;  sweeter  far  i 

Than  those  which  erst  the  subtile  Heog iiA  •  mii'd 
T*  intbrall  vohiptuous  Vortigam.     He,  wkh  bie 
Emasculate  and  wine,  tbe  toils  of  war 
Neglected,  and  to  dalliance  vile  and  sloth 
Emancipated,  saw  th'  inoroacbing  Saxoaa 
With  unaffected  eyes ;  his  hand  whioh  oogbt 
V  have  shook  the  spear  ci  justice,  ioft  ami 

smooth, 
Play'd  ravishing  difisiooaen  tbe  Ijrve : 
This  Hepgist  maik'di  and  (forourii'd  inioien«y 
Soon  fiiitSBS  on  impunity !  and  rises 
Briareus  from  a  dwarf)  fiair  Tbanet  gain'd. 
Nor  stopt  he  hare ;  but  to  immense  attempta 
Ambition  sky-aspiring  lad  him  on 
Adventrous.     Ue  an  only  daughter  raar'di 
Boxena,  matchless  maid !  nor  rear*d  in  vakik 
Her  eagle-ey'd  callidity,  deceit, 
And  fairy' Action  rais'd  above  her  sejr, 
And  furnished  wkh  a  thousand  various  wiles 
Preposterous,  more  than  female ;  wondrous  fair 
She  was,  and  docile,  which  her  pious  nursa 
Obsenr'd,  aad  early  in  each  female  fraud 
Her  'gan  initiate :  well  she  knew  io  smile. 
Whene'er  vexation  galN  her;  did  she  weep? 
Twas  not  sincere,  tbe  fountains  of  her  eyas 
Play'd  artificial  streams,  yet  so  well  forc'd 
They  look>d  like  nature ;  for  ev'n  art  to  heir 
Was  natural,  and  contrarieties 
Saem'd  in  Roxena  oongruons  and  allied. 
Su(;h  was  she,  when  brisk  Vortigjern  beheld^ 
Ill-fated  prince  2  aadlov'dher.    Shepereeiv'd, 
Soon  she  percahr'd  har  eonqnest ;  soon  she  Coli^ 
With  haaty  joy  transported,  her  old  sh%« 
The  Smmm  inly  saii'd,  and  to  his  isle 
The  willing  pvJqpe  invited,  but-first  bad 
Tha  Hyrtiph  prepare  the  potiona;  suehasflsa    : 
The  blood's  meandering  rivulets,  and  depresv 


f  See  the  following  story  told  at  large  in 
barde's^Perambulatk^n  9f  JfytnU 
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SMART'S  POEMS. 


To  love  the  Mi.    Lo!  at  the  noon  of  nigfat 
Thrice  Hecate  invbkM  the  maid — and  thrioe  ^ 
The  goddess  stooped  assent ;  fiirtb  from  a  ckxtd 
These  in  a  splendid  cup  of  barnisthM  gold 
She  stoop'd,  and  gave  the  filters  power  to  charm. 
The  lovely  sonceress  mix'd,  and  to  the  prince 
Health,  peace  and  joy  propin'd/  but  to  herself 
Muttei^d  dire  exorcisms,  and  wish'd  effect 
To  th'  love-creating  drangfat :  lowly  she  bow'd 
Fawning  hisinuation  bland,  that  might 
Deceive  Laertes'  son ;  her  lucid  oibs 
Shed  copiously  the  oblique  rays ;  ber  face' 
Like  modest  Luna's  shone,  but  not  so  pale, 
And  with  no  borrow'd  lustre ;  on  her  brow 
Smil'd  fallacy,  while  summoning  each  grace. 
Kneeling  she  gave  the  cup.     The  prince  (for 

who! 
Who  oon*d  have  spum'd  a  suppliant  so  divine  ? ) 
Drank  eager,  and  in  ecstacy  devour'd 
Th'  ambrosial  perturbation ;  mad  with  love 
He  clasp'dher,  and  in  hymeneal  bands 
At  once  the  nymph  demanded  and  obtain*d. 
Now  Hengivt,  all  his  ample  wish  fulfilPd, 
Exulted  ;  and  from  Kent  th'  nxorious  prince 
Bvterrainated,  and  usurp'd  his  seat. 
Long  did  he  reign ;  but  all-devouring  time 
Has  raz'd  bis  palace  walls — Perchance  on  them 
Grows  the  green  hop,  and  o'er  his  crumbled  bust 
In  spiral  twines  ascends  the  scautile  pole.-^ 
But  now  to  plant,  to  dig,  to  dungr>  to  weed; 
Tasks  humble,  but  important,  ask  the  Muse. 

Come,  feirmagician,  sportive  Fancy,  come. 
With  vHldest  imagery ;  thou  child  of  thought. 
From  thy  aerial  citadel  descend, 
And  (for  thou  canst)   assist   me.    Bring  with 

thee 
Thy  all-creative  talisman;  with  thee 
Th«  active  spirits  ideal,  towering  flights, 
That  hover  o'er  the  m  use-resounding  groveg, 
And  all  thy  colourings,  all  thy  shapes  display. 
Thou  too  be  here.  Experience,  so  shall  I 
My  rules  nor  in  low  prose  jejunely  mjf, 
Kor  in  simooth  numbers  musically  err ; 
But  vain  is  Fancy  and  Experience  vain. 
If  thou,  O  Hesiod !  Virgil  of  our  land. 
Or  hear'st  thou  rather'*,  Milton,  bard  divine. 
Whose  greatness  who  shalt  imitate,  save  thee  ^ 
ff  thou,  O  Philips^',  fav'ring  dost  not  hear 
Me,  inexpert  of  verse ;  with  gentle  hand 
Uprear  the  unpinionM  Muse,  high  on  the  top 
Of  that  immeasurable  mount,  that  for 
£xoeeds  thine  own  Plinlimmon,  where  thontnn'st 
With  Phoebus'  self  thy  lyre.    Give  me  to  turn 
Th'  unwieldy  subject  with  thy  graceful  ease. 
Extol  its  baseness  with  thy  art ;  but  chief 
niumine,  and  invigorate  with  thy  fire. 

When  Phmbus  looks  thro*  Aries  on  the  spring, 
And  vernal  fiow'ts  teem  with  the  dulcet  fruit, 
Autumnal  pride !  delay  not  then  thy  sets 
Id  Tellus'  fscile  bosom  to  depose 
Timely :  if  thou  art  wise  the  bulkiest  chuse : 
To  every  root  three  joints  indulge,  and  fbnn 
The  quincunx  witu  well  regulate  hills. 
SooB  from  the  dung-enriched  earth,  their  heads 

'•At  ipse 
SubtUis  Vetenim  judex  k  callidos  audis. 

HORAT. 

»  Mr*  John  Philips  tatlior  6f  CviibT,  a  poem. 


Thy  young  plants  will  uplift,  their  VttpaaM0 
They'll  stietch,  and,  marriagesMe,  cUum  the 

pole. 
Norfhistrate  thou  their  wishes,  sothonmay'rt 
Expect  an  hopeful  issue,  jolly  Mirth,  * 
Sister  of  talefol  Momus,  tuneful  Song, 
And  fat  Good-nature  with  her  honest  fooe. 
But  yet  in  the  novitiate  of  thdr  love,        r 
And  tenderness  of  youth  soifice  small  shootf 
Cut  fkom  the  widow'd  wiltow,  nor  provide 
Poles  insurmountable  as  yet.    'Tisthen 
When  twice  bright  Phcebus'  vivifying  ray, 
Twicse  the  cold  touch  of  winter's  icy  hand. 
They've  «tlt ;  'tis  then  wefeel  snblimer  props. 
'Tis  then  the  sturdy  woodman's  axe  from  for 
Resounds,   resounds,   smd  haritl  with    hollow 

groans 
Down  tumble  the  big  tree?,  and  rushing  roll 
O'er  the  crush'd  crac^og  brake,  while  in  his 

cave 
n>rlorn,  dejected,  'midst  the  weeping  Dryads 
Laments  Sylvanus  for  his  verdant  care. 
The  ash  or  willow  for  thy  use  select, 
Or  storm  enduring  chesnut ;  but  the  oak, 
Unfit  for  this  employ,  for  nobler  ends 
Reserve  nntonch'd ; '  she  when  by  time  matur'd^ 
Capscious  of  some  British  demi-god, 
Vernon,  or  Warren,  shall  with  rapid  wing 
Infuriate,  like  Jove's  armour-bearing  bird. 
Fly  on  thy  foes ;  they,  like  the  parted  waves. 
Which  to  the  brazen  beak  mnrmnring  give  way 
Amaz'd  and  roaring  from  the  fight  recede. — 
In  that  sweet  month,  when  to  the  listening  swanns 
Fair  Philomel  sings  love,  and  every  cot 
With  gariands  Uooma  bedight,  with  baiidag% 

meet 
The  tendrils  bind,  and  to  the  tall  poll  tie. 
Else  soon,  too  soon  their  meretricious  arms 
Round  eaeh  ignoble  clod  they'll  fold,  and  leare 
Averse  the  lordly  prop^    Thus,  have  I  heard 
Where  there's  no  mutual  tic,  no  strong  connec-> 

tiOD 

Of  love-conspiring  hearts,  oft  the  yonng  brid* 
Has  prostituted  to  her  slaves  her  charmsb 
While  the  infatuated  k>rd  admires 
Fresh-butting  sprouts'*,  and  issue  not  his  owtr. 
Now  turn  the  glebe :  soon  with  correcting  hand. 
When  smiling  June  in  jocund  dance  leadson 
Long  days  and  happy  hours,  from  evVy  vine 
Dock  the  redundant  branches,  and  once  nonre 
With  the  sharp  spade  thy  numerous  acres  tilL 
The  shovel  next  must  lend  its  aid,  enlarge 
The  little  hilk)Chs,  and  erase  the  weeds. 
This  in  that  month  its  title  if^hich  derives 
From  great  Augustus'  ever  sacred  name  f 
Sovereign  of  science  I  master  of  the  Muse  I 
N^ected  genius' firm  ally!  of  worth 
Best  ju<lge,  and  btet  rewarder,  whose  applause 
To  bards  was  fame  and  fortnne !  O !  'tn)i9  well. 
Well  did  you  too  in  this,  all  glorious  heroes  I 
Ye  Romans !— -on  Time' swing  you've  stamp'd  hif 

praise. 
And  time  shall  bear  it  to  eternity. 

Now  are  our  labours  crowned  with  theur  reward. 
Now  bloom  the  florid  hops,  and  in  the  i 
Shine  m  their  floating  silver,  while  abovo 


Is 
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1^  anbow^riog  bnmchet  culminate,  And  form 
A  waik  impervious  to  tbe  Suo ;  the  poles  * 
lo  comely  order  stand  ;  and  while  you  cleave 
With  the  small  skiff  the  Medway's  lucid  waVe, 
la  comely  order  still  their  rauks  preserve, 
Aod  teem  to  march  aluug  ih*  extensive  plain.' 
In  neat  arrangement  thus  the  men  of  Kent, 
With  native  oak  at  once  adorii'd  and  arm*d, 
latiepid  march*d  ;  for  well  they  kn€w  the  cries 
Of  dyibg  Freedom,  and  Astraea's  voice. 
Who  aa  she  6edt  to  echoing  wotxis  complained 
Of  t^rmmiy,  and  William  j  like  a  go'l, 
Refalgent  stood  the  conquenir^  onhi»  troops 
He  sent  hit  looks  enliv*ning  as  the  Sud*s, 
^ut  OD  his  Ibet  frown'd  agony,  and  death. 
Ob  his  left  side  in  bright  emblazonry 
rtisfskfaionbnniM;  forth  frum  his  sevenfold  shield 
A  baaUisk  shot  adamant ;  his  bow 
Wove  douds  of  fury !— on  that  with  plumage 

crowned 
Of  varms  hoe  tat  a  tremendous  cone : 
Thus  sits  high-canopied  abo%-e  the  clouds. 
Terrific  beauty  of  nocturnal  skies, 
Northero  Aoioia*^ ;  she  thro'  th'  azure  air 
Shodts,  sbooU  her  trem'lous  rays  in    painted 

streaks 
Gdntihoal,  while  waving  io  the  wind 
G^er  Night's  dark  veil  her  lucid  tresses  flow.  ' 
The  trav*]er  views  th*  unseeihly  day 
Artbvdd,  the  proud  bend  kiwly  to  the  earth, 
Tbe  pious  matrons  tremble  for  the  worUi 
Bat  what  can  daunt  th*  insuperable  8ou!s 
Of  Gantiam's  matchless  sons  ?  On  they  proceed, 
AU  imiocent  of  fear  ;  each  face  express'd 
Contemptuous  admiration,  while  they  view'd 
The  well  fed  brigades  of  embroideHd  slaves 
that  diew  the  sword  for  gain.     First  of  the  van, 
With  an  enomious  bough,  a  shepherd  swain 
Whistled  with  rustic  notes ;  but  such  as  show'd 
A  heart  magnanimous :  the  men  of  Kent 
FoiWv  the  tuneful  swain,  while  o*cr  their  heads 
Hie  green  leaves  whisper,  and  the  big  boughs 

bend. 
Twas  thus  theThracian,  whose-all  quicVning  lyre 
The  floods  inspired,  aod  taught  the  rocks  to  feel, 
•EmrhanTfH  dancing  Hsmus,  to  the  tune,    [wave, 
The  hite's  soft  tune !    The  fluttering  Drauches 
The  TOdtt  enjoy  it,  and  the  rivulets  hear. 
The  hiUodKS  skip,  emerge  the  hamble  Vales, 
And  ny  the  mighty  mountain  nods  applause. 
The  oooqiieror  view'd  them,  and  as  one  that  tees 
The  vast  abrupt  of  Scylla,  or  as  one 
That  ham  th*  oUivicms  streams  of  Lethe*s  pool 
Has  4nmk  eternal  apathy,  he  stood* 
Kis  host  an  universal  panic  aeiz'd 
Froiigions,  inopipe  i  their  armour  shook^ 
And  daftteed  to  the  trembling  of  their  luDbtf ; 
£one  to  the  walking  wilderness  gan  run 
dnfoa'd,  and  in  th'  inhotpitable  shade 
Torsbeher  sooght— Wretches !  they  shelter  find, 
Stctnal  shelter  in  the  arms  of  death  \ 
Thns  when  Aquarius  pomrs  out  all  hk  urn 
Down  on  some  lonesome  heath,  the  traveller 
That  wanders  o^er  the  wintry  waste,  acoepto 
Tbeimritatioo  of  some  spreiiding  beech 

*<  Aonna  borealis,  or  lights  in  the  air ;  a  phe- 
■nmfiwn  vfaich  of  late  years  has  been  frequent 
heiey  and  in  all  the  more  northern  countries. 


Joyous ;  but  soon  tbe  treacherous  gloom  betrays 

Th'  unwary  visitor,  while  on  his  head 

Th*  enlarging  drops  in  double  showers  descend. 

And  now  no  lonorer  in  disguise  the  men 
Of  Kent  appear ;  clown  they  all  drop  their  bongh% 
And  shine  in  brazen  panoply  divine. 
Enough — great  William  (for  full  well  hekaew 
How  vain  would  be  the  conquest)  to  the  sons 
Of  glorious  Camium  gave  their  lives,  and  laws, 
And  liberties  sccur»,  and  to  the  prowess 
Of  Cantium's  sons,  |ik(-  Caesar,  deigned  to  yieldr 
Caesar  and  William  I  hail  immortal  worthies. 
Illustrious  vanqiiishM  I  Cantium,  if  tutheroi 
Posterity  with  all  her  chiefs  unborn, 
Aught  similar,  aught  second  has  to  boast. 
Once  more  (so  prophesies  the  Muse)  thy  sons 
Shall  triumph, 'emulous  of  their  sires — ^till  then 
With  olive,  and  with  hop-garlands  crown'd. 
O'er  all  thy  land  reign  plenty,  reign  fair  peage* 
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Omnia  qusemulto  ante  memor  prorisa  repones^ 
Si  te  digua  manet  divini  gloria  ruris. 

Viao.  Geor.  lib.  U 

At  length  the  Muse  her  destlnM  task  resumes 

With  joy ;  agen  o*er  all  her  hop-land  groves 

She  seeks  V  ^pattate  free  of  wing.     Long  while 

For  a  much-loving,  much-lov*d  youth  she  wept. 

Sorrowing  in  silence  o»cr  th*  untimely  urn. 

Hush  then,  e^eminate  sobs  $  and  thou,  my  hearty 

Rebel  to  grief  no  more — And  yet  a  while, 

A  little  while,  indulge  the  friendly  tears. 

O'er  the  wild  world,  like  Noah*sdove,  in  vain 

I  seek  the  olive  peace,  around  me  wide 

See !  see  !  tbe  wat*ry  waste— In  vain  fbrlort. 

I  call  the  phenix,  fair  Sincerity ; 

Alas  i-'-extinguish'd  to  the  skies  she  fled. 

And  left  no  heir  behind  her.     Where  is  now 

The  eternal  smile  of  goodness  ?  Where  is  now 

That  all -extensive  charity  of  soul. 

So  rich  in  sweetness,  that  the  classic  sounds 

In  elegance  Augustan  cloth'd,  the  wit 

That  flow'd  perennial,  hardly  were  observed, 

Or«  ifobserv'd,  setoffthatbrightei'gem. 

How  oft,  and  yet  how  seldom  did  it  seem ! 

Have  I  enjoyM  hi*  converse  ? — When  we  met. 

The  hours  how  swift  they  sweetly  fled,  and  till 

Agen  I  saw  him  how  they  loitered.     Oh  I 

Theophilus*,  thou  dear  departed  soul. 

What  flattering   tales  thou  told*8t  me?    Ho« 

thou'dsthail 
My  Muse,  and  to>k'st  imaginary  walks 
All  in  my  hopland  groves*    Stay  yet,  oh  stay  { 
Thou  dear  deluder,  thou  hast  seen  but  half — 
He*s  gone  !  aud  aught  that's  equal  to  his  praise 
Fame  has  not  for  jne,  tho*  she  prove  most  kind^ 
Howe'er  this  verse  be  sacred  to  thy  name. 
These  tears,  the  last  sad  duty  of  a  friend. 
Oft  pa  indulge  the  pleasurable  pain 

>  Mr.  Theophilus  Wbeelerj  of  Christ  Churehj 
Cambridge* 
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Ofreeutlectioii;  oft  on  M(^dw*y'8  banks 

rU  muse  on  thee  fall  pensive  ;  while  her  streams 

Ke^rd^lerer  of  nay  grief,  shall  flow 

In  sullen  silence  silverly  along 

The  weepinj?  shores — or  else  accordant  with 

My  loud  laments,  shall  ever  and  anon 

Make  melancholy  music  to  the  shades, 

The  hopiand  shades,  that  on  her  banks  expose 

Ssrpentine  vines  and  flowing  locks  of  gold. 

Ye  smiling  nymphs,  th*  inseparable  train 
Of  s^iTnm  Ceres  ;  ye,  that  gamesome  dance. 
And  sing  to  jolly  Autumn,  while  he  stands 
With  his  right  hand  poizing  the  scales  of  ^eav*n. 
And  while  his  \tXi  grasps  Amalthea's  horn  : 
Young  chorus  of  fair  Bacchanals,  descend. 
And-  leave  awhile  the  sickle  ;  yonder  hill, 
Wbere  stand  Ihe  loaded  hop-poles,  claims  your 

care.    • 
Thare  mighty  Bacchus  seated  cross  the  bio. 
Waits  your  attendance — ^There  he  glad  reviews 
His  paunch,  approaching  to  immensity 
Still  nearer,  and  with  pride  of  heart  sui-vcys 
Obedient  m9rtals,  and  the  world  bis  otrn. 
See !  from  the  great  metropolis  tlsey  rush, 
Th' industrious  vulgar.  They,  like  prudent  bees. 
In  Kent*s  wide  gaiiden  roam,  expert  to  crop 
The  flow'ry  hop»  and  provident  to  work, 
£re  winter  numb  their  sunburnt  bands,  and  winds 
Engool  €hem,  murmuring  in  their  gloomy  cells. 
From  these,  such  as  appear  the  rest  t'  excel 
In  strength  and  young  agility,  select. 
Th^se  shall  support  with  vigour  and  address 
The  bin-man's  weighty  office  ;  now  extract 
From  the  sequacious  earth  the  pole,  and  now 
XJnmarry  from  the  ckMely  clinging  vine. 
O'er  twice  three  pickers,  and  no  more,  extend 
The  bin-man's  sway ;  unless  thy  ears  can  bear 
The  crack  of  poles  eontinual,  and  thine  eyes 
Behold  unmoved  the  hurrying  peasant  tear 
Thy  wealth,   and  tbiow  it  on    the    thankless 

ground. 
But  fint  the  careful  planter  will  consult 
His  quantity  of  acres  and  his  crop. 
How  many  and  how  large  his  kilns  ;  and  then 
Pfoportion'd  to  his  wants  the  hands  provide. 
Bui  yet  of  greater  oons$eqnence  and  cost, 
One  thing  remains  unsung,  a  man  of  iaitli 
And  long  experience,  in  whose  thund'ring  voice 
J. jves  hoarse  authority,  potent  to  qnell 
1[*be  ft«qi«ent  frays  of  the  tumultuous  crew. 
He  shall  preside  o'er  aU  thy  hop-lhnd  store. 
Severe  diccator  I     His  unerring  hand. 
And  eye  inquisitive,  in  heedfid  guise, 
Shall  to  the  brink  the  measure  fill,  and  fair 
On  the  twin  registers  the  work  record. 
And  yet  I've  known  tbem  own  a  female  reign. 
Add  goKitle  MarUne's*Bofc  Orphean  voi<Se 
Has  hjrmn'd  sweet  lessons  of  homaaity 
To  the  wild  bnital  crew.     Oft  her  oommand 
Hassav'd  the  ptllan  of  the  bop-land  state, 
^eJofly  poles  from  nrin,  and  sostain'd. 
Like  Ann^  or  EKsa,  her  domain. 
With  more  than  mtfniy  dignity.    Oft  Pve  teea, 
Ev'n  at  her  frawa  the  boist'rous  uproar  oease. 
And  the  m^piekers,  tam'd  to  diligence. 
Cull  from  the  bctt  the   apravUag  tjpmgB,   aftd 
leaves 


That  atam  the  sample,  and  its  worth  Ahasc 
All  things  thus  settled  and  prepar'd,  what  notr 
Can  stop  the  planter^  pm-poses?  Untess 
The  Heavens  frown  dissent,  and  ominous  winds 
Howl  thro*  the  concave  of  the  troubled  sky. 
And  dft,  alas !  the  long  experiencM  wig'hts 
(Oh  !  could  they  too  prevent  them)  storms  fbte- 


f  The  aut'ior's  yoongest  S28l«^ 


For,  as  the  storm  rides  on  the  rising  clouds. 
Fly  the  fleet  wild-geese  far  away3,  or  else 
The  heifer  towards  the  zenith  rears  her  head^ 
And  with  expanded  nostrils  snuffs  the  ahr : 
The  swallows  too  their  airy  circuits  weave^ 
And  screaming  skim  the  brook;    and  fen  bred 

frogs 
Forth  from  their  hoarse  throats  their  old  grttdg^ 

recite  i 
Or  from  her  earthly  coverlets  the  ant 
I^eaves  her  huge  eggs  along  the  narrow  Way: 
Or  bends  Thauinantia's  4  variegated  bow 
Athwart  the  cope  of  Heav'n :  or  sable  crowi 
Obstrepenms  of  wing,  in  clouds  combine: 
Besides,  unnumberM  troops  of  birds  marine. 
And  Asia's  fcather'd  flocks,  that  in  themuda 
Of  flow»ry  edgM  Cayster  wont  to  prey. 
Now  in  the  shallows'dock  thein  speckled  heads. 
And  lust  to  lave  in  vain,  their  unctuous  plumc» 
Repulsive  baffle  their  efforts;  henrken  next 
How  the  airs'd  raven,  with  her  harmful  voice. 
Invokes  the  rain,  and  croiiking  to  herself. 
Stmts  on  some  spacious  solitary  shore. 
Nor  want  thy  servants  and  thy  wife  at  home 
Signs  to  presage  the  showV ;  for  in  the  hall 
Sheds  Niobe  her  prescient  tears,  and  warns 
Beneath  thy  leaden  tubes  to  fix  the  vase. 
And  catch  the  falling  dew  drops,  which  supp^ 
Soft  water  and  salubrious,  fiar  the  best 
To  soak  thy  hops,  and  brew  thy  generous  beer. 
But  tho'  bright  Phoebus  smile,  and  in  the  skiea 
The  purple-rob'd serenity  appear; 
Tho'  every  cloud  be  fled,  yet  if  the  rage 
Of  Boreas,  or  the  blasting  east  prevail. 
The  planter  has  enough  to  check  his  &opes» 
And  in  due  bounds  eonfine  his  joys;  for  sea 
'llie  ruffian  winds  in  their  abrupt  career. 
Leave  not  a  hop  behind,  or  at  the  best 
Mangle  the  circling  vine^  and  intercept 

'  Nunquam  inpiiKJeHtibns  imbtt 
Obsuit.    Aut  ittum  surgenleni  vaUibus  itM» 
Aeriie  fugere  gniesf  ant  huenla  ctthxfii 
Suitpiciens,  patulie  captarit  naribm  a«rat: 
Aatarguta  lacus  circmnvolit«rit  hirondae 
£t  veterem  in  limo  ranm  cecinepe  qoeralftlftk 
Saepius  &  tectia  peoetralihus  extolit  o«i 
AngostiAB  ftirmicB  tereaaiter/Ab  bibit  )flge«» 
Arena,  &  e  pasta  decedeBsnguine  magna 
Corvorum  incTepait  densiv  eawrcitHB  alb. 
.1am  varias  pelagi  volueres,  fc  qott  AsiaahiWfc 
Dulcibtts  in  sliagnte  rimaBtwr  pntam  Cafittn, 
Certatim  Idr^butaariBinltaidetetoraa; 
Nunc  capBt«bjcct«re  fratii,  bobc  oaivcva  ib  «m- 

das, 
£t  stndio  incagram  TiAnB  geitire  tammdi. 
Tum  comix  pl^na  pltt^iBBitooat  imiNioha  voce, 
Et  sola  in  sicca  secum  spattatur  arena, 
Nee  noctoraa  qwdeA  caipaBtas  pansa  pnalM 
Nescivere  )igmmau  Vuw.  €«Off .  I. 

.♦Iris, 
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Their  ookmr  awi  oonditkai  to  deitaoy. 

y«  peaiMiti}    pull  the  poles»  the 


Wbera  are  the  bint?  RttB,  rm,  ye  aimMe  maidi, 
Move  ev'ry  BMUcle,  ev'ry  nerve  eztendt 
To  iave  our  crop  from  rain,  and  ourtetrea. 

Soon  as  bright  Cbaaticleer  explodes  the  night 
With  iiitt'ring  wo^,  and  hynms  the  oeir-boiii 

day. 
The  bogle-horn  iotpife,  whose  dam'foushray 
Shall  iDuae  from  sleep  the  rebel  rout,  and  tune 
To  temper  for  the  labours  of  tbe  day; 
Wisdy  the  leveral  stations  of  the  bios 
By  lot  determine.    Justice  this,  and  this 
Fair  prvdcace does  demand;  for  not  without 
A  certaia  method  cen'dst  thoa  rale  the  mob 
Inational,  nor  evcvy  where  aufce 
Vair  Imngs  tbe  hop  to  tempt  the  pifAcer's  hmid. 

Now  see  the  crew  mechanic  might  and  main 
Umbt  with  Ibelydiligei^oe,  inspii'd 
By  sppetito  of  gain  and  lust  of  praise : 
Whatmiad  so  petty,  servile,  sodebas*d, 
Aa  Mi  to  know  ambition?  Her  great  sway 
VmmColm  CktU  toettpefots  she  eaerta. 
To  err  is  human,  human  to  be  vaio. 
*11s  vanity^  and  mock  desire  of  fame. 
Thai  pfompts  the  rustic,  on  the  steeple  top 
Soblfme,  to  mark  the  area  of  his  shoe. 
And  in  the  outline  to  eagFavehis  name. 
WiUk  pride  of  heart  the  churchwarden  surveys 
High  o'er  the  belfry,  girt  with  birds  and  flow*rs. 
His  story  wrote  in  capitals :  "  Tvas  I 
That   bought  the  fount;    and  1  ref^x^  the 

pewta 
With  pride  like  this  the  emulating  mob 
Strive  for  the  masceiy-^irbo  fint  may  fill 
The  be%ingbiB,  and  deanestcuU  tbe  hops. 
Kor  aught  retsidft,  unless  inrited  out 
By  Sol's  declining^  and  the  evening's  calm, 
tisandrr  leads  I^titia  to  tbe  soene 
or  shade  and  fragrance— Then  th'  exoHiogbaod 
Of  pickers  BMJe  and  female,  seiBca  the  foir 
fteluctaak,  and  with  hoist 'rous  force  and  brute. 
By  cries  unmov'd,  they  bury  bar  i' th' bin. 
Kor  does  thy  youth  escape— him  too  they  seize, 
Aad  in  such  posture  place  as  best  may  serve 
l^hidehjaohafmer'sbliishet.    Then  with  sbouis 
They  rend  tbe  echoing  atr,  and  from 


Oo  custom  hasoBdaitt'd)  a  largess  claim. 

Thus  mack  be  iuDg  of  pickh«— nnct  succeeds 
Th' impovtant  oare  of  9ttriae— Quit  the  field» 
And  at  the  kiln  th'  instructive  Muse  attoad. 

Ob  year  hairsdoth  eight  inohas  dsep^   i 


I^et  tbe gteen hops  Ke  tightly;  nertexpaad 
The  smoothest  aurfoce  with  the  toothy  rake. 
Thus  for  is  just  above;  but  more  it  books 
Thai  chareeal  flames  bum  equally  befowt  [vood, 
The  charcoal  flames,   which  from  Iby  oovded 
Or  antiquated  poles,  with  wondVousskill, 
:lhe  sable  priesu  of  Vukaashall  pnpare.. 
Constant  and  moderate  let  the  heat  ascend  j 
Whichto  offset,  tbaseare,  who  with  suooesf 
Placw  in  the  kila  the  vanUlaiiag  foa. 
Mail^  lrarMd,iir^'  ""^ '  ■*■""■  '^""'^  ^°^ ^•'^ 

i  Dr.Haki. 


Conspire  to  make  us  happy,  deign  t'  accept 
OnebonestTerse;  and  if  thy  industry 
Hafl  serr'd  the  bopland  cause,  the  mu^  fore- 
bodes. 
This  sole  iorentlon,  bofh  in  me  and  fome 
The  mystic  fan  of  fiacchus  *  shall  excee<!. 
When  the  fourth  oour  expunet,  with  careful 
hand 
The  half.bak*d  hops  form  ovpr.    Soon  as  time    ' 
Has  well  exhausted  twice  two  glasses  more. 
They'll  leap  and  crackle  with  their  buntiag 

seeds^  .    . 

For  o4e  domestic,  or  for  sale  mafifr^^ 

There  are,  who  in  tSie  choioeof  clotfa  tfinfoUt 
Their  wealthy  crop,  the  viler,  eoaner  sort. 
With  prodigal  economy  prefor: 
All  that  is  good  is  cheap,  all  dear  tSHrt»s  hate.    . 
Besides  the  planter  shuu'd  a  bait  prep^, 
T*  intrap  the  chapman's  notice,  and  direit 
Shre#t1  observation  from  her  busy  piy. 

When  in  the  bag  thy  hops  the  rustic  treads. 
Let  hhn  wear  heel-less  sandal;  nor  presume 
Their  fragrancy  barefooted  to  deflle : 
Such  iWthy  ways  for  slaves  in  Malaga 
Leave  we*  to  practise — whence  I're  oft  seett. 
When  bcautifal  Dorinda's  iv^  hands 
Has  built  the  pastry-fobric  (food  divine 
For  Christmas  gambols  and  the  hour  of  mfath) 
As  the  dry'd  foreign  fruit,  with  piercing  eye. 
She  colls  suspicious — ^lo  \  the  sitarts,  she  frowiia 
With  indignation  at  a  negro's  nail. 
Sbould'st  thou  thy  harvest  for  the  »avt  ^le- 

Be  thine  own  factor ;  nor  employ  those  drones 
Who've   stings,  bat  make  m>   honey,    selfish 

slaves ! 
That  thrive  and  fotten  oarthe  planter's  toil. 

What  then  remaias  unsung  f-  unless  tbe  care 
To  stock  tliy  poles  oblique  in  comely  cones. 
Lest  rot  or  rain  destsoy  them— 'Tis  a  sight 
Most  seemlv  to  behold,  and  gives,  O  Winter! 
A  landscape  not  unpleasing  ev'n  to  tfiee. 

An^  now,  ye  ritah  of  the  hopland  atete, 
Madum  and  Doroveruia  now  rejoice. 
How  great  amidst  such  rivals  to  excel ! 
LetOrenovicumT  boast  (for  boast  she  may ) 
The  birth  of  great  fili».--Hail,  my  queen! 
And  yet  I'll  call  thee  by  a  dearer  name, 
Myeowiiiywfmamhaill  Thyworthakma        r 
Gives  fanib  to  worids,  and  auJces  whole  ages  gl»* 
rious! 
Let  Sevenoaks  vaunt  the  hospitable  seat 
Of  Knoll  •mestancicBt:  awfafly,  tfif  Mw»» 
These  social  scenes  of  grandeur  aad  d«l»9kt» 
Of  lote  and  veneration,  let  metiesri. 
H6W  oft  benealh  yon  oak  hsB  amow*  Prfar 
Awidrtn'd  echo  wiih  sweet  Cbtee'smMoe  I 
While  noble  Saekfflle  heafd,  hearing  aippm^d. 
Approving,  greatly  wedmpentfd.    B*  he, 
Aln!  isnumbev'd  with  th"  fllnsttioiitdeod, 
And  orphan  merit  has  bo  guardian  Wit\ 
Next  Shipbooine,  tho^  her  procimts  mt  «o*« 
fln'd 
To  WBTOW  Mmita,  ytt  dmihow  a  tmn 


<  Mystica  Vaamis  laccbi.  Viao.  Georg.  1., 
7  Greenwidh,  where  Q.  Biixabsih  was  bonu 
*  The  seat  of  the  duke  of  DorscU 
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Of  Tillage  btauties,  putorally  iweet, 

And  rurally  magDificeot.     Fairlawo  9 

Opes  her  delightfol  prospects ;  dear  Fairlawn 

There,  where  at  ooce  at  TariaDce  aod  agreed, 

Nature  and  art  hold  dalliance.  There  where  rills 

Kiss  t^e  green  drooping  herbage,  there  where 

•  trees 

The  tall  trees  tremble  at  th'  approach  of  Heav'n, 

Aqd  bow  their  salutation  to  the.  Sun, 

Who  fosters  all  their  foliage— These  are  thine» 

yesj  iilile  sLipboume^  boast  that  thdto  are 

thine — 
And  i^— but  oh !— and  if  'tis  lio  disgrace,  . 
The  birth  of  him  who  now  records  thy  praise; 

Nor  Shalt  thou,  Mereworth,  remain  unsung, 
Where  noble  Weskmoriaud,  his  country's  friebd, 
."feids  British  gftreatness  love  the  silent  shade. 
Where  piles  superb,  in  classic  elesaoce, 
Arise,  and  all  b  Roman,  like  his  heart. 

Nor  Chatham,  tW  it  is  not  thine  to  show 
The  lofty  forest  or  the  Terdani  lawns,  ^ 

Yet'  niggard  silence  8hali4K>t  grudge  thee  praiie. 
1  he  lofty  forests  by  thy  sons  prepar'd 
Itoomes  the  warlike  navy,  braves  the  doods. 
And  gives  Sylvanus  empire  in  the  main. 
Oh  that  Britannia,  in  the  day  of  war, 
Wou'd  nqt  alone  Minerva'H  valour  trust. 
But  also  hear  her  wisdom  !  Then  her  oaks 
Shap*d  by  her  own  mechanics,  wou'd  alone 

Ser  isUnd  fortify,  and  fix  her  lame ; 
or  wou*d  she  weep,  like  Rachael,  for  her  SooS; 
Whose  glorious  blood, ,  in  hand  profusioh, 
In  foreign  lands  is  shed — and  shed  in  vain. 
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An  epic  POEM* 
» Pallas  te  hoc  vulnere,  Pallas 


Immolat,  h  pceuam  scelefatoei  sanguine  sumit 

ViRO. 


A  LETTER 

to  A  RIKMD  AT  TBI  VmVBBflTT  OV    CAltBEtOGB. 

Dear  ••••, 

I  AM  now  to  acknowledge  several  letters,  which  I 
lately  received  from  you,  without  any  return  on 
my  part  Ab  I  have  been  very  much  hurried  of 
late  with  a  multiplicity  of  afiairs,  1  must  beg 
yon  will  not  only  be  kind  enough  to  overlook  my 
past  omissloB,  but  to  indulge  me  for  a  little  time 
longer.  As  soon  as  I  am  master  of  sufficient 
leisure,  1  will  give  you  my  sentiments  without 
reserve,  concerning  the  affiiir,  about  which  you 
btve  t  hought  proper  to  consult  me ;  for  the  pre- 
sent  I  desire  you  will  consider  this  as  a  receipt 
for  your  many  favours,  or  a  promissory  note  to 
discharge  my  debt  of  friendship  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible. 

f  The  seat  of  loi^  Vane. 


I  The  design  and  colaiiringofa  poedl,  saclrais 
I  you  have  planned,  are  not  to  be  executed  in  A 
hurry,  but  with  slow  and  careful  touch«»s,  which 
will  give  that  finishing  to  your  piece,  remarkable 
in  every  thing  that  comes  from  your  hand,  and 
which  I  could  wish  the  precipitaney  of  my  tem- 
per would  permit  me  to  aim  at  upon  allocca^ 
siohs.  1  kng  to  see  yon  take  a  new  flight  to  the 
regions  of  fiune,  ndt  upon  tin6(|ua1  wings,  thai  ' 
sometimes  rise  to  a  degree  of  elevation,  and  then 
fiilljagain,  but  with  an  uniform  tedonr,  like  tire 
bird  in  Virgil, 

Radit  iter  liquidum,  c^lef^  rie<)ue  cbmmoVet 
alas. 

I  have  been  notr  for  about  thrte  weeks  in  this 
scene  6f  smoke  and  dust,  and  I  think  the  repub- 
lic of  letters  seems  to  be  lamentably  upbnthede' 
dine  in  this  metropolis*  Attomies  clerks,  and 
raw  unexperienced  boys,  are  the  chief  critics  we 
have  at  present.  With  a  supercilious  look  and 
peremptory  voice,  which  they  have  caught  from 
a  few  of  their  oracles,  as  dark  and  ignorant  as 
themselves,  these  striplings  take  upon  tLem  to 
decide  lipon  fablci  character,  language  and  lev* 
timent. 

Nescts,  heu  nescts  domins  fastidia  R6mse; 
Orede  mihi,  ntmium  Mtirtia  turba  sapit. 

With  regard  to  writers,  the  town  sirarms  with 
th^m,  and  the  aim  of  th^m  all  is  pretty  mucb 
the  same,  viz.  to  elevate  and  sur^irise,  as  Mr. 
Bays  says.  '  At  the  head  of  these  still  dontindea 
the  Iils^ector.  As  we  Irequently  laughed  to- 
gether concerning  thb  writer,  when  you  were  last 
in  town,  I  need  not  here  give  you  a  desaiption  of 
his  parti  and  genius.  I  remember  you  expressed 
great  amaasement  at  the  re(*eption  his  essays 
seemed  to  meet  with  m  all  our  coffee-houses; 
but  yub  must  consider  that  there  are  artifices  to 
gain  success,  as  well  as  merit  to  deserve  it  The 
former  of  these  bis  Inspectorship  is  eminently 
possessed  of,  atad  sooner  than  fill,  he  will  n^ 
hesitate,  in  order  to  make  himself  talked  of  at 
any  rate,  to  becCHne  most  glaringly  ridiculous. 
This  answers  the  purpose  of  the  booksellers,  as 
well  perhaps  as  Attic  wit,  and  hence  K  results 
that  they  ate  willing  to  oontittne  hiln  hi  their 

p*y. 

In  the  packet,  which  I  have  sent  to  you  by  the 
stage  coach,  you  will  find  a  paper  called  the  Im<> 
pertinent,  written  by  himself.  In  this  curioaa 
piece  he  has  not  stopped  at  abusing  his  owH 
dear  person,  which  is  the  only  subject  he  has 
not  handled  with  his  usual  malice,  and  the  rest 
of  it  is  made  a  vehicle  for  invective  against  Mr. 
Fielding  and  me.  It  was  ushered  into  the  world 
in  a  pompons  manner,  as  if  intended  to  be  conti* 
ttued,  but  no  second  number  was  ever  published, 
and  to  shQW  you  a  ftirther  instance  of  his  fallacy; 
he  thence  took  occasion  to  triumph  over  a  pre- 
tender to  essay-writing,  which  he  would  fain  in- 
sinuate cannot  be  executed  by  any^one  but  him- 
self. 

This  imfair  dealing,  so  unworthy  a  man,  who 
aspires  to  be  a  member  of  the  serene  republic  of 
letters,  induced  me  to  wave  for  a  time  the  design 
you  know  I  was  engaged  in,  in  order  to  bestow  li 
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fHr  lines  npofi  Ah  scribbler,  who  in  my  eyes  is  a 
disgnee  to  literature.  In  the  first  heat  of  my 
Iwetic  fafy,  I  fonbed  the  idea  of  another  Duii- 
caad,  which  I  intended  to  call  after  the  name  of 
my  hero.  The  Hilliad.  The  first  book  of  it  you 
vifl  reoeiiPe  among  other  things,  bt  the  coach, 
and  I  shall  be  glad  to  be  favoared  with  your  opi- 
taioa  oHt. 

If  It  conduces  to  your  entertainment,  I  shall 
fcame  gained  my  end ;  f>r  though  I  have  receiv- 
ed socb  provocation  from  this  man,  I  believe  I 
shall  never  carry  it  any  further.  I  really  find 
■Qme  involuntary  sensations  of  compassion  for 
him,  and  I  cannot  help  thinking,  that,  if  he 
eonld  keep  wiihtn  the  bounds  of  decency  and 
good  manners,  it  would  be  a  rare  instance  of 
what  may  be  done  by  a  fluency  of  periods,  with- 
out geoitts,  sense,  or  meaning.  Though  I  am 
peisiiilrxl  he  is  quite  incorrigible,  I  am  still  re- 
ItietaBt  to  pnblbh  that  piece,  for  I  wuuld  rather 
be  commended  to  posterity  by  the  elegant  and 
amiable  muses,  than  by  the  satyric  sister,  |>o- 
litely  called  by  an  eminent  author, '  the  least  en- 
gaging of  the  Nine.' — 

On  this  account  I  shall  proceed  no  further  't*lt 
you  have  favoured  me  with  your  opinion,  by 
which  I  will  absolutely  determine  myself.  1 
hope  therefore  you  will  peruse  it  as  soon  as  you 
ran  with  convenience,  and  return  it  to  me  by  the 
stage.  You  may  show  it  to  Jack  ••••^,  and  to 
Mr,  •♦♦♦. 

Isun,  with  great  sincerity, 
dear  •♦♦«•, 
your  most  obedient  bumble  servant, 
C  SMART. 
London,  15ih  December,  1753. 


BBAlSsiAtT, 

Taa  perusal  of  your  poem,  has  given  me  so 
much  pleasure,  that  1  cannot  postpone  thanking 
yon  for  H,  by  the  first  opportunity  that  has  of- 
fered. I  have  read  it  to  the  persons  you  desired 
I  sboald,  and  they  approve  the  design  in  the 
htg^iest  manner.  I  cannot  conceive  what  should 
make  joa  hesitate  a  moment  about  the  publi- 
eatkn,  and  to  be  free  with  you,  you  must  not 
by  rniy  means  suppress  it  When  I  say  this, 
I  must  observe,  that  I  shoold  be  glad  to  see 
yon  better  employed,  than  in  the  dissection 
of  an  insect;  but  since  the  work  should  be 
done  by  some  body,  and  since  yon  have 
oinde  soch  a  progress,  I  must  take  the  liberty 
to  inridt,  that  you  will  not  drop  this  undertak* 

To  speak  in  plain  terms;  I  look  upon  it  to  be 
incumbent  on  you  to  bring  the 
to  poetic  justice ;  it  is  what  you  owe 
to  thecanseof  teaming  ita  general,  to  your  Alma 
Maler,  this  nnivenityi  and,  let  me  tdd,  it  is 
what  yon  one  to  yoorS^lt  The  world  will  ab- 
•olvn  yon  fnm  any  imputation  of  ill-natuie, 
when  it  is  oonsidered  that  the  pen  is  drawn  in 
I  of  yoornwoebancter*    Give  me  leave 


4» 


upon  this  occasion  to  quote  a  paisagd  from  the 
Spectator,  which  I  think  pertinent  to  the  pre- 
sent subject.  **  £very  honest  man  ought  to  kiok 
upon  himself  as  in  a  natural  state  of  war  with  thn 
libeHer  and  llampooner,  and  to  annoy  them, 
wherever  they  foil  in  his  way.  This  is  but  re-* 
taliating  upon  them^  and  treating  them  as  they 
treat  others" 

Thus  thought  the  polite  Mr.  Addison  in  n  cam 
where  he  was  not  immediately  concerned ;  and 
can  ymtf  doubt  what  to  do,  when  personally  at-' 
tacked  ?  As  soon  as  the  hissing  d  the  snake  i* 
heard,  some  means  should  be  devised  to  cnisb 
htm.  The  advice  of  Virgil  is,-— Cape  saam 
mann,  oape  robora  pastor." 

I  can  tell  you  that  your  firiends  here  expect 
thisof]rou,  and  we  are  all  unanimous  in  think « 
ing,  that  a  man  who  hss.the  honour  of  belong.^ 
ing  to  this  learned  university,  and  to  whom  thef 
prize,  for  displaying  with  a  masterly  hand  the 
attributes  of  bis  Maker,  has  been  adjudged  for 
three  yean  successively,  should  not,  on  any 
account,  suffer  himself  to  be  trifled  with,  by  so 
frigid  and  empty  a  writer.  I  wonki  have  yon 
reflect  that  you  lanched  into  tbe  world,  with 
many  circumstances,  that  raised  a  genetnl  ex-  - 
pectation  of  you,  and  the  eariy  approbation  of 
such  a  genius  as  Mr.  Pope,  for  your  elegant  ver- 
sion of  his  ode,  made  you  considered  m  one, 
who  might  hereafter  make  a  figure  in  the  lite- 
rary world;  and  let  me  recommend  to  you,  not 
to  let  the  laurel,  yet  green  upon  your  brow,  be 
torn  off  by  tbe  prophane  hands  of  an  unhallowed 
hirelmg.  This,  I  think,  as  is  observed  al- 
ready, you  owe  to  yourself,  and  to  that  uni- 
versity, which  has  distinguished  yon  with  ho« 
nour. 

Besides  tbe  motives  of  retaliatioa,  which  I 
have  urged' for  the  publicatkNi  of  your  poem,  I 
cannot  help  considering  this  matter  in  a  moral 
light,  and  l  must  avow,  that  in  my  eyes  it  ap- 
pears an  action  of  very  great  merit  If  to  pull 
off  the  mask  from  an  impostor,  and  detect  him 
in  his  native  colours  to  the  view  of  a  long-de- 
ludod  public,  may  be  looked  upon  as  a  service 
to  mankind  (as  it  cerlahnly  is)  a  better  op- 
portunity never  can  ofibr  itself. 

In  my  opinion  the  cause  of  literature  is  in  im- 
minent danger  of  a  total  degeneracy,  should  this 
writer's  diurnal  productions  meet  with  forthi  r 
encouragement.  Without  straining  hard  for  it, 
I  can  perceive  a  corruption  uf  taste  diffusing  it- 
self, tiiroughout  the  cities  of  London  and  W^t- 
minster.  For  a  clear  vein  of  thinking,  easy  na- 
tural expression,  and  an  intelligible  style,  this 
pretender  has  substituted  brisk  question  and  an- 
sw^  r,  pert,  unmeaning  periods,  upgrammatical 
construction,  unnatural  metaphors,  with  a  pro- 
fosion  of  epithets,  inconsistent  for  the  most  part 
with  the  r^  or  figurative  meaning  of  his  words, 
and  in  short,  all  the  masculine  beauties  of  Style 
are  likely  to  be  banished  from  among  us  by  the 
continuation  of  his  papers  for  almost  two  years 
together. 

Now,  sir,  I  submit  it  to  you,  whether  this  may 
not  lead  onto  a  total  depravity  of  scn%  and  taste. 
Shoold  the  more  sober  at  6ur  coffee-houses  be 
dazzled  with  folse  embellishment ;  should  boys 
admire  this  unnatural  flourishing  ;  1  do  nut  ill  the 
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Itaft  qii0Bttoii,  but  Ae  rising  gederritioii  wilt  be 
iptfiHy  infaeted  with  this  struig«  moUey  style,  and 
ilras  mtHbcsis  and  point  will  be  the  prerailiDg 
tbmoftiwiiBtiofi. 

Itiatoprefeot  a  ootntagiflii  of  this  sort,  that 
li<rrmc«  to.>k  the  pen  \h  hand;  for  this  Quioti- 
llan  favoured  the  wurld  with  his  excellent  work. 
Hie  ingenious  Huthors  of  France  have  always  at^ 
tended  10  this  point  Troth,  they  insisted,  is 
theTeryfomidatioDoffine  writing,  and  that  no 
thongbt  dan  be  beautiftil,  which  is  not  jukt,  was 
ttwir  constant  lesron.  To  enforce  this  and  pre* 
sorv6  a  manly  way  of  thinking  fitoileaa  lashed  the 
•oribblars  of  his  time,  and  in  oor  own  country 
the  Spectators,  Tatlers,  and  Guardians  have  la- 
bmned  for  this  cud.  To  this  we  owe  the  Bathos, 
IB  which  we  find  exposed,  with  the  most  delicate 
tnits of  satire,  all  false  figures  in  writing,  and 
flnally  to   this  we   owe  the  Dunciad   of  Mr. 

These  instanees,  dear  Smart,  ate  fofficieot  to 
jmtify  your  proceeding,  and  let  me  teH  you, 
that  a  cultivsition  of  taste  is  a  p<»iit  of  more  mo- 
ment than  perhaps  may  appear  at  first  sight 
la  the  course  of  my  reading  I  have  observed  that 
a  oorraption  ia  morals  has  always  attended  a  de- 
dinaof  fetters.  Of  this  Mr«  Pope  seems  to  be 
aeBsiUe,  and,  hence  we  find  in  the  conchisic»n 
of  his  JDuodad,  the  general  progress  of  dniness 
ovnr  the  land  is  tlie  final  coop  de  grace  to  every 
thing  decent,  every  tiling  hmdablc,  elegant  and 
polite. 

KeKgion  bloshing  veils  her  sacred  fires^ 
And  unawares  morality  expires. 
Nor  public  fonie«  nor  private  dares  to  shWie, 
Nor  human  spark  is  left,  nor  glympse  divine. 
Lol  tbydread  empire,  Chaos!  isiestor'd, 
JLight  dies  before  thy  nncreating  word. 
Tl^  band,  great  Anarch,  lets  the  cartainfidi. 
And  aaif  anal  darkness  buries  all. 

I  am  aware  that  you  ntay  answer  to  what  has 
bo^  premised,  that  the  man  is  not  of  conse- 
quence enough  for  all  this,  and  yoa  may  ob- 
serve to  me,  ^thatat  firit  setting  out,  I  myself 
called  him  by  the  figurative  and  typical  afHpel- 
lationof  aa  insect  But  if  an  insect  gets  into 
the  snashinie,  and  there  blazes,  shines  and  buzzes 
to  the  annoyancp  of  those,  who  may  be  basking 
in  the  beams,  it  is  time  for  the  Muse's  wiug  to 
brush  the  thing  away,  la  phiin  English,  the 
n^idity,  with  which  tb'is  writer  went  on  in  his 
progress,  was  so  astonishing,  that  I  really  look- 
^  upon  him  to  be  reserved  for  the  great  instru- 
ment of  dttbess  in  the  completkm  of  her  work, 
whid>  certainly  must  be  accomplished,  unless  a 
speedy  stop  be  put  to  that  inundation  of  non- 
sense and  immorality  with  which  ha  has  over- 
whelmed the  nation. 

I  have  mentioned  immorality,  nor  wiU  I  po- 
tract  the  wttrd.  Has  he  not  attacked,  malioi- 
ously  attacked  the  raputations  of  mai^  gentle- 
men, to  whom  the  world  has  been  greatly  obli- 
fedi— 'He  did  not  bcaodiah  his  goose-quUI  for 
any  length  of  time,  before  he  disdwrged  a  tor- 
rent of  abuse  upon  the  reverend  Mr.  Francis, 
whose  amiable  chacscter,  and  valuable  trans- 
atioaof  Harace^  haxe  endeawd  bia  both  to 


those  who  ai«y  and  those  who  are  not  acqtlaiiit* 
ed  with  him.  Even  beauty  and  innocence  were 
no  safe-guanls  against  his  calamny,  and  the 
soft-eyed  virgin  was  by  him  cruelly  obliged  to 
shed  the  tender  tear. 

Upon  tiie  commencement  of  the  Covent- 
Garden  Journal,  Mr.  Fielding  dedared  aa  hu- 
morous war  against  this  writer,  which  was  in- 
tended to  be  carried  with  an  amicable  pleasan- 
try, in  order  to  contribute  to  the  entertainment 
of  the  town.  It  is  recent  in  every  body's  vie'^ 
moiy,  how  the  (nspector  behaved  upon  that  oc- 
casion. Conscious  tbM;  there  was  not  an  atoaa 
of  humour  in  his  coaiposition,  he- had  recourse 
to  his  usual  shifts,  and  instantly  disclosed  a  pri- 
vate coDversatiuo  i  by  which  he  reduced  him^* 
self  to  the  alternative  mentioned  by  Mr.  Pope^ 
*'  and  if  he  lies  not,  must  at  least  betray.'^ 
Through  all  Mr.  Fielding's  inimitable  comid 
romances,  we  perceive  no  such  thing  as  per-* 
sonal  malice,  no  private  character  dragged  intt> 
light  J  but  every  stroke  is  copied  finom  the  vo« 
lame  which  nature  has  unfolded  to  him;  every 
seme  of  life  is  by  him  represented  in  its  natucal 
coilourB,  and  every  species  of  folly  or  humour  ifl 
ridiculed  with  the  most  exquisite  touches*  A 
geniuslike  this  is  perhaps  more  useful  to  man- 
kind, than  any  class  of  writers  j  he  serves  to 
dispel  all  gktom  from  our  minds,  to  work  off  our 
ill-humours  by  the  gay  sensations  excited  bf  a 
well  directed  pleasantry,  and  in  a  vein  of  mirtJi 
he  leads  his  readers  into  the  knowledge  of  hu- 
man nature ;  the  most  useful  and  pleasing  sci- 
ence we  can  apply  to.  And  yet  so  deserving  an 
author  has  been  most  grossly  treated  by  this  wild 
essayist ;  and,  not  to  multiply  instances,  has  he 
not  attempted  to  raise  tumults  and  divisions  in 
our  theatres,  contrary  to  all  decency  and  com- 
mon sense,  and  contrary  to  the  practice  of  all 
polite  writers,  whose^sbief  aim  has  ever  been  to 
cherish  harmony  and  good  manners,  and  to  dif- 
fuse through  all  ranks  of  people  a  just  re- 
finement of  taste  in  all  our  pnUic  entertain- 
ments? 

Theee-considerationSy  dear  sir,  prompt  you  to 
the  bk>w,' and  will  justify  it  when  given.  Ib^ 
lieve,  I  may  venture  to  add,  never  had  poet  so 
inviting  a  subject  for  satire;  Pope  himself  ba4 
not  so  good  an  hero  for  his  Duooiad..  The  first 
worthy  who  sat  in  that  throne,  viz.  Leaas  Theo- 
bald of  dull  memory,  employed  hnnself  in  mat- 
ters of  some  utility,  and,  upon  beiiog  dethroned, 
the  person,  who  sucoeeded,  was  one,  who  for- 
merly had  some  scattered  rays  of  light;  and  ia 
mostofhiseomedie^  though  whimsical  and  ea- 
tsavaganty  ihese  are  many  strokes  «f  drollery  j 
not  to  Bientifla  that  the  Cuelem  Hnsbead  is  m 
finished  pieoe. 

But  in  the  hero  of  the  fiilliad  all  t^e  requi* 
sites  seem  to  be  united,  without  one  single  «»• 
cflpiion.  You  remember,  no  doubts  ihatiathe 
dissertation  prefixed  to  ihe  J>iindad  the  eftcient 
cpialities  of  an  hsro  for  the  tittle  esic  aca  men- 
tioned to  be  aaaity,  imipudeaoe  and  debaaeberfc* 
These  aocoapUshmeats, '  I  apgtithexi4»  are  glar# 
ing  in  the  person  you  have  fixed  npoa.  Ae  a 
sifljile  and  notable  instapoe  of  the  two  fiat«  bai 
he  not  upon  all  occasions  joined  hisMelf  to  i 
oeldtmtednaoe,  ;iuoh  as  ^  jrigh^  ' 
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Ihe  («H  of  Orrerf,  or  some  other  voch  exalted 
character?  1  have  frrqaently  diverted  myself 
by  oompnriog  this  proceeding  to  the  cruelty  of 
a  tyrant,  who  lued  to  tie  a  living  persoo  to  a 
dead  carcass;  and  ae  to  your  hero's  debaychery, 
there  ate,  1  am  told,  many  pteasaat  in84anceB 
or  it. 

Add  to  IheK  several  soboiditiate  qualificalione; 
ach  as  fo<ppery,  a  sarprising  alacrity  to  get  into 
fcnpcs,  with  a  notable  fecility  of  extricating 
hiaMelf»  an  amaziug  torn  for  politics,  a  woi>- 
derfol  knovladge  of  faerfos,  minerals  and  plants, 
and  to  ciovn  all,  a  comlbrUble  share  of  gentle 
dnbieM.  This  gentle  dulness  is  not  that  impe- 
m^ctM*  stupidity,  which  is  remarkable  in  some 
men,  but  it  ia  known  by  that  oountenance,  which 
Dr.  Garth  calls,  "  demurely  meek,  insipidly 
serene."  It  is  inowobyabrisk  volubility  of 
speech,  a  lively  manner  of  saying  nothing 
UmNsgh  an  entire  paper,  and  upon  all  occasions, 
by  a  oouscioas  simper,  short  insertions  of  witty 
leaaarks,  the  fiieqaent  exclamation  of  wonder, 
the  aelf-apphtoding  chitchat,  and  the  pleasant 

Upon  the  whole,  dear  Smart,  I  cannot 
coBcerre  what  doubt  can  remain  in  your  mind 
afaont  the  publication;  it  is  conferring  on  him 
thatriJicoW*  which  his  life,  character,  and  ac- 
tions deserve.  I  shall  be  in  town  m  les^  than  a 
iBftaiglit,  when  I  shall  bring  year  poem  with 
■tt,  sasd  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  help 
yen  to  aome  notes,  which  I  think  will  illustrate 


THE  HILLIAD.  ^ 

And  thou,  fair  Jastiee,  of  nnmoftal^ 
Hear,  and  assist  the  floet's  grand  design, 
Who  aims  at  triumph  by  no  common  waySt 
But  on  the  stem  of  dulness  grafts  the  bnyfc 
O  thou,  whatever  name  delight  thine  ear. 
Pimp!  Poet!  Puffier!  'PothecaryJ  Play'^l 


-^-  **  Satyrarura  ^o,  (m  pudet  illas) 
Ad^tor,  Btc.  Jut. 

I  am,  dear  Smart, 

Yours  very  sincerely. 


Cnnbridge,  S  1st  Dec  1756. 


THE   HILUAD. 


Taoc  god  of  jest,  who  o'er  th'  ambrosia]  bowl, 
GiiT'it  joy  to  Jove,  while  laughter  shakes  the  pole; 

KOTBS  VARIORUM. 

Thim  god  qfj^'  As  the  design  of  herqicpoe- 
Isy  ia  to  celebrate  the  virtues  and  noble  achieve- 
■MOtt  of  truly  great  personages,  and  conduct 
themthiw:^  a  series  of  hardships  to  the  eom- 
■letkm  of  tiiair  wishes,  sothelitUe  epic  delights 
ID  respiescntinf,  with  an  ironical  drollery,  the 
■Hxfc  qualities  of  those,  who,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  langbing  part  of  mankind,  ate  pleased  to  be- 
eegregiously  ridionlous,  iit  an  afibuted  iwi- 
I  of  the  truly  renown'd  worthies  above^men- 
Hence  our  poet  calls  upon  Momns,  at 
the  first  opening  of  his  poem,  to  conTcrt  his  hero 
into  a  jest  So  that  in  the  present  case,  it  can- 
not be  BMid,/acU  mdignaiio  venum,  but,  if  1  may 
W allowed  tiie  eapreMion,  facH  tiHU^'iQ  oerm ; 
which  may  serve  to  show  our  author^s  temper  of 
tuod  B  firee  from  rancoar^  or  ill-natttre*    Kot- 


MOTKS  vAfiioaeii, 

withstanding  the  great  incentives  he  has  had  to 
prompt  him  to  this  undertakipg,  he  is  not  ac- 
tuated by  the  spirit  of  revenge ;  and  to  check  the 
follies  of  fancy  and  humorous  invention,  ha  fnr^ 
ther  invokes  the  goddess  Themis,  to  administer 
strict,  poetic  justice.  .     ,    ■     . 

Stakes  the  pole.'}  Several  cavils  have  been 
raised  against  this  passage.  Quinbus  Flestrin, 
the  unborn  poet,  is  of  opinion  that  it  is  brought 
in  merely  to  ekeout  a  verse;  but  though  inmany 
pomts  I  am  inclined  to  look  upon  this  critic  aa 
irrefragable,  I  must  beg  leave  at  present  to  ap. 
peal  from  his  verdict ;  and  tho'  Horace  toys  it 
down  as  rule  not  to  admire  any  thing,  I  <»nnot 
help  enjoying  so  pleasing  an  operation  ofjth0 
mind  upon  this  occasion.  We  are  herepreaented 
with  a  gfimd  idea,  no  less  than  Jupiter  shaking 
his  sides  and  the  Heaveoe  at  the  same  time.  The 
Pagan  tkunderer  has  often  been  «dd  to  sgitate 
the  pole  with  a  nod,  which  in  «y  mmd  gives  too 
awful  an  image,  whereas  the  one  in  question 
conveys  an  idea  of  him  in  good  humour,  wd^ 
confirms  what  Mr.  Orator  Henley  says,  inhia 
excellent  tracts,  that  "the  deity  is  a  joyou# 

being," 

Mastikus  Macularius, 
M.  D.  Reg.  Soc.  Bur.  &c.  9tc  . 
Grqfts  thejayt,}  Much  puz^  hath  been  oc- 
casioned among  the  naturalists  concerning  the 
engraltment  here  mentioned.  Hill's  Natural  His- 
tory  of  Trees  and  PlanU,  vol.  5«.page  336,  said)» 
it  haa  been  fi^quently  attemptttl,  but  that  the 
tree  of  duhiess  will  not  admit  any  such  inoeula. 
tion.  He  adds  in  page  d39»  that  he  himsHf  tri- 
ed the  eaperiment  for  two  years  snoDessivelyt 
bat  that  the  twig  of  laurel,  like  a  fteathter  in  the 
state  of  electricity,  drooped  and  dtod  theinc. 
mentbe  touched  it.  Notwithstanding  this  au- 
thority, it  is  well  known  that  this  cpentna  haa 
been  performed  by  some  choice  spirita.  Erar« 
Qius  in  his  enoominmott  folly  tdiows  how  it  may 
be  accomplished  j  in  onr  own  times  Pope  ami 
Garth  found  meaiM  to  do  the  same.-  and  In  the 
sequel  of  this  work,  we  make  no  doebt  but  thft 
stein  here-^nentioned  will  bear  some  laturitest 
branches,  like  the  tree  in  Virgil, 

Nee  longum  tempos,  et  ingeos 
'lExiit  ad  Coelum  ramis  felicibus  ariwa, 
Miratuit|ue  novas  froodes  et  non  sua  Poma» 

Pm^y^  An  old  EngliBh  word  for  a  raenn  fellaw^ 
see  Chancer  and  Spencer. 

/M,]  Quinhns  Fieatrin  aaith,  with  his  nsnnl 
importance,  that  this  is  the  only  piece  of  jwstiee 
done  to  our  hero  inthiswortu  To  this  asaents 
th^  widow  at  Cuper's,  who  it  seems  is  not  a  little 
proud  of  "  the  words  by  Dr.  HiH,  and  the  music 
by  Lewis  Oranon,  eiq. "  This  oproion  is  further 
oonAnned  by  major  England^  who  admires  the 
pretty  tiuns  on  KiUy  and  Kate,  and  Catherine 
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SMART'S  POEMS. 


Whose  basefew  fame  by  ranity  is  buoy'd, 
Like  the  huge  Earth,  self-center'd  in  the  void. 
Accept  one  part'oer  thy  own  worth  t'  explore, 
And  in  thy  praise  be  singular  no  more. 

Say,  Muse,  what  demon,  foe  to  ease  and  truth. 

First  from  the  mortar  dragg'd  th*  adventrous 

youth,  [men, 

And  made  him,   'mongst  the  seribbling  cons  of 

Oiange  peace  for  war,  the  pestle  for  the  pen  ? 

THOmS  TARIORUM* 

andK^ty,  but  from  these  venerable  authorities, 
jodfoious  reader,  you  may  boldly  dissent  meo 
periculc* 

Mart.  Mac. 

Puffer,"]  Of  this  talent  take  a  Fpecimen.  In  a 
letter  to  himself  he  saitb ;  *  *  you  have  disco- 
vered DMmy  of  the  beauties  of  the .  ancients  ; 
they  are  obliged  to  you ;  we  are  obliged  to  you ; 
were  they  alive  they  would  thank  you ;  we  who 
are  alive  do  thank  you.*'  His  constant  custom 
of  running  on  in  this  manner,  occasioned  the  fol- 
lowing epigram, 

Hill  pnfis  himself,  forbear  to  chide; 

An  insect  vile  and  mean, 
Itfnst  first,  he  knows,  be  magnify 'd 

Before  it  can  be  seen. 

^Folh£caty,  riay\'\  For  both  these,  vide 
^ood  wa rd's  letter,  passim .  \ 

like  the  huge  F<trth,'\  The  allusion  here  seems 
to  be  taken  from  Ovid,  who  de8Cril>es  the  Earth 
fixed  inr  the  air,  by  its  own  stupidity,  or  vis 
ififrtia:— 

Pendebat  in  aere  tellus, 
Ponderibuslibrata  tuis.— —  • 

But,  reader,  dilate  yovr  imagination  to  take  in 
the  much  greater  idea  our  poet  here  presents  to 
you:  consider  the  immense  (panity  of  space,  and 
the  comparative  nothingness  of  the .  globe,  and 
you  piay  attain  an  adequate  conception  of  our 
jiero*B  reputation,  and  the  mighty  basis  it  stands 
upon.  It  is  worth  observing  here  that  our  au- 
thor, qva$i  aUud  agent,  displays  at  one  touch  of 
his  pen  more  knowledge  of  the  planetary  sys- 
tem, than  is  to  be  (bund  in  all  the  volumes  of  the 
jnathematicians. 

This  note  is  partly  by  Macolarius,  and  partly 
by  Mr.  Jinkyns,  Philomath. 

Say,  Aftw«,]  Observe,  gentle  reader,  how  ten- 
derly our  author  treats  his  hero  throughout  his 
whole  poem;  he  does  not  here  impute  his  ridi- 
culous conduct,  and  all  that  train  of  errours  which 
have  attended  his  consummate  vanity,  to  his 
own  perverse  inclination,  but  with  greater  can- 
dour insinuates  that  some  demon,  foe  to  Hil- 
lario's  repose,  first  misled  his  youthful  imagina- 
tioo;  which  is  a  kmd  of  apology  for  his  life  and 
character*.  He  is  not  the  only  one  who  has  been 
seduced  to  his  miu  in  this  manner.  We  read  it 
in  Pope, 

Some  demon  whisper'd,  Visto  have  a  taste. 

Hence  then  arise  our  hero's  misfortunes;  and 
that  the  demon  above-mentioned  was  a  foe  to 
M^th,  will  appear  from  Hillario's  notable  talent 


'Twas  on  a  day  (O  may  that  day  appear 
No  more,  but  lose  its  station  in  the  year. 
In  the  new  style  be  not  its  nameenroli'd 
But  share  annihilatjun  in  the  old!) 
A  tawny  Sybil,  whose  atluring  suog. 
Decoyed  the  'prentices  and  maiden  throng, 
First  from  the  counter  young  Hillario  charm'd. 
And  first  his  unambitious  soul  alarm'd  < — 
An  old  strip'd  curtain  cixjss  her  arms  was  flung,  • 
And  tatter'd  tap'stry  o'er  her  shoulders  hung ; 
Her  loins  with  patch- wotk  cincture  ware  begirt^ 
That  moro  than  spoke  diversity  of  dirt ; 
With  age  her  back  was  double  and  awry. 
Twain  were  her  teeth,  and  single  was  her  rye. 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  head-^sbe  seem'd  at  most 
A  living  corpse,  or  an  untimely  ghost, 

NOTES  VARIOaCM. 

at  misrepresenting  circumstances,  for  which  vid« 
all  the  Inspectors* 

May  thai  day  appear]  This  seems  to  be  wrot« 
with  an  eye  to  a  beautiful  passage  in  a  very  ele-> 
gant  poem ; 

Ye  gods,  annihilate  both  space  and  time. 
And  make  t«o  lovers  happy,-«- 

The- request  is  extremely  modest,  and  I  really 
wonder  it  was  never  complied  with ;  but  it  must 
be  said  in  favour  of  Mr.  Smart,  that  he  is  still 
more  reasonable  in  his  deiDand,  and  it  appears 
by  the  alteration  in  the  style,  that  his  scheme 
may  be  reduced  to  practice  though  the  other  is 
mighty  fine  in  theory.  The  Inspector  is  01"  this 
opinion,  and  so  is  Monsieur  de  Scaixau. 

A  tatter*d  tcp^stry]  Our  author  has  been  ex- 
tremely negligent  upon  this  occasion,  and  has 
indolently  omitted  an  opportunity  of  displaying 
his  talent  for  poetic  imagery.  Homer  has  de- 
scribed the  shield  of  Achilles  with  all  the  art  of 
his  imagination ;  Virgil  has  followed  him  in  thlji 
point,  and  indeed  both  he  and  Ovid  seem  to  bt 
delighted  when  they  have  either  a  picture  to  de- 
scribe, or  some  representation  in  the  labours  of 
the  loom.  Hence  arises  a  double  delight;  we 
admire  the  work  of  the  artificer,  and  the  jxtet's 
account  of  it ;  and  this  pleasure  Mr.  Smart  mig^ 
have  impressed  upon  his  readers  in  this  passdig^ 
as  many  things  were  wrought  into  the  tapestry 
here-mentioned.  In  one  part  our  hero  was  ad- 
ministering to  a  patient,  **  and  the  fresh  vomit 
runs  forever  green."  The  theatre  at  May-fair 
made  a  conspicuous  figure  in  the  piece-^the  pit 
seemed  to  rise  in  an  uproar — the  gallery  opened 
its  rude  throats — and  apples,  oranges  andhalfV 
pence  flew  about  our  hero's  ears. — ^Tbe  Mall  hi 
St  James's  Park  was  displayed  in  a  beautiftil 
vista,  and  you  might  perceive  Hlllariooirith  hit 
janty  air  waddling  along. — In  Mary<*le-Bone 
Fields,  he  was  dancing  round  a  glow  worm,  and 
finally  the  Rotunda  at  Ranelagh  filled  the  eye 
with  its  magnificence,  and  in  a  comer  of  it  stood 
a  handsome  young  fellow  holding  a  personage, 
dressed  in  blue  silk,  by  the  ear;  "  the  very 
worsted  still  looked  black  and  blue."  There 
were  many  other  curious  figures,  but  out  of  » 
shamefiil  laasiness  has  our  poet  omitted  them. 

POLVMETIS  CaKTAIKIGIEIISI^ 


, Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  HILLIAD. 


4r 


With  TDieeliir.fetchMfioBihonoirthroatpiofouiKl 
And  mote  than  mortal  was  the  infernal  sound. 
•*  Sveet  boy,  who  seem'st  for  glorioos  deeds 

design'd, 
O  eome  and  leave  that  clyster  pipe  behind ; 
Oqu  this  prophetic  hand  with  silver  coin, 
And  all  the  wealth  and  fame,  I  have,  is  thine**^ 
She  said— be  (for  what  stripUog  oou*d    with- 

stand?) 
Straight  with  his  only  six-pence  grac*d  her  hand. 
And  now  the  precious  Airy  all  her  breast 
At  once  invaded,  and  at  once  possessed  ; 
Her  eye  was  fix*d  in  an  ecstatic  stare. 
And  on  her  head  uprose  th'  astonish'd  hair : 
No  more  her  colour,  or  her  looks  the  same, 
But  moonshine    madness   quite  convulsM  her 

frame, 
While,  Ug  with  fate,  again  she  silence  broke, 
And  io  fiew  words  voluminously  spoke. 
**  In  these  three  lines  athwart  thy  palm  I  see, 
-  Either  a  tripod,  or  a  triple-tree. 
For,  Oh  !  I  ken  by  mysteries  profound, 
Tbo  light  to  sink,  thou  never  can*st  bedmwnM — 
WhateHsr  thy  end,  the  Fates  are  now  at  strife, 
Yet  strange  variety  shall  check  thy  lifo — 
Thou  grand  dictator  of  each  public  show, 
Wit,  moralist,  quaok,  harlequin,  and  beau, 
Surrey  man's  vice,  self-prais'd,  and  self  pre- 

fcrr'd,  I 

And  be  th'  Inspector  of  th'  infected  herd; 
By  any  means  aspire  at  any  ends. 
Baseness  exalts,  and  cowardice  defends,      [well, 
The  cfaequer'd   world's  before  thee— go-^fare- 
Bewaie  d  Irishmen— and  learn  to  spelL" 
Here  from  her  breast  th'  inspiring  fury  flew : 
She  oms'd— and  instant  from  his  sight  withdrew. 

NOTES  VARIORUM. 

TV  mdomtk*d  hair  .*]  This  passage  seems  to 
be  an  imitation  of  the  Sybil  in  the  sixth  book  of 
Viipl; 

Snhito  non  vultus,  non  color  unus 
Neeoomts  mansere  couMB.— 

and  is  admirably  expressive  of  the  witch's  pro- 
phetic fury,  and  oshers  in  the  pre'liction  of  Hil- 
lario^  fortnne  with  proper  solemnity. — 

This  note  is  by  one  of  the  iBoKsts,  mentioned 
with  iionottrin  the  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

Be  tie  Jmpector,  ^r.]  When  the  distemper 
fiiet  raged  among  the  homed  cattle,  the  ktng-and 
eouncil  ordered  a  certain  officer  to  soperintend 
the  beasts,  and  to  direct  that  sneh,  as  were  foand 
tq  be  infected,  shoqld  be  knocked  on  the  head. 
This  officer  was  caNed  the  Inspector,  and  from 
thence  I  wonld  venture  to  lay  a  wager,  our  hero 
derived  his  title. 

BsMfLRY,  Junior. 

Betotte  if  Iri$hment  ^€,]  It  is  extremely 
piohaMft  that  our  poet  is  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  dassics ;  he  seems  frequently^  to  have 
them  in  his  eye,  and  such  an  air  of  enthusiasm 
runs  thfongh  his  whole  speech,  that  the  learned 
leader  may  easily  perceive  he  has  taken  fire  at 
some  of  the  prophecies  in  Homer  and  Vh^il. — 
The  iriiole  is  delivered  in  breaks,  and  unconnected 
transitions,  which  denote  vehement  emotions 
ia  the  mind ;  and  the  hint  here  concerniug  the 
Irish  is  perfectly  in  the  ouuiner  pf  all  great  epic 


Fir'd  with  his  fete,  and  conscious  of  his  worth, 
The  beardless  wight  prepared  to  sally  forth. 
But  Grst  ^twas  just,  »tw^  natural  to  grieve) 
He  sigh'd  and  took  a  soft  pathetic  leave, 
"  Farewell,  a  long  farewell  to  all  my  drugs. 
My  labell'd  vials,  and  my  lettered  jugs  ; 
And  you,  ye  bearers  of  no  trivial  charge. 
Where  all  my  Latin  stands  inscribed  at  large ; 
Ye  jars,  ye  gallipots,  and  draw'rs  adieu. 
Be  to  my  memory  lost,  as  lost  to  view. 
And  ye,  whom  T  so  oft  havejoy'd  to  wipe, 
Th*  ear-sifting  syringe,  and  back-piercing  pipfc 
Farewell— my  day  of  glpry's  on  the  dawn, 
And  now,-— I^Uario's  occupation's  gone.'' 

Quick  with  the  word  his  way  the  hero  made^ 
Conducted  by^a  glorious  cavalcade ; 
Pert  Petnlan^e  the  fi  rst  attracts  his  eye. 
And  drowsy  Oulness  slowly  saunters  by. 
With  Malice  old,  and  Scandal  ever  new, 
And  neutral  Nonsense,  neither  false  nor  trae« 
Infernal  Falsehold  next  approach'd  the  band 
With  ••  *  and  the  Koran  in  her  hand. 
Her  motley  vesture  with  the  leopard  vieS| 
Stain'd  with  a  foul  variety  of  lies. 
Next  spiteful  Enmity,  gangren'd  at  heart. 
Presents  adagger,  and  conceals  a  dart. 

NOTES  VARIORUM. 

poets,  who  generally  give  the  reader  some  iden 
of  what  is  to  ensue,  without  unfolding  the  wholes 
Thus  we  find  in  Vifgil, 

Bella,  horridabella, 

Et  Tybrim  mnltospnmantem  sangoine  cemo 
*nd  again 

Alius  Latio  jam  partus  Achilles. 
And  in  the  sequel  of  this  work,  I  believe,  it  will 
be  found,  that  as  JEneas  had  another  Achilles,  m 
our  hero  has  had  as  formidable  anadveraary. 

Farnoell,  a  long  farewell,]  The  ingenious  Mr. 
L— der  says  that  the  following  passage  is  taken 
from  a  work,  which  he  intends  shortly  to  publish 
by  subscription,  and  be  has  now  in  the  press  a 
pamphlet,  called  Mr.  Smart's  Use  and  Abuse 
of  the  Modems.  But,  with  his  leave,  this  pasr 
sage  is  partly  imitated  feom  cardinal  Wolsey's 
speech,  and  from  OtheUo. 

Nenlf9iS*tue7ue,d^c.jrhetnm  here  described, 
is  worthy  of  Hiliario,  pertness,  dulness,  scandal 
and  malice,  &c.  being  the  very  oonstitoents  of 
an  hero  for  the  mock  heroic,  and  it  is  not  without 
propriety  that  nonsense  is  introdnced  with  the 
epithet,  neutral ;  nonsense  being  like  a  Dutch- 
man, not  only  in  an  unmeaning  stupidity,  but 
in  the  art  of  preserving  a  strict  oeutralit> .  This 
neuttality  may  be  aptly  explained  by  the  foUow- 
ing  epigram, 

Word-vaUant  wight,  thou  great  he  shrew. 

That  wrangles  to  no  end  ; 

Since  nonsense  is  nor  felsenor  true, 

llKNi'rt  no  man's  foe  or  friend. 

Falsehood,']    This  lady  is  described  with  two 

books  in  her  hand,  but  our  author  chnsing  toprcr 

serve  a  neutrality,  though  not  a  nonsensical  ope, 

upon  this'occasjon,  theTories  are  at  liberty  to  fill 

up  this  blank  with  Rapin,  Baniet^  or  any  namee 
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On  ih'  enitb  crsurU-FlaU'ry  with  her  bomm  b«re, 
And  Vanity  sails  over  bim  iu  air, 

Such  van  the  groupe — Lhey  bow'd  and  they 
ador'd. 
And  hailM  Hiliario  for  their  sovereign  lord. 
Plush'd  with  sacceaa,  and  proud  of  his  ftlUes, 
Th'  exulting  hero  tbu»  triumphant  cries. 
**  Friends,  brethren,  ever  present,  ever  dear, 
HonAe  to  my  heart,  nor  quit  your  title  there. 
While  you  approve,  assist,  instruct,  inspire, 
lieat  my  young  blood,  and  set  my  soul  on  fire  j 
^0  foreign  aid  my  dajring  pen  sbaU  chose. 
But  boldly  versify  without  a  Muse. 
I'll  teach  Minerva,  Til  ipspire  the  Ntne« 
Great  Phoebus  shall  in  consultation  join. 
And  roundmy  nobler  brow  hisfoiieit  lauieltwiiie.*' 

'  He  said— and  Clamour,  of  Commotion  born, 
JCear'd  to  the  skies  her  «ar  afflicting  born, 

KOTPS  VAIIOSVM. 

thitt  •wiH  fit  the  niches  $  and  the  Whigs  may,  if 
they  please,  insert  Ecbard,  Higgons,  kc.  But 
why,  eKdaimeth  a  certain  critic,  should  folse- 
hood  be  given  to  Hiliario  ?— -Because,  replieth 
Macularius,  he  has  given  many  specimens  of 
his  talent  that  way.  Our  hero  took  it  jnto  his 
head  some  tmie  shice  to  tell  the  world  that  he 
caned  a  gentleman  whom  be  called  by  the  name 
of  Mario;  what  degree  of  faith  the  town  gave 
bias,  upon  that  ooeasioa,  may  be  <^llected  from 
the  two  loUowiDg  Unes,  by  a  certain  wag  who 
shall  be  nameless* 

To  beat  one  man  great  Hill  was  fated ; 
What  pian  (-^-a  man  that  he  created. 

The  foUowing  epigram  may  be  also  property 
inserted  henu 

What  H-^1  me  day  says,  he  the  next  does 
,    ,  ^eny. 

And  eaadidly  tells  tt»-<^1isaUa  damn*d  lye : 
Pear  doeiur<— this  candour  from  you  is  not 

vanted.; 
Por  why  sboa'd  youDwn  U?  'tis  tahen  for 
granted. 
Crmwli  FUtltryy  V^,^    Our  hero  is  as  remark- 
ftble  for  his  eneomiums,  where  it  is  his  interest 
to  oomnend,  as  for  his  abuse,  where  he  has  taken 
8  dislike;  but  from  the  latter  he  is  easily  to  be 
hooght  c^,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  foUowing  excel- 
lent eplgrao « 

Aa  author's  writings  oft  i«veal, 
Wheve  ndw  and  then  he  ukes  a  meal, 
invite  him  flnce  a  week  to  dinner, 
He'U  sa'mtyou,  tfao^  the  vilest  sinner, 
}tere  yoit  a  smiling,  vacant  fooe. 
He  gives  you  soul,  expression,  grace. 
Swells  what  you  will,  upsweanittoos 
What  will  not  beef  and  pudding  do  } 
Wkkmt  0  Mute,  Ke.'l    No  the  devil  a  bit  f— 
I  am  the  only  person  that  <hs  do  that ! — My 
poems,  wfit^M  at  fift«en>  were  done  witllont  the 
assistance  of  a»y  Muse,  and  better  than   all 
^nutft's  poetry.*— The  Muses  wre  atrumpeta— 
tbey  frequently  give  an  intellectual  gonorrhoea*^ 
Court  debt  Aot  paidr^rU  never  he  poet  laureate. 
..^Coup  de  gmce  un3nsv;^rable-*-0ur  foes  shall 
knuckJe-^live  pounde  to  any  bishop  that  will 
equal  thi»— Gum  guiacumfor  Latin  lignum  vitse^ 
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While  Jargon  grav'd  his  titles  on  m  bloek* 
And  styPd  him  M.  D.  Acad.  Bttdig,  Soe. 
Bat  now  the  harbingers  of  fate  and  fame 
Signs,  omens,  prodigies,  and  portents  came. 
Lo !  (though  mid'day)^the  grave  Athenian  fowl. 
Eyed  the  bright  Son,  and  hail'd  him  vitb  a  howl. 
Moths,  mites,  and  maggots,  Aeas,  (anomtrDOi 

ciewl) 
And  gnats  and  grubworms  crouded  oo  bis  view. 
Insects  !  without  the  microscopic  aidy 
Gigantic  by  the  eye  of  Duhiess  made  1 
And  stranger  still — ^^xi  never  beard  before  ^ 
A  wooden  lion  roar'd,  or  seem'd  to  roar, 
But  (what  the  most  his  youthful  bosom  wtrm'dr 
Heighten^  each  hope  and  every  ter  disarmed) 
On  an  high  dome  a  damsel  took  her  stand. 
With  a  well  freighted  Jordan  in  her  hand, 
WHiece  curious  mixtures  strove  on  every  sido 
And  solid  sounds  with  lexer  llaids  vied— 

11(3TB8  VARioauiff, 

Adam  the  first  Dutchman — ^victorious  stroke  &r 
old  England — ^Tweedle-dum  and  tweedle-dce. 

^  Oratory-Eight-Beason-Chapel,  Saturday 
1 3tb  of  J  anuary,  and  old  style  for  ever. 

Jargon  graved  Sfc]  Jargon  is  here  properly 
intxoduced  graving  our  hat>*s  titles,  which  aro 
admirably  brought  into  verse,  but  the  gentleman 
who  wrote  the  last  note,  Mr.  Orator  H-^ey, 
takes  umbrage  at  this  passage,  and  exclaimedi 
to  the  foUowing  efiect,  "  Jargon  is  meant  for 
me.  There  is  more  music  in  n  peal  of  marrowv 
bones  and  cleavers  than  in  these  verses. — I  am 
a  logician  upon.fundamentals.««-A  Fationalist,«t« 
lover  of  mankande,  Glastonbury  thoni«^^uzzi^ 
boys. — ^Wit  a  vivacious  conmiand  of  all  objects 
and  ideas.-»-l  am  the  only  wit  in  Great  Britaio," 
See  Oratory  Tracts,  &c  10036. 

Patieoce,  good  Mr.  Ontor !  we  are  not  at  lei* 
sure  to  answer  thee  at  present,  but  must  observe 
that  jafgon  has  done  more  for  our  hero,  than 
ever  did  the  society  at  Becdeanx,  a^will  appear 
from  the  following  extract  of  a  letter  sent  to 
jljlartious  Marcalarius.byafellowof  that  society: 

J'ai  bicn  rp^u  la  lettre,  dgot  vous  m'area  fait 
Thonceur  le  12me  pass£.  A  regard  de  ce  Mon- 
sieur Hiliario,  qui  se  vante  si  prodigiensement 
Chez  vous,  je  ne  trouve  pas  qu^il  est  entolle  dans 
notre  societei  &  son  ^om  est  parfaitment  Inoon* 
nu  ici.    J'att^pds  de  vous  nouvelles.  Ice. 

Moihs,  mteiy  ^c] 
The  important  objects  of  his  future  specu- 
lations! (eyes, 
O  would  the  sons  of  men  once  think  tbeir 
And  reason  given  'em  but  to  study  files. 

M<  MACULABias- 
Dulneas  made]  This  passage  maybe  properly 
illustrated  by  a  recollection  of  two  lines  in  Mrt 
Pope's  Essay  on  Criticism. 

As  things  seem  laige  which  we  dirough  mista 

descry, 
Dulness  is  very  apt  to  magnify^ 
Wooden  Iwn  roared,]  Not  the  black  Uon  Ul 
Salisbury-court,  Fleet- street,  where  the  Ner 
Craftsman  is  published,  nor  yet  the  red  lio«  a( 
Br^tford,  but  the  beast  of  the  Bedford,  who  m^ 
truly  be  s$ud  to  have  been  alive^  when  «ikumat^ 
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Ia!  €B hit  omm  the  lotion eboice and  large, 
Shewuaed— and  gaye  at  once  a  fall  diicharge. 
KiA  AiciumedeSy  when  with  oooicioas  pride, 
•' '•*«fc«md  it  out !  Pre  found  it  oat  I"  he  cry'd, 
Hot  ooetive  bafdlingi,  when  a  ihjrme  oomes  pat» 
Mot  grave  Grimalkin  when  ihe  BmelU  a  rat  s 
Kot  tiie  ahiewd  stateman  when  he  Boents    a 

plot, 
Kot  ooy  Pmddia,  when  ihe  knows  what's  what, 
Kot  oar  own  hero,  when  (O  matchless  lock  ! ) 
Bia  keen  difcemment  found  another  Dock ; 
IMTithsach  ecstatic  transports  did  abound, 
As  what  he  smelt  and  saw,  and  felt  and  found. 
''Ye gods,!  thank  ye,  toprofimonfiee, 
Tbosto  adorn,  and  thus  distioguish  me. 
And  thou,  fair  Ckncina,  whom  I  serve, 
(If  a  desire  to  please  b  to  desenre,) 
To  you  FU  consecrate  my  future  lays, 
Aad  OB  the  smoothest    paper  print   my  soft 

Komon  he  tp^^  but  slightly  slid  akmg, 
SooQited  hy  the  miscellaneous  throng. 


Mom  TAtlOSUM. 

hy  AddinD  and  Steele,  though  now  raduoed  to 

state  of  hlockheadism,   which  is  so  oon- 

I  in  his  master.    Fkulmu^  inuHU  Ugmtm, 

BiiiTLET  junior. 

A  fmU  i9$ckarge;\    Reader,  do  not  tura  up 

yow  Boae  oft  this  pasnge !  it  is  much  more  de- 

esflt  than  PopO>s-*IlecoUect   what  Swift  says, 

Ifcat  a  nice  man  has  filthy  ideas,  and.let.it  be 

wiafcred  this  discharge  may  hare  the  same 

npoo  our  hero,  as  a  similar  accident  had 

I  m  person  of  equal  parts  and  genius. 

1leBew*d  by  ordure's  sympathetic  force, 
Asoil'd  by  magic  juices  tor  the  course, 
Vic'nMia  he  rises  from  th*  effluria  strong. 
Imbibes   new   life   and    scours  and    stinks 


Pen's  Donciad. 
»,  ^c]  As  soon  as  the  philosopher 
ned  discovered  the  modem  save-ali, 
nnd  ttienew  tovented-patent  black-ball,  be  threw 
down  his  pipe,  end  ran  all  along  Piccadilly,  with 
his  shirt  out  ofhis  breeches,  crying  out  like  a  mad- 
aan,  siyiaa!  ssfvui!  which  in  modem  English 
is,  the  job  is  done !  thejobisdone! 

Vitus  Schol. 
Awttktr  lhidtt'\  Hillario  having  a  mind  to  ce- 
lebrate and  leoommend  a  genius  to  the  worid, 
cooBpotfeB  htm  to  Stephen  Dock,  and  at  the  dose 
of  alate  lospeetur,  cries  out,  *'  I  have  found  ano- 
ther Doek,  but  who  shall  find  a  Caroline  ?» 

Ptmt  ny  fqfl  a(ay«,]Our  hero  for  once  has  spoke 
trnth  of  himself,  lor  which  we  could  produce  the 
testimonies  of  several  persons  of  distinction. 
Bath  andTunbridge-wells  have  upon  manyocca- 
sioas  testified  their  gratitude  to  him  on  this 
head,  as  his  works  have  been  always  found  of 
wagular  use  with  the  waters  of  those  places 
To  this  effect  also  speaketh  that  excellent  co- 
median,  Mr.  Henry  Woodward,  in  an  ingenious 
parody  oo  fiu^,  curious,  thirsty  fly,  fcc 

Busy,  corioos,  hungry  Hill, 
Write  of  me  and  writ^  yoiir  fill. 
lOU  XTI. 


And  now,  thou  goddess,  wheoe  fire^daitmg 
eyes 
Defy  all  distance  and  transpierce  the  skies. 
To  men  the  councils  of  the  gods  relate. 
And  foithfoUy  describe  the  grand  debate. 

The  cloud-compelling  thund'rer,  at  whooo  call 
The  gods  assembled  in  th'  etherial  hall. 
Prom  his  bright  throne  the  deities  addrest : 
«  What  impious  noise  disturbs  our  awful  restr 
With  din  prophane  assaults  immortal  ears. 
And  jars  harsh  discord  to  the  tuneful  spheres  f 
Nature,  my  hand-maid,  yet  without  a  stain. 
Has  never  once  productive  proved  in  vain, 
'Till  now — luxuriant  and  regardless  quite 
Of  herdirine,  eternal  rule  of  right. 
On  mere  privation  she  'as  bestow'd  a  frame; 
And  dignify'd  a  nothing  with  a  name, 
A  wretch  devoid  of  use,  of  sense  and  graces 
Th'  insolvent  tenant  of  encumber'd  space, 

1I0TB8  VASIOlUlb 

Freely  welcome  to  abuse, 
Could*stthou  tire  thy  railing  Muse. 
Make  the  most  of  this  you  can. 
Strife  is  short  and  life's  a  span. 

Both  alike,  your  worics  and  pay» 
Hasten  quick  to  their  decay, 
This  a  trifle,  those  no  more, 
llio'  repeated  to  threescore. 
Threescore  volumes  when  they're  writ, 
WUl  appear  at  last  b— — t 

And  now  thou  goddeUy  flcr.]  This  invocation  . 
is  perfectly  in  the  spirit  of  ancient  poetry.  If  I 
may  use  Milton's  words,  our  author  here  pre- 
sumes into  the  Heavens,  an  earthly  guest,  and 
draws  eihpyreal  air.  Hence  he  calls  upon  the 
goddess  to  assist  his  straii^  while  he  relates  the 
councils  of  the  gods.  Virgil,  when  the  plot 
thickens  upon  his  hands,  as  Mr.  Bayes  has  it, 
has  ofiered  up  his  prayer  a  second  time  to  the 
Muse,  aiid  he  seems  totlaboin'  under  the  weight 
of  his  solject,  when  he  cries  out, 

Mi^opus  moveo,  major  rerum  mihlnaid- 
turorda 

This  is  the  case  at  present  with  the  writer  of  the 
Hilliad,  and  this  piece  of  machinery  will  evince 
the  absurdity  of  that  Lucretian  doctrine,  which 
asserts  that  the  gods  are  wrapped  ^p  in  a  lazy 
indolence,  and  do  not  trouble  themselves  about 
human  affairs.    The  words  of  Lucretius  are. 

Omnia  enim  per  se  divAra  natura  neeesse  est 
Immortali  sbvo  summa  cum,paoe  fruatur, 
Semota  a  rebus  nostris,  disjunctaque  knig^ 

It  is  now  recommended  to  the  editors  of  the  An* 
ti-Lucretios  to  make  use  of  this  instance  to  the 
ootttraiy  in  the  next  publication  of  that  work. 

M.  Maculabivs. 

Encumbered  ipaeeJ]  Jupiter's  speech  is  full  of 
potfp  and  solemnity,  and  is  finally  ckwed  by  a  de- 
scription of  our  hero,  who  is  here  said  to  take  up  a 
place  in  the  creation  to  no  purpose.  What  a  dif- 
ferent notion  of  the  end  of  his  existence  has 
Hillario,  from  what  we  find  delivered  by  the  ex- 
cellent Longinus  in  his  treatise  on  the  Sublime. 
B 
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'■  Good  U  bis  cAose,  and  just  is  his  i 
(Replies  the  god  of  thefl  and  eloquence^ ) 
*<  A  hand  mercurial,  ready  to  popTey, 
E'en  in  the  presence  of  the  garish  day, 
The  work  an  English  classic  lata  has  writ| 
lind  by  adoptioD  be  the  sire  of  wit — 
Sure  to  be  this  is  tobe  something— sara* 
Kext  to  perform,  'tis  glorious  to  procnre. 
Small  was  th'  exertion  of  my  god  rlike  soul^ 
When  privately  Apollo^s  herd  I  stole. 
Compared  to  him,  who  braves  th'  ali^seemg  Sun, 
And  boldly  bids  th*  astonish'd  wofld  look  on." 

MOnt  TAatOBUM. 

^e passage  isadmirable,traiulated  by  the  i^uthofr 
of  the  Pleasures  of  Imagination.  *  *  Jhe  godlike  ge 
ninsesofGreccewerewelUassured  that  nature  had 
not  intended  man  for  a  low  spirited  or  ignoble  be< 
ing;  but  bringing  us  into  life  and  the  midstof  this 
«ide  universe,  a^  before  a  multitude  assembled 
at  some  heroic  solemnity,  that  we  might  be 
spectators  of  all  her  magnificence,  and  candi- 
dates high  in  emulation  for  the  prize  of  glory : 
she  has  therefore  implanted  in  our  souls  an  inex- 
tinguishable love  of  every  thinggreatand  exalted, 
of  every  thing  which  appears  divine  beyond  our 
comprehension.  Hence  by  the  very  propensity 
of  nature  we  are  led  to  admire,  not  little  springs 
or  shallow  rivulets,  however  clear  and  delicious, 
but  the  Nile,  the  Rhine,  the  Danube,  and  much 
more  than  all  the  ocean." — Instead  of  acting 
upon  this  plan,  Hiilario  is  employed  in  pursuit 
of  insects  in  Kensington-gardens,  and  as  this  is 
all  the  gratitude  he  pays  for  the  being  conferred 
upon  him*  he  is  finely  termed  an  insolvent  te» 
kiant 

By  adoption  he  the  sircy  iCc]  CHir  hero  has 
taken  an  entire  letter  from  sir  Thomas  Fita- 
Osbome,  and  with  inimitable  effrontery  t>ub- 
|ished  it  in  his  Inspector,  No.. 239,  as-a  produc* 
lion  of  his  own.  We  are  informed  that,  having 
been  Uved  with  this  affair,  he  declares  with  a 
great  deal  of  art,  that  it  was  given  him  by  ano- 
ther person,  to  whjch  all  we  have  to  say  is,  that 
the  receiver  is  as  bad  as  the  thief. 

M.  MxcuLAiiii's. 

Glonout  to  tn-ccvrc.'}  If  our  author  could  be 
thought  capable  of  punning,  I  should  imagine 
that  the  word  procure,  in  this  place,  is  made  use 
pf  in  preference  to  an  appellation  given  to  our 
hero  in  the  commencement  of  this  poem,  viz.  a 
pimp;  but  the  reader  will  please  to  recollect  that 
the  term  pimp  is  not  in  that  passage  used  iu  its 
modern  acceptation.         / 

Smali  teat  Ih*  exert'ton^  Jfc]  Not  so  fast,  good 
poet,  cries  out  in  th!s  place,  M.  Macularius.  We 
do  not  fiiid  that  Hiilario,  upon  any  occaston 
whatever,  has  been  charged  with  stealing  Apol- 
lo's quiver,  and  certain  it  is,  that  those  arrows, 
which  he  has  shot  at  all  the  uorld,  never  were 
taken  from  thence.  But  of  Mercury  it  is  recorded 
^y  Horace,  that  he  really  did  receive  the  god  of 
'  ^it  in  this  manner ; 

Te  boves  olim  nisi  reddidisses 
Per  dolum  amotas,  puerum  minaci 
Vupe  dum  terret,  viduus  pharetra 

RisitApoUo. 


Her  appittbaticni  Vemis  oexC  eKprect, 
And  on  Hillario's  putt  the  tbrme  addrest, 
"  If  there  be  any  pmise  the  nails  to  pare. 
And  iq  toft  Tioglets  wreathe  th*  elastic  hair, 
In  talk  and  tea  to  tpfle  time  away. 
The  mien  80  easy  and  the  dress  so  gvy  I 
Can  my  Hilkario's  worth  remain  unknown. 
With  whom  coy  Sylvia  trusts  herself  alone ; 
With  whom,  so  pore,  so  ittnocent  his  life,' 
The  jealous  hnsband'leaves  his  buxom  wife? 
What  tho*  he  ne'er  assume  the  post  of  Mara  \ 
By  me  disbanded  from«ll  amorous  wars  i 
His  famey  (if  not  person)  heempkyya, 
And  oft  ideal  couttteasft  ^i^ys^ 
Tho'  hard  his  ho»Tt,  ya  beauty  shallcQiitrQl, 
And  sweetep  all  die  tpntsoAx  of  bis  souli 

VOTBS  VAttOBtrv. 

Verau  next  exprpn'dA  Vertus  rises  iri  this 
assembly  quite  in  the  maat»er attributed  tdli^lr  In 
the  ancient  poets  ;  Urns  fr«  •<*  «  Virgil  tfial 
she  is  all  mildness,  and  at  every  word  brcalhen 
ambroaia  y 

— At  DOti  Venus  aureacoiitra,  • 

Paoca  refert — 
She  is  to  speak  upon  this  occasion,  as  well  as  \n 
the  case  fMrodupeid  from,  the  /Bneid,  in  favour  of 
A  much  loved  son,  though  indeed  we  cannot  say 
that  she  has  been  quite  so  kind  to  HilUrio,  aa  . 
formeriy  she  was  to  .Sneas,  it  being  evident  |hat 
she  has  not  bestowed  upon  him  that  lustre  of 
youthfttl  bloom,  and  that  liquid  radiance  of  the 
eye,  which  she>  is*  said  to  have  given  t|^  piou« 
Trojan. 

.  ,  Lumenque  juventss 

Purpureom,  et  tetos  oculis  aiBavit  hcoores. 

On  the  contrary  Venus  here  talks  of  his  black 
self,  which  makes  it  sUspected  that  she  w- 
conciled  herself  to  this  hue,  out  of  a  compliment 
to  Vulcan,  of  whom  slie  has  frequent  favours  to 
solicit :  and  perhaps  it  may  appear  hereafter, 
that  she  procured  a  sword  for  our  hero  linom  the 
celestial  blacksmith's  forge.  One  thing  is  not 
a  Kttle  surprising,  that  while  Venus  speaks- on 
the  side  of  Hiilario,  she  Should  omit  the  real 
utility  he  has  bf en  of  to  the  cwiac  of  ]afn 
by  his  experience  as  an  apothecary,  of  whichi 
he  himself  hath  told  us,  several  have  pro- 
fited ;  and  it  shuuld  be  remembered  at  the 
same  time,  that  he  actually  has  employed 
his  person  in  the  service  of  Venus,  awl  has  now 
an  ofbpring  of  the  amorous  congress.  It »  more<P 
over  notorious,  that  having,  in  his  elegant  lan- 
guage, tasted  of  the  cool  stream,  he  was  ready 
to  plun^  in  again,  and  therefore  publicly  set 
himself  \^  for  a  wife,  and  thus,  became  a  for- 
f  uue-huiiter  with  his  pen ;  and  if  he;  has  failed  in 
his  design,  it  is  because  the  ladies  do  not  ap- 
prove the  new  scheme  of  propagation  wiUiout 
the  knowledge  of  a  man,  which  Hiilario  pie- 
tended  to  explain  so  handsomely  in  the  Uuina 
sine  co7icwAt/u.— But  the  truth  is,  he  nexer  wrote 
a, syllable  of  this  book,  though. he  transcribed 
part  of  Jt,  and  showed  it  to  a  bookseller,  in  order 
to  procure  a  higher  price  for  his  productions. 

QUIMBVS  FLBS^TR^m 
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SI 


Shovi  Ukaa. diamond  io  an  Ethiopia  «9v.*' 
Wbeo  PBaia»--tbiii— **  Ceaae— ye  immoftab 


Nor  rob  ferene  stupidity  of  peace — 
«teiiM  Jo^  khnaelf  Ju  oaksulatioB  mad 
fiiill  n^iatiTMio  tilaiik  negationt  add, 
Ifov  osnld  the  barroD  cyphen  trer  breed, 
Bttt  aotlmif  still  fimn  nothing  woidd  proceed  ? 
RaiM  ordt^ffcw  or  magnHy-^M'  blame, 
IniBil/wiil  evarbe  the  i«ine.»' 

'«NotioM  (nyi  Phttbus)  "myeelestial  friend, 
•Efta  blank  pritatKm  bat  its  vuc  and  end— 
•Unv  aveetly  ahinlowt  Daeemiiiend  the  lisbt» 
4jmI  dniknoB  rendeit  my  ovi 
bri9ht! 

VOTBS  VAIIORUM. 


Hh  an  JEthkp^t  ear,'j  There  is  neither 
movalilf ,  nor  Integrity,  nor  nmty,  nor  vniversa- 
lityintbis  poem.-^Theaathorofitisa8mart;  I 
hope  to  see  a  Smartead  published ;  I  had  my 
poelieC  picked  the  other  day,  as  I  was  going 
thnwgh  Paiil'sChnrch-yaTd,  and  I  firmly  believe 
it  was  this  little  anther,  as  the  man  who  can  pun, 
wOl  alao  pick  a  pocket, 

JouM  tlxMiiis,  Junior. 

Itmmif  will  tvtr  ie,  A'c]^  ^^  AMthor  does  not 
bare  mean  to  list  himself  amo^  the  disputants 
.eoneemiftg  pure  space,  but  the  doctrine  he  would 
adwanee,  is,  that  notbing  can  come  fimn  nothing. 
.  In  80  unbelieving  an  age  as  this,  it  is  possible  this 
tenet  may  not  be  received^  but  if  the  fender  has 
a  m*nd  to  see  it  handled  at  large,  he  may  ftnd  it 
jn  fUungnrtioSy  vol.  16,  pagina  lOOU  De  bac 
le  maltum  et  tnrpiter  ballucinantur  scriptoles 
tamexteri  qiibm  domestici*  Spatium  enim  ab- 
aoliitnm  et  lelativum  debent  distingui,  prius- 
qoam  distinotaesse  possont  I  neque  uUa  alia  re- 
gala  adnormam  rei  metaphysics  quadra  bit,quam 
.iriplez  oonsideratio  de  substantia  inonitatis,  sire 
cntitate  nihili,  quae  quidem  consideratio  triplex 
ad  nnamreduci  potest  oecessitatem ;  nempe  idem 
spatium  de  quo  jam  satis  dictum  est.  71iis 
opiaion  is  further  corroborated  by  the  tracts  of 
the  society  of  Boordeaua.  '  Selon  la  distinction 
csAre  les  choses,  qui  nPont  pas  de  difference,  il 
Bona  faut  abeolnment  pgrher,  que  les  idees,  qui 
ont  Irappi  ^imagination,  peuveot  bien  £tre  ef- 
*frc4es,  poUTTu  qu'oo  ne  s'avise  pas  d*oabIier  cet 
espace  immense,  qui  enviroone  toote  la  nature, 
et  le  syst^me  de»  ^toiles.  Among  our  country- 
men,  I  do  not  know  any  body  that  has  handled 
lliis  subject  so  well  as  the  acurate  Mr.  Fielding, 
in  his  Essay  upon  Nothing,  which  the  reader  may 
find  in  the  first  volume  of  his  Miscellanies ;  but 
with  all  due  deference  to  his  authority,  we  beg 
leave  to  dissent  from  one  assertion  in  the  said 
essay ;  the  residence  of  nothing  might  in  his 
time  have  been  in  a  critic's  head,  and  we  are  apt 
lo  believe  that  there  is  a  something  like  nothing 
in  most  critic's  heads  to  this  day,  and  this  false 
appearanee  misled  the  excellent  metaphysician 
just  qmited ;  for  nothing,  in  its  Jntrit  nuiuralibtu, 
as  Oravcaend  describes  it  in  his  experimental  phi* 
•foaopby,  does  subsist  no  where  so  properly  at 
present  as  in  the  pericranium  of  ont  hero. 

Mast.  Macvlarivs. 


How  rise  from  filth  the  violet  and  rose! 
From  emptiness  how  softest  music  flows ! 
Ho#  absence  to  possession  adds  a  grace. 
And  modest  vacancy  to  all  gives  place  }    . 
Contrasted  wh^  fair  Nature's  works  we  spy. 
More  they  allure  the  mind  and  more  they  chazm 

the  eye. 
So  iirom  Hillario  some  effect  may  spring,         '    • 
E'en  him-^that  slight  penumbra  of  a  thing.** 
Morpheua  at  length  in  the  debate  awoke. 
And  drowsily  a  few  dull  words  he  spoke—- 
Declared  Hillario  was  the  friend  of  ease. 
And  had  asuporlfic  poiw'r  to  please. 
Once  more  Hillario  he  pmiounc'd  with  pam. 
But  at  the  very  sound  a'as  lull'd  to  sleep  again. 

NOTIS  VARIOIUM. 

MuskJfo9s,'\  "Persoi^s  of  most  genius,'*  says  the 
Inspector,  Friday  Jan.  26,  Number  587,  "  have 
in  general  been  the  fondest  of  music ;  sir  Isaac 
Newton  was  remarkable  for  his  affection  for  har- 
mony ;  he  was  scarce  ever  missed  at  the  begin- 
ning of  any  performance,  but  was  seldom  seen  nt 
the  end  of  it"  And  indeed  of  this  opinion  is  M. 
Macularius ;  and  he  further  adds,  -  that  if  shr 
Isaac  wajl  still  living,  It  is  probable  he  would  be  at 
the  beginning  of  the  Inspector's  next  song  at  Ca- 
per's, but  that  he  would  not  be  at  the  end  of  it, 
may  be  proved  to  a  mathematical  demonstratioD, 
though  Hillario  takes  so  much  pleasure  in  beat- 
ing time  to  them  himself,  and  though  he  so  fre- 
quently exclaims,  very  fine ! — O  fine ! — rastir 
fine ! — Since  the  lucubration  of  Friday  Jan.  26th 
has  been  mentioned,  we  think  proper  to  observe 
here  that  bis  Inspectorship  has  the  most  notable 
talent  at  a  motto— Qninbus  Flestrin  saith,  **  he 
is  a  tartar  for  that,"  and  of  this,  learned  reader, 
take  a  specimen  along  with  you.  Howaptly  upon 
the  subject  of  music  does  he  bid  hb  readers 
pluck  grapes  from  the  loaded  vine! 

Carpite  de  plenis  pendentes  vitibus  uvai.     Ovwr 

The  above-mentioned  Quinbus  Flestrin,  peremp- 
torily says,  this'lioe  has  been  cavilled  at  by  some 
minor  critics,  because,  **  the  grapes  are  sour ;" 
and  indeed  of  that  way  of  thinkmg  is  Macularius, 
who  hath  been  groaily  astonished  at  the  taste  of 
Hillario,  In  so  frequently  cullmg  from  Valerius 
Flaccus.  But  he  is  clearly  of  opinion,  that  the 
lines  from  Welstead  and  Dennis,  are  selected  with 
great  judgment,  and  are  hong  out  as  proper  signs 
of  what  entertainment  is  to  be  furnished  up  to  hia 
cqstomers. 

Penumbra  of  a  ihingy']  Whatever  mean  opinkm 
Dr.  Phcebus  rhay  entertam  of  his  terrestrial  bro- 
ther physician  and  poet,  on  Earth,  Hillario  is 
talked  of  in  a  different  mannert  as  will  appear 
from  the  following:  parody  on  the  line»preflxed  by 
Mr.  Dryden,  to  Milton's  Paradise  Lost. 

Three  wise  great  men  in  the  same  era  born, 
Brititania's happy  island  did  adorn, 
Henley  in  care  of  souls  display'dhis  skill. 
Rock  shone  in  physic,  and  in  both  John  H-II, 
The  force  of  Nature  could  no  fiirtber  go. 
To  make  a  tliird,  she  join'd  the  former  two. 

QuiNSus  FlestriiT. 
lMit*d  to  sleep  agaifi.'\  The  hypnotic,  or  sop#- 
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8MART»S  P0EM9. 


Momuv  the  last  of  alU  in  merry  mood. 
As  moderator  in  th'  assembly  stood. 
"  Ye  laughter-loving  pow'ri,  ye  gods  of  mirth. 
What!  not  regard  my  deputy  oq  Earth  } 
IVhoaeofaymic  skill  turns  brass  to  gold  with  ease, 
lAnd  out  of  Cibber  forges  Socrates  ?  ^ 

Whose  genius  luikes  consistencies  to  fight. 
And  forms  an  union  betwixt  wrong  and  rig^t  ? 
Who  (five  whole  days  in  senselen  malice  past) 
Bepenta,  and  is  religious  at  .the  last? 

MOTBS  JAtLlORVVL 

riferons  qnality  of  Hillario>s  pen  is  manifest 
from  the  following  aneveration,  which  was  pub- 
lished in  the  New  Craftsman,  and  is  a  letter  from 
a  tradesman  in  the  city. 
"  Sir 
"  From  a  motive  of  gratitude,  and  for  the  sake 
.of  those  of  my  fellow-creatures,  who  may  unhap- 
.pily  be  afflicted,  as  I  have  been  for  some  time 
past,  1  beg  leave,  through  the  channel  of  your 
jMiper,  to  communicate  the  disorder  I  have  la- 
.boured  under,  and  the  extraordinary  cure  I  have 
lately  met  with.  I  have  had  for  many  months 
successively  a  slow  nei^ous  fever,  with  a  constant 
.ilutter  on  my  spirits,  attended  with  pertinacious 
watchings,  twitchings  of  the  nerves,  and  other 
jrievous  symptoms,  which  reduced  me  to  a  mere 
shadow.  At  length,  by  the  interposition  of  di- 
Vine  Providence,  a  friend  who  had  himself  ex- 
j>erienced  it,  advised  me  to  have  recourse  to  the 
reading  of  the  Inspectors.  I  accordingly  took  one 
of  them,  and  the  effect  it  had  upon  me  was  such 
that  I  fell  into  a  profound  sleep,  which  lasted 
.near  six  and  thirty  hours.  Bv  this  I  have  at- 
tained a  more  composed  habit  of  body,  and  I  now 
doze  away  almost  all  my  time,  but  for  fear  of  a 
lethargy,  am  ordered  to  take  them  in  smaller 
quantities.  A  paragraph  at  a  time  now  answers 
.my  purpose,  and  under  Heaven  I  owe  my  sleep- 
ing powers  to  the  above-mentioned  Inspectors. 
1  look  upon  them  to  be  a  grand  soporificum  mi- 
Tabile,  very  proper  to  be  had  in  all  families.  He 
makes  great  allowance  to  those  who  buy  than  to 
sell  again,  or  to  send  abroad  to  the  plantations; 
nnd  the  above  feet  1  am  r^y  to  attest  whenever 
.caHed  upon.  Given  under  my  hand  this  4th  day 
of  January,  1753. 

«•  Humphrey  Roberts,  Weaver,  in  Cnspm- 

street,  Spital-fields,  opposite  the  White 

Horse. '» 
Forges  SocraUs,^  Socmtes  was  the  fether  of  the 
truest  philosophy  that  everappeared  in  the  world, 
and  though  he  has  not  drawn  God*s  image,  which 
.was  reserved  for  the  light  of  the  gospel,  he  has 
at  least  given  the  shadow,  which  tqjcther  with 
his  exemplary  life,  induces  Erasmus  to  cry  out, 
^ancte  SocraUs,  ora  pro  noin*  ;  of  Mr.  Cibber  we 
«haU  say  nothing,  as  he  has  said  abundantly 
enough  of  himself ;  but  to  illustrate  the  poet's 
meaning  in  this  passage,  it  may  be  necessary  to 
observe,  that  when  the  British  worthy  was  indis- 
posed  some  time  since,  the  Inspector  did  not  he- 
sitate to  prefer  him  to  the  god-like  ancient  phi- 
losopher.    0  /«,  BoUane,  cfrebn  felkem. 

M.  MACtLAtlUS. 

Conmleneies  iofght^'i  Alluding  to  his  egregkms 
talent  at  distinctions  without  a  difference. 
^    MeligUmatthelaitfl    On  every  Saturday  the 


A  paltry  playV,  that  la  DO  ptfli  neeMdi^ 
A  hackney  writer,  whom  no  mortal  reads. 

MOTXS  fABIOaUM. 

florid  Hilliuio  beoomes,  in  Woodward's  phraae,a 
lay  pre^her ;  but  his  flimsy,  heavy,  impotent 
lucubrations  have  rather  been  of  pnnudiee  to  the 
g^  old  cause  $  and  we  hear  that  there  is  nov 
preparing  for  the  pren,  by  a  very  eminent  di- 
vine, a  defence  of  Christianity  against  the  misre- 
presentations of  a  certain  ufBcious  writer  i  and 
for  the  present  we  think  proper  to  apply  an  epi- 
gram, orcasioned  by  a  diq>nte  between  two  heauK 
oonceming  religion. 

On  grace,  Aree  will,  and  mysfries  high. 
Two  wits  harangn'd  the  table  $ 

J..H1  H—41  believes  he  knows  not  why, 
Tom  swears  'tis  all  a  feble. 

Peace,  idiots,  peace,  and  both  agrees 
t  Tom  kiss  thy  empty  brother ; 
Religioo  laughs  at  foes  like  thee. 
But  dreads  a  friend  like  t'other. 


I  paltry  plmfry  aCc]  It  appears  that  the  first 
rt  of  this  universal  genius,  who  is  lately  b^ 


efibrt  < 

come  remarkable  as  the  Bobadil  of  literature, 
was  to  excel  in  Pantomine.  What  was  the  event  ? 
— he  was  damned.— Mr.  Cross,  the  prompter, 
took  great  pains  to  fit  him  for  the  part  of  Oroe- 
n6kx>---he  was  damned.— He  attempted  Captain 
Blandford — be  was  damned. — ^He  acted  Cotwtant 
in  the  Prefvok'd  Wife— he  was  damned.— He  re- 
presented the  Botanist  in  Rorae(r  and  Juliet,  at 
the  Little  Theatre  in  the  Hay-nlkarket,  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  The.Cibber---he  was  damned.— 
He  appeared  in  tiie  character  of  Lothario,  at  the 
celefcffBted  theatre  in  May-Faii^^ie  was  danmed 
there  too.  Mr.  Cross,  however,  to  alleviate  hie 
misfortune,  charitably  bestowed  upon  him  a  15th 
part  of  his  own  benefit.  See  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine  for  last  December,  and  also  Wood* 
wain's  letter,  passim. 

iVe  mortal  read,']  Notwithstanding  this^ asser- 
tion of  Momns,  our  hero  pro  e4  qui  est  verft* 
cundia,  comjpareth  himself  to  Addison  and  Steele, 
which  occasioned  the  following  epigram,  by  the 
right  hon.  theearl  •  •  •  addressed  to  the  right 
honottrable  G— e  D — n. 

Art  thou  not  angry,  learning's  great  protector^ 
To  hear  that  flimsy  author,  the  Inspector, 
Of  cant,  of  puff,  that  daily  vain  inditer, 
Call  Addison,  or  Steele,  his  brother  writer  ? 
So  a  pert  H — ^11  (in  .^Bsop's  febling  days) 
Swoln  up  with  vanity,  and  self-giv^  praise, 
To  his  huge  neigphbour  mountain  might  have 

said, 
'<See,  (brother)  how  We  Mountains  lift  the 

headf 
How  great  we  show  !  how  awful  and  how  high. 
Amidst  these  paultry  Mounts,  that  here  around 

us  lie." 

And  now,  reader,  please  to  observe,  that  since  ao 
ingenious  a  nobleman  hath  condescended  to  tak^ 
notice  of  his  Inspectorship,  Mr.  Smkrt  doth  not 
need  any  apology  for  th9  notice  he  hath  alsa 
taken  of  him. 

M*  IdAcuiAsmiu 
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^^^  trtnupef  tiT  a  Use  deteited  euie, 
Dun'd  to  the  tcuidal  of  hit  own  applaiwe  $ 
While  thus  he  stendt  a  genenl  wit  coofett, 
With  all  thesetitles,  aH  these  talcuU  Uest, 
Be  he  by  Joffe's  authority  assign'd, 
Thft  uMvenal  hutt  of  all  mankiud.'* 

So^ake  and  oeas'd  the  joy-exciting  god» 
And  Jove  immediate  gave  th'  assenting  nod, 
When  Fsme  her  adamantine  trump  aprear'd, . 
And  thus  th*  irrevocable  doom  declar*d. 

**  While  in  the  vale  perennial  Ibwitaias  iiow^ 
And  fragrant  aepbyrs  musically  bbw. 
While  the  DMJestic  sea  from  pole  to  pole. 
In  hosrible  magnificence  shall  roll. 
While  yonder  glorious  canopy  on  high 
Shall  overhang  the  curtains  of  the  sky. 
While  thft  gay  reasons  their  due  course  shall  nm» 
BalBd  by  the  brilliant  stars  and  golden  Sun, 
While  witand  fool  anUgonists  shall  be. 
And  oenee  and  taste  and  naturesball  agree, 
While  love  shall  live,  and  rapture  shall  rgoice, 
fed  by  the  notes  of  Handel,  Ame  and  Boyce, 
While  with  joint  foroeo'erhumour'sdroU  domain, 
Cervantes,  Fielding,  Lncian,  Swift  shall  reign. 
While  thinking  figures  ftom  the  canvas  start* 
And  Hogarth  is  the  Oanick  of  his  art 

nons  tjkttoauii; 

tkeinmpa^  ^e.]  In  a  very  pleasant  aeoomit 
«f  the    riots    m  Dnnry-lane    play-house,  by 

nelding,  esq.  we  find  the  ibllbwing 
descriptiott  of  our  hero  m  the  cha- 
tacterof  a  tnunpeter*    *'  TVy  all  ran  away 

the    trumpeter,  who    kaving   an  em- 

in  bis  side,  as  v^ell  as  several  dreadful 
I  on  his  braech,  was  taken^  When  he  was 
hsoQght  before  Garrick  to  be  examined,  he  said 

'  J  to  whom  he  bad  the  honour  to  be 
had  resented  the  use  made  of  the 

I  by  Garrickk  That  it  was  uofiur,  that  it 
wFaa  cruel,  that  it  was  inhuman  to  employ  a 
inan*a  own  subjects  against  bim.  lliat  lUch  was 
lawful  sovereign  over  all  the  monsten  in  the  uni- 
«cne^  with  much  more  of  the  same  kind ;  all 
vhich  tSarrick  seemed  to  think  unworthy  of  an 
answer;  hut  when  the  trumpeter  challenged  him 
as  his  acquaintance,  the  chief  with  great  disdain 
tamed  hia  bad(,  and  ordered  the  fellow  to  he  dis- 
missed with  fun  power  of  trumpeting  again  on 
vrhat  nde  he  pleAsed.**  » Hlllario  has  since  trum- 
peted in  the  cause  of  pantomime,  the  gaudy  sce- 
nery of  which  with  great  judgment  be  dismisses 
Irom  the  Opera-houae,  abd  saith,  it  is  now  fixed 
in  its  proper  place  in  the  theatre.  On  this  oc- 
casion, Maeolarius  cannot  help  exchiiming,  "  O 
Shakespear !  O  Jooson !  rest,  rest,  perturi)ed 
spirits." 

ffmdei.  Arm,  mid  Boyce,]  The  first  of  these 
fentlemen  may  be  justly  kx>ked  upon  as  the  Mil- 
ton of  mnsie,  and  the  talents  of  the  two  latter 
■ay  not. improperly  be  delineated  by  callmg 
them  the  Drydens  of  their  profession,  as  ^they  not 
esdytonoh  the  strings  of  kive  with  exquisite  art, 
hotalso^  when  they  please,  reach  the  truly  sn- 


UogvAuikMGamckf  ^c]  The  opinion  which 


So  long  in  gross  stupidity's  ostreme. 
Shall  H-11  th*  arch-dunce  remain  o'er 
dunce  supreme." 


NOTES  VARIORUM. 


Mr.  Hogarth  entertains  of  our  hero's  writings, 
may  be  guessed  at,  by  any  one  who  will  toke  the 
pleasure  of  looking  at  a  print  called  Beer-street, 
in  which  Hillario's  critique  upon  the  Royal  So- 
ciety is  put  into  a  basket  directed  to  the  trunk* 
maker  in  St  Paul's  Church-yard.  I  shajl  only 
just  observe  that  the  same  compliment  in  this 
passage  to  Mr.  Hogarth  is  reciprocal,  and  reflects 
a  lustre  on  Mr.  Garrick,  both  of  them  having  si- 
milar talents,  equally  capable  of  the  highest 
elevation,  and  of  representing  the  ordinary  scenes 
of  life,  with  the  most  exquisite  humour. 

Omc/iMaim.]  And  now,  candid  reader,  Marti- 
nos  Maeolarius  hath  attended  thee  throughout 
the  first  book  of  this  most  delectable  poem.  As 
it  is  not  improbable  that  those  will  be  inquisitiva 
after  the  particiUars  relating  to  this  thy  commen-;- 
tator,  he  here  gives  thee  notice  that  he  is  prepar- 
ing for  the  press,  Memoirs  of  Martinus  Macula- 
rius,  with  his  travels  by  sea  and  land,  together 
with  his  fiig^U  aeriid,  and  descents  subterra^ 
neous,  &c.  And  m  the  mean  time  he  bids  thee 
forewell,  until  the  appearance  of  the  second  book 
of  the  Hilliad,of  which  we  will  say,  speck)simira^ 
cola  promeL  And  so  as  Terence  says,  Vos  valete 
&  plaudite. 


JUDGMENT  or  MIDJSp 

A  MASQUE. 
Auriculas  Asini  Mida  Bex  habet    Jot. 


PBRSOHS  «EPREfKirTB». 

Apollo. 

Pan. 

TiMOLVS,  God  of  the  Mountaiiw 

Midas. 

Calliopi. 

Melpomsms. 

Sattss,  tec. 


rSmobiif  MeHnoe,  amd  Agno^  two  fFooli 
nympki. 


AoMO,  to  day  we  wear  our  aoom  crown, 
The  panley  wreath  be  thine ;  it  is  most  meet 
We  grace  the  presence  of  these  rival  godS 
With  all  the  honours  of  our  woodland  weeds. 
Thilie  was  the  task,  Melinoe«  to  prepare 
The  turf-built  theatre,  the  boxen  bow'r, 
And  all  the  sylvan  scenery. 
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SMART'S  POEMS. 


MBLIirOE. 


That  ta^, 
Sire  of  these  shades,  is*  done.    On  yester  eve, 
Assisted  by  a  thousand  friendly  fays 
While  fav'ring  Dian  held  her  gHtt'ring  lamp, 
ye  ply'd  our  pightly  toils,  nor  ply'jl  we  long,. 
For  art  vas  not  the  mistress  of  bur  revels, 
Twas  gentle  Nature,  whom  we  jointly  woo*d  ; 
She  heard,  aqd  yielded  to  the  fbrmt  we  taught 
her, 

.Yet  still  remained  herself Simplicity, 

Fair  Nature^s  genuine  daughter,  too  was  there, 

.So  soft,  yet  so  magnificent  of  mien. 

She  shone  all  ornament  without  a  gem. 

The  blithsome  Flora,  ever  sweet  and  young, 

Pfl;er*d  her  various  store  :  we  cullM  a  few 

To  robe,  and  rerommend  our  darksomo  verdure, 

But  sbunuM  to  be  luxuriant. — 

TIHOLCS. 

It  was  well. 
Agno,  thy  looks  are  pensive :  what  dejects 
Thy  pleasure-painted  aspect  ?  Sweetest  nymph. 
That  ever  trod  the  turf,  or  sought  the  shade, 
Sf»eak,  nor  conceal  a  thought. 

AGNO. 

Ring  of  the  woods, 
I  tremble  for  the  royal  arbiter. 
'Tis  hard  to  judge,  whenever  the  great  contend, 
Sure  to  displease  tlie  vanquish 'd  :  when  such 
Contest  the  laurel  with  such  ardent  strife, [powers 
'Tis  not  the  sentence  of  fai r  equity. 
But  'tis  their  pleasure  that  is  right  or  wrong. 


Tis  weil.remaiic'd,  mid  on  eiqicrienoe  founded. 
I  do  remember  that  my  sister  Ida 
(When  as  on  her  own  shadowy  mount  we  met. 
To  celebrate  the  birth.day  of  the  Spring, 
And  th'  orgies  of  the  May)  wou'd  oft  recount 
The  rage  of  the  indignant  goddesses. 
When  shepherd  Paris  to  the  Cyprian  qneen. 
With  hand  obsequious  gave  the  golden  toy. 
Heav'n's  queen,  the  sister  and  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Pag'd  like  a  feeble  mortal;  feirn  bhe  seem'il, 
her  deity  in  human  passions  lost : 
£v'n  wisdom's  goddess,  jealous  of  her  form, 
Deem*d  her  own  attribute  her  second  virtue* 
Both  vow'd  and  sought  revenge. 

AGKO. 

If  such  the  fate 
Of  him  who  judg'd  aright,  what  must  be  bi» 
Who  shall  mistake  the.cause?  for  much  I  doubt 
llie  skill  of  Midas,  since  his  fatal  wish,        [gift 
Which  Bacchus  heard,  and  curs'd  bim  with  the 
Yet  grant  him  wise,  to  eir  is  human  still, 
And  mortal  is  the  consequence. 

KELIKOB. 

Most  true. 
Besides,  I  ^ar  kim  partial ;  for  with  Pan 
He  tends  the  rheep-walks  all  the  live-long  day, 
And  on  the  braky  lawn  to  the  shrill  pipe 
In  aukward  gambols  he  affbcts  to  dance, 
Or  tumbles  to  the  taboi^-'tii  not  likely 


That  such  an  umpire  aboo'dt^  ^uitahlff 
Unlasf  ba  gueas  at  juatioe. 

TIXOl^S. 

Soft — no  more— 
'Tis  ours  to  wish  for  Pan,  and  fear  from  Ph<Bbaa« 
Whose  near  approach  I  hear.  Ye  stately  cedars. 
Forth  from  your  summits  bow  your  awful  heads{^ 
And  reverencii  the  gods.     Let  my  whole  moun* 

tain  tremble, 
Not  with  a  fearful,  but  religious  awe, 
And  holiness  of  horror.    You,  ye  winds, 
That  make  soft,  solemn  music  *mottg^tiM  leavet^ 
Be  all  to  stillness  hnsh'd ;  and  thou,  their  echo, ' 
Listen,  and  hold  thy  peace;  for  see  they  oome. 

Scene  opens,  and  dueoMrt  Apollo,  tUimiM  69 
CUo  oTid  Melpomene,  on  Ike  right  kend  if 
Midas,  Qnd  Pan  on  the  Uift^  whan  Tiiiiolus,«iCft 
Agno  und  Melinoe,  join. 


Begin,  celestial  candidates  for  praise. 
Begin  the  tuneful  contest :  I,  mean  while, 
With  heedful  notice  and  attention  meet. 
Will  weigh  your  merits,  and  decide  your  caosew 

From  Jove  begin  the  rapturous  song. 
To  him  our  earliest  lays  belong, 

We  are  his  otbpring  all ; 
Twas  he,  whose  looks  supremely  bright 
SmiVd  darksome  chaos  into  light. 

And  Cram'd  this  glorious  ball. 

PAW. 

Sylvanus,  in  his  shadowy  grove, 
'liie  seat  of  rural  peace  and  love. 

Attends  my  DifirioJays ; 
By  th'  altar  oK  the  myrtle  monnt,    [fomrt. 
Where  plays  the  wood-nymph's  favourite. 

Fll  celebrate  his  praise. 


Parnassus,  whereas  thy  boasted  height^ 
Where,  Pegasus,  thy  fire  and  flight, 
M'here  all  your  thoughts  so  bold  and  free. 
Ye  daughters  of  Mnemosyne? 
If  Pan  o'er  Phoebus  can  prevail. 
And  the  gieat  god  of  verse  shou'd  fail } 


From  Nature's  works,  afid  Nature*?  lawi^ 
We  6iid  delight,  and  seek  applause; 
The  prattling  streams  and  zephyrs  bland. 
And  fragrant  flow'rsby2ephynt  fami'd, 
llie  level  lawns  and  buxom  bow'rs,  * 
Speak  Natur-e  and  her  works  are  oun. 

MBLPOMBNE. 

What  were  all  your  fragrant  bow'rs, 
Splendid  days,  and  happy  hours. 
Spring's  verdant  robe,  fair  Flora's 
And  all  the  poets  of  #m  bosh  I      ^ 
What  the  paintings  of  the  grove. 
Rural  music,  miitb  and  love?^ 
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life  and  er^jojrvoift'd  1^, 
If  Ptifiebus  thooe  liot  on  xhem  alL 

MSLIHOV. 

We  chant  to  Phoebus,  kid^  of  dajr^ 
The  moniing  and  the  evening  lay. 
But  Pan,  each  satyr,  nymph  aiid  fswdy 
Adore  as  Mureat  of  the  lawn ; 
Vnm  peevish  March  to  joyous  Jud^j 
He  keep*  our  restle^  souls  ill  tune, 
WHboat  his  oaten  reed  and  song  ^ 
Pfadbbos,  thy  days  wou'd  seem  too  kmg. 

AVOUbO. 

Am  I  not  be^  who,  prescient  fVom  on  liigb; 
Send  a  hog  look  thro*  all  fUturity  ? 
Am  I  not  he,  to  whom  alone' belong 
Hie  powers  of  nwd'cine,  melody  andMBf  ? 
Jjiffuely  liberal,  as  divinely  bright. 
Eye  of  the  uniTerm  and  sire  of  light* 


Oct  oots  and  vales,  and  every  shepherd  swain, 

tn  pfurfahlf  prfr-eminenoe  1  reign ; 

With  pipe  on  plain,  and  nymph  in  secret  grdve. 

The  day  is  music,  and  the  night  is  love. 

t,  blest  with  tllese,  nor  envy  nor  desire 

Thy  gandy  chariot,  or  thy  golden  lyre; 

cuo. 

Soon  as  the  dawn  dispels  the  darki 
Illostiious  Phobos  *|^ns  t'  appear, 

Kodahnrd  by  the  herald  lark. 
And  ever-wakeftil  diailticleer. 

The  Penian  pays  biA  mbming  tow. 

And  all  the  turban'd  easterns  bow. 

Aono. 

fioon  As  the  evening  sbadesadvanoe^    . 

And  the  gilt  glow-wbrm  glitters  hk, 
Finrrastic  gambol,  gibe  and  dance, 

Fawtts,  nymphs  aild  drynds  all  prepare. 
Pan  shall  his  swains  from  toil  relieve. 
And  rutethe  revels  of  the  eve. 

keLPOiieffB. 

tn  munbeis  asskkiooth  asCallirboe's  stream, 
dfide  the  sUver  ton'd  vene  when  Apollo'i  the 

theme; 
While  oi»lri80wn  monnt  Cjrpanssus  is  seen. 
And  Daphne  preserves  hhr  immutablr  green. 
Well  hail  Hyperion  with  transport  so  Igng, 
Tb*  inventor,  the  patnti^  and  subject  of  song. 

xruhOc. 

Vniileon  the  calm  ocean  the  baTcyon  shall  breed, 
And  SyridK  sbaU  sigh  with  hermusiaal  reed. 
While  fairies^  end  satyrs,  and  fawns  ithall  approve 
The  music,  the  mnth,  sod  the  life  of  the  groVe, 
So  king  shaH  oar  Pan  be  than  thou  more  divine, 
For  he  shall  be  rising  when  tboo  sbalt  decline. 

1IIDAS4 

Ko  more— To  Pan  and  to  his  beauteous  nymphs 
I  do  a^jndge  the  prize,  as  is  most  due. 


£a/tfr /m)  Satyrs,  an^  crotDs  Mioas  wUhapait 
qf  ais^s  earu 

APOLLd. 

Such  rural  honours  all  the  gods  decree. 
To  those  who  sing  like  Pan,  and  judge  like  thee. 
lEx4unt  omntSm 


REASON  AND  IMAGINATION. 

A  FABLE. 

Imagination,  in  the  flight 

Of  young  desire  and  gay  delight* 

Began  to  think  upon  a  mate; 

As  weary  of  a  single  state ; 

Fat*,  sick  of  change,  as  left  at  will. 

And  cloy'd  with  enteruinment  still. 

Site  thought  it  better  to  be  grave, 

To  settle,  to  take  uj^,  and  save, 

^e  therefinre  t6  her  chamber  sped^ ' 

And  thus  at  first  attir'(|  her  head. 

Upon  her  hair,  with  brilliants  gracM^ 

Her  tow'r  of  beamy  gold  she  plac'd ; 

Her  ean  with  pendent  Jewels  glow'd 

Of  various  water,  curious  mude« 

As  nature  sports  th^  wintry  ice. 

In  many  a  whimiical  device. 

Her  eye*bruws  arch'd  upon  the  itream 

Ofmys,  b^ond  the  piercing  beam  I 

Her  cheeks  in'matclUess  ookmr  high. 

She  veilM  to  fix  the  gazer's  eye ; 

Her  paps,  as  white  as  &ncy  dnw8» 

She  covered  with  a  crimson  gauze ; 

And  on  ber  wmgs  she  tiirew  perfume 

From  bttds  of  ^^e^lasting  bloom. 

Her  zone,  nngifded  from  her  vest* 

She  wore  across  her  swelling  breast ; 

On  which,  in  gems,  this  verse  was  wrought, 

"  I  make  and  shift  the  scenes  of  thought.*' 

In  her  right  hand  a  wand  she  held, 

V^liich  magic*s  utmost  pow'r  excelled  ; 

And  in  her  left  retained  a  chart, 

With  figures  far  surpassing  art* 

Of  other  natures,  sunk  and  moons. 

Of  other  moves  to  higher  tunes. 

The  sylphs  and  sylphids^  fleet  as  light, 

Thefiuries  of  the  gamesome  night* 

The  muses,  graces,  all  attend 

Her  service,  to  her  joumey*s  end : 

And  Fortune^  sometimes  at  her  hand* 

Is  now  the  fiiv'riteof  her  band. 

Dispatched,  before  the  news  to  bear* 

And  all  tb'  adventure  to  prepare. 

Beneath  an  holm-tree's  friendly  shade»  - 
Was  Reason's  littJe.oottage  made; 
Before,  a  river  deep  and  still  i 
Behind,  a  rocky  swring  hill. 
Himself,  adom'd  in  seemly  plight* 
Was  reading  to  the  eastern  light ; 
And  ever,  as  he  meekly  knelt, 
Upon  the  Book  of  Wisdom  dwelt 
The  spirit  of  the  shifting  wheel, 
Thus  first  essay'd  his  pulse  to  fed.— 
<*  The  nymph  supreme  o'er  works  of  wit* 
O'^rlabour'd  plui,  and  lucky  hit* 
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Is  oofn'mg  to  your  homely  cot, 
Tocallyoutoa  noWer  lot; 
I,  Fortune,  promise  wealth  and  poir'r« 
By  way  of  matnmonia]  dow'r : 
Preferment  crownt  the  golden  day. 
When  fiiir  occasion  lea£  the  way." 
Thus  spake  the  frail,  capricious  dame, 
When  she  that  sent  the  message  came.— 

"  From  first  invention's  highest  sphere, 
I,  queen  of  imag'ry,  appear; 
And  throw  myself  at  Reason's  feet, 
Updn  a  weighty  point  to  treat. 
You  dwell  alone,  and  are  too  grave ; 
You  make  yourself  too  much  a  slave; 
Your  shrewd  deductiomi  run  a  length, 
Tdl  all  your  spirits  waste  their  strength: 
Your  fiiv»rite  logic  is  full  cloee ; 
Your  morals  are  to  much  a  dose  ; 
You  ply  yonr  studies  till  you  risk 
Your  senses:--yon  should  be  more  brisk— 
The  doctors  soon  will  find  a  flaw. 
And  lock  you  up  in  chains  and  straw. 
But,  ifyouareincUn'dtotake 
The  gen'rous  offer  which  I  make, 
I'll  lead  you  Iron  this  hole  and  ditch, 
To  gay  conception's  top-most  pitch; 
To  those  bright  plains,  where  crowd  in  swarms 
The  sptrite  of  fantastic  forms ; 
To  planets  papulous  with  elves; 
To  natures  still  above  themsdves. 
By  soaring  to  the  wond'roos  height 
Of  notions,  which  they  stiU  create; 
Fll  bnng  yon  to  the  pearly  cars. 
By  dragons  drawn,  above  the  stars : 
To  colours  of  Arabian  glow ; 
And  to  the  heart-dilating  show 
Of  pamtings,  which  surmount  the  life : 
At  once  your  tut'ress,  and  your  wife.**— 
— -"  Soft,  soft."  (say^  Reason)  « lovely  friend ; 
Tho'  to  a  pariey  I  aUend, 
I  cannot  take  thee  for  a  mate ; 
Vm  lost,  if  e'er  I  change  my  state. 
But  whensoe'er  yonr  raptures  rise, 
I'll  try  to  come  with  my  supplies; 
To  muster  up  my  sober  aid. 
What  time  your  lively  pow'rs  invade; 
To  act  coqjointly  in  the  war 
On  dulncss,  whom  we  both  abhor; 
And  ev»ry  sally  that  you  make, 
Imust  be  there,  for  condnct's  sake; 
Thy  correspondent,  thine  ally; 
Or  any  thing,  but  bind  and  tjfe— 
But,  ere  this  treaty  be  agreed. 
Give  me  thy  wand  and  winged  steed : 
Take  thou  this  compass  and  this  lile. 
That  wit  may  cease  to  play  the  fool; 
And  that  thy  vot'ries  who  are  bom 
*wr  pnuse»  may  never  sink  to  soora;*' 


^EfT  FEHSION  OF  THE  PSALMS. 
PSALM  CXLVIIL 


Hailbiujxh  I  kneel  and  sing 
Praises  to  the  heav'nly  Kmg  s 
To  the  God  supremely  great^' 
Hallelujah  in  the  height. 


Praise  him,  arcli-angeKe  band, 
7e  that  in  his  presence  stand; 
Praise  him,  ye  that  watch  and  pray, 
Michael's  myriads  in  amy. 

Praise  him.  Sun  at  each  extreme. 
Orient  streak,  and  western  beam  ; 
Moon  and  stars  of  mystic  dance, 
Silv'ring  in  the  blue  expanse. 

Praise  him,  O  ye  heights  that  soar 
Heav'n  and  Heav'n  for  evermore  ; 
And  ye  streams  of  living  rill 
Higher  yet  and  purer  still. 

Let  them  praise  his  glorious  name^ 
From  whose  fruitful  word  they  came  > 
And  they  firit  began  to  be 
As  he  gave  the  great  decree. 

Their  constitnent  parts  he  founds 
For  duration  without  bounds; 
And  their  covenant  has  seal'd. 
Which  shall  never  be  repeai'd. 

Pruse  the  Lord  on  earth's  domains; 
Praise,  ye  mutes,  that  sea  contains;^ 
They  that  on  the  surface  teap, 
And  the  dragons  of  the  deep. 

Battering  hail,  and  fires  that  glow. 
Streaming  vapoms,  plumy  snow; 
Wmd  and  storm,  his  wrath  incurr'd 
Wing'd  and  pointed  at  his  word. 

Mountains  of  enormous  scale. 
Every  bill  and  every  vale ; 
Fruit  trees  of  a  thousand  dies, 
Cedars  that  perfume  the  skies  I 

Beasts  that  haunt  the  woodland  maae. 
Nibbling  flocks  and  droves  that  graze  ; 
Reptiles  of  amphibious  breed, 
FeathePd  millions  form'd  for  speed. 

Kings,  with  Jesus  for  their  guide. 
Peopled  regions  far  and  jvide ; 
Heroes  of  their  country's  eause^ 
Princes,  judges  of  the  laws. 

Age  and  childhood,  youth  and  maid. 
To  his  name  your  praise  be  paid ; 
For  his  word  is  worth  alone 
Far  above  his  crown  and  thnne. 

He  shall  dignify  the  crest 
Of  his  people,  raisM  and  Uest ; 
While  we  serve  with  praise  and  pray 'rs. 
All  in  Christ  his  saints  and  hens. 


ODE  TO  LORD  BARNARD^ 

OH  HIS  ACCBSSIOX  TO  TBAT  HTU* 

Sis  licet  felix  ubicunque  mavis, 
fitmemorHostri.  Hob. 

MBiroMSKB,  who  charm'st  the  skies. 

Queen  olF  the  lyre  and  lute. 
Say,  shall  my  noble  patron  rise. 

And  thou,  sweet  Muse,  be  mute? 
Shall  fiune,  to  celebrate  his  praise. 
Her  loudest,  loftiest  accents  raise. 
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ODE  TO  LORD  BARNARD. 
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Andanber  nlver  tmmpt  employ^ 
And  tboa  restrain  thy  tvmefol  hand^ 
Avl  tboa  an  idle  list'ner  stand 

Amidst  the  general  joy  ? 

fbibid  it,  all  ye  powers  above, 

Tbat  human  hearts  can  tiy, 
Voiliid  it  gFBtitude  and  love, 

And  every  tender  tye  : 
Wm  it  not  he,  whose  pious  eares 
Uptwldmein  my  eailiest  years, , 

And  cheeed  melrom  his  ample  itore. 
Who  animatfd  my  designs, 
b  Roamn  and  Athenian  mines, 

Tosearch  Idt  kaimng's  ore ? 

ne  royal  hand,  my  lord,  shall  raise 

Tb  nobler  heights  thy  name, 
W1m»  praises  thee,  shall  meet  with  praise 

Ennobled  in  thy  £une. 
A  disposition  form'd  to  please. 
With  digmty  endear'd  bjr  ease. 

And  grandeur  in  good  nature  lost. 
Safe  more  of  genuine  desert. 
Have  norft  the  merit  of  the  heart, 

Thnn  arts  and  arms  can  boast. 

Can  I  fiicget  fiur  Raby*s  >  towers 

Hovawfbl  and  how  great ! 
Cm  1  fsfget  snch  bbssfbl  bowers, 

Sadi  splendour  in  retreat ! 
Where  me,  ev^  me,  an  infont  bard, 
Ctefeiand  'and  Hope3  indulgent  beard. 

(Then,  Esme,  1  felt  thy  first  alarms) 
Ah,  mnchlov'dpair! — tbo^  one  is  fled, 
fltill  one  compensates  for  the  dead. 

In  merit  and  in  charms. 

Omoie  than  compensation,  sore ! 

Oblfssingsonthylife! 
Lsng  may  the  three-fold  bliss  endure, 

b  dangbten,  sons,  and  wife! 
Hope,  eopyistof  her  mother's  mind, 
IslovcUest,  lireiiestorherlcind. 

Her  sonl  with  every  virtue  teems. 
By  none  JB  wit  or  worth  outdone. 
With  eyes,  that  shining  on  the  Sun, 

Ddfy  his  brightest  beams. 

Haili!  Charity's  cherubic  voice 

Odb  to  her  numerous  poor. 
And  bids  their  languid  hearts  rejoice. 

And  points  to  Raby*s  door ; 
With  open  heart  and  open  hands. 
There,  Hospitality — she  stands, 

A  nymph,  whom  men  and  gods  admire, 
Sanghtcr  of  heavenly  Goodness  she» 
Her  sister^  OeneroMty, 

And  Honour  is  her  sire. 

What  though,  my  kurd,  betwixt  us  lie 

rai  many  an  envious  league, 
8Qch  vast  extent  of  sea  and  sky, 

As  even  the  eye  fiitigue; 
ThoQgh  interposing  Ocean  raves, 
And  heaves  ha  Ueaven-assaultiog  waves, 

*  His  lordsbip's  seat  in  the  county  of  Durham. 

*  Qer  ble  grace  of  Cleveland. 
'The  honoaraMe  Mrs.  Hope. 


While  on  the  shores  the  billows  beat. 
Yet  still  my  grateful  Muse  is  ree^ 
To  tone  her  warmest  strains  to  thee^ 

And  lay  them  at  thy  feet 

Goodness  is  ever  kindly  prone 

To  feign  <what  fete  denies. 
And  others  want  of  worth  t'atone. 

Finds  in  herself  supplies: 
Thus  dignity  itself  restrams. 
By  oondescension's  silken  reins. 

While  you  the  lowly  Muse  Uprise  l 
When  such  the  theme,  ao  mean  the  bard» 
Not  to  reject  is  to  reward. 

To  pardon  is  to  praise. 


ODE  TO  LADY  HARRIOT, 

To  Harriot  all  accomplish'd  feir. 
Begin,  ye  Nine,  a  grateful  air; 
Ye  Graces,  join  her  worth  to  tell. 
And  blazon  what  you  can't  excell* 

Let  Flora  rifle  all  her  bowers. 
For  fragrant  shmbs,  and  painted  flow'rs. 
And,  in  her  vernal  robes  array'd. 
Present  them  to  the  noble  maid. 

Her  breath  shall  give  them  new  perfame. 
Her  blushes  shall  their  dyes  outbloom  ; 
The  lily  now  no  more  shall  boast 
Its  whiteness^  in  her  bosom  lost. 

See  yon  delickms  woodbines  rise 
By  oaks  exalted  to  the  skies. 
So  view  in  Harrk)t's  ipatchless  mind 
Humility  and  greatness  joined. 

To  paint  her  dignity  and  ease, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  form'd  to  please^ 
In  wreaths  expressive  be  there  wove 
The  birds  of  Venus  and  of  Jove. 

There  where  tb*  immortal  lanrel  grows,   - 
And  there,  where  blooms  the  crimson  rosej 
Be  with  this  line  the  chaplet  bound. 
That  beauty  is  with  virtue  crown'^* 


ODE  TO  THE  EARL  OF  NORTHUM* 
BERLAND, 

ON   HIS  BEING   ArPOlHTEO   LORD   LIBUTENANT  OF 

IRELAMD,    PRESBHTBD   ON   THB   BIRTB-DAV 

OF   LORD  W  ARK  WORTH. 

Whatb'er  distingiflsh'd  patriots  rise. 
The  times  and  manners  to  revise, 

And  drooping  merit  raise, 
The  song  of  triumph  still  pursues 
Their  fix>tsteps,  and  the  mural  Mttje 

Dwells  sweetly  on  their  praise. 

It  is  a  task  of  true  delight, 
The  ways  of  goodness  to  recite. 

And  all  her  worics  refined ; 
Though  modest  greatness  under  rate 
Its  lustre ;  'tis  as  fix'd  as  fate, 

Says  truth  with  music  join'd. 
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AH  hail  to  this  anspioiotis  in«ni, 
"When  we,  for  gallant  Warkwortb  bona. 

Our  gratulations  i»y : 
Though  Virtue  all  the  live-long  year, 
Befuse  her  eulogy  to  bear. 

She  must  attend  to  day. 

All  hail  to  thattransceodant  fi&ir, 
That  ctown'd  thy  wishes  with  an  beir. 

And  bfessM  her  native  land :  ' 
Still  shodbi  thy  undegenerate  line, 
like  oak  from  oak,  and  pine  frdm  pine. 

As  goodly  and  as  grand. 

O  bow  illustrious  and  divina 
Were  a|l  the  heroes  of  thy  lioe^ 

'Gainst  Rome's  ambitious  cheats 
Bom  all  these  base  insidians  arts, 
Which  woik  the  most  in  weakest  hearts. 

To  dare  and  to  defeat ! 

live  then  in  tijumpbo'er  deceit. 
That  with  new  hoDOurs  we  may  greet 

Hie  house  of  arms  and  artA, 
^11  blest  experience  shall  erinoe 
How  fairly  you  present  that  prince^ 

Who's  sotereign  of  our  hearts. 

In  pity  to  our  ^iiier  isle 

With  sighft  we  l^nd  thee  for  a  whil^  ; 

O  be  thou  soon  rest6r 'd, 
Tho' Stknhope,  Hallifaae  were  there^ 
We  never  had  a  man  to  spare 

Our  love  coiyld  less  affotd. 


tSE  Sfp-EETS  OF  Et^ENING. 

The  sweets  of  evening  chardi  the  mind, 

Sick  of  the  sultry  day  | 
The  body  then  no  moreoonfinM, 
But  exercise  with  freedom  joined, 

When. Phoebus  Sheathes  \Aii  ray. 

While  all*>sarene  the  summef  Moon 
Sends  glances  thro'  the  trefes. 

And  Phikxnel begins  her  tune, 

AsteHa  too  shall  help  her  soon 
With  voice  of  skilful  ease. 

A  nosegay,  every  thing  that  grows, 

•  And  music,  every  sound 
To  lull  the  Snn  to  his  repose  j 
I'he  skies  ai^  cokmned  like  the  rose 
With  lively  streaks  around. 

Of  all  the  changes  ttihg  by  time 

None  half  so  sweet  appear. 
As  those  when  thoughts  tbeo^iselves  sublime. 
And  with  siiperior  natures  chime 

In  fancy's  highest  spheres 


ODE  TO   A   FlBGtNlA   NIGHTIN- 
GALE, 

WHICH  WAS  CUSBD  OF  A  FIT  III  THB  BOSOM  OF  A 
YOVNO  LABV,  WHO  AFTEBWAUDS  NUBtSI)  THB 
ACTHUB   I2f   A  DAKGBBOUS   JLLKBSS*  • 

S  WEST  bird !  whose  fate  and  mane  agree. 
As  far  as  proud  buma&ity 


llie  parallel  will  own  ; 
O  let  our  voice  and  hearts  oombin^^ 
O  let  us,  follow  warblers,  join. 

Our  patroness  to  crown. 

When  heavy  hung  thy  flagging  wing. 
When  tb6b  could 'st  neither  move  nor  sitf^. 

Of  spiHts  %oid  and  rest ; 
A  lovely  nymph  her  aid  apply 'd. 
She  gave  the  bliss  to  Heav'n  allied^ 

And  cur'd  thee  on  her  breast. 

Me  too  tiie  kind  indulgent  maid. 
With  gen'rous  care  and  timely  aid» 

Restpr'd  to  mirth  and  health  ; 
Then  join'd  toiler,  O  may  I  t»roia 
By  friendship,  gratitude  and  love. 

The  pofverty  of  wealth. 


MARTIAL.    Book  1,  Ep.  86. 

WhbH  Brutus'  foil  #ing'd  fome   ttf   tot^i 
brotight,  [sought. 

Those  arms  het  friends  odnoeal'd,  h^  pasa6d 
She  soon  perctfiVd  their  poat  offidoue  wUes, 
Approves  their  zeal,  bat  at  their  Colly  tniles. 
What  Cato  taught,  Heaven  sure  captxit  deny» 
Bereav'd  of  all,  we  stili  have  pow'r  to  die. 
Then  ddwn  her  throat  the  burning  coal  conveyed!^ 
<*  Go  how,  ye  fotds,  and  hide  your  swivds,"  shii 
said. 


ON  A  lADT. 


THBoirivO  SNOW-BACtS  AT  UVt   tOVBB* 

From  the  Lktih  of  Petfonlns  Ascanius. 

W^HBN,  wanton  foir,  the  sndwy  orb  yoil  tbMV^ 
I  feel  a  fire  before  unknoim  In  snow, 
£'en  coldest  show  I  find. has  pow>r  to  wwm 
My  brpast,  when  flung  by  Julia's  ky^ely  arm. 
T'  elude  love*s  poweiftil  arts  1  strive  in  vain  j 
If  icb  and  snow  can  latent  fires  oohtaiik 
These  frolies  leave  j  the  force  of  beauty  prove  ; 
With  equal  passibo  cool  my  ardtot  Idvo. 


FABLES; 


I 


THE  JftHOjbESJLE  CRITIC  AND 
HOP  MERCHANT. 

FABLE  I. 
Hail  to  each  ancient  sacred  shade 
Ofthose^  who  gate  the  Muses  aid^ 
SkilPd  verse  mysterious  to  unfold,    . 
And  set  each  brilliant  thought  in*gold. 
Hail  Aristotle*s  honoured  shrine. 
And,  great  Longinos,  hail  t6  thine ; 
Ye  too,  whose  judgments  ne'er  eould  fiul. 
Hail  Horace,  and  Quintihan  hail ; 
And,  dread  of  every  Goth  abd  Hun, 
Hail  Pope,  and  peerless  Addison. 

Alas !  by  diflerent  steps  and  wa^ 
Our  modem  critics  aim  at  praise, 
And  rashly  in  the  learned  arts, 
They  judge  by  prejudice  and  parts; 
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Bnr  cmnpt  by  a  contracted  aoql, 

Hoir  ihottM  they  comprehend  the  whole  1^ 

1  know  of  nu^y  a  deep-leam'd  brother. 
Who  weigh*  one  science  by  another. 
And  makes  'mongst  bards  poetic  schism. 
Because  be  nnderatands  the  prism ; 
Tbinks  in  acuteness  he  surpasses, 
Prom  knowledge  oFtbe  optic-gla&sep. 
There  are  some  cnj^cs  in  the  nation, 
ProfiMmdIy  ^leni^d  Ifl  gravitation  ; 
Wbo  lika  th«  bulky  and  the  great. 
And  judge  by  quantity  and  weight. 
Some  wlio*re  extremely  skiird  in  bui1din|f, 
Jndgc  by  proportion,  form,  and  gilding. 
And  praise  with  a*  sagacious  look 
The  architecture  of  a  book. 

Soon  as  the  bops  arriv*d  from  Kent,. 
Forth  to  the  quay  the  merchant  went. 
Went  critieally  to  explore 
The  merit  of  the  hops  on  shore. 
Ckne  to  a  bag  he  took  his  standing. 
And  «t  a  Tentnre  thrust  his  hand  ib  ; 
Then,  with  the  face  of  a  physician. 
Their  caoloar  scann'd  and  their  oooditioa  ; 
He  trusts  hts  touch,  his  smell,  hls^eyes. 
The  goods  at  once  approves  and  buys. 

Catchup,  so  dextrous,  droll,  and  diy. 
It  happenM  Catchup  there  was  b^. 
Who  Ifte  IagD>,  arch  on  all. 
Is  nothing,  if  not  critical. 
He  with  a  sneer  and  with  a  shrug. 
With  eye  of  hawk,  and  face  of  pug, 
CryM  i   '*  Fellow,  I  admire  thy  fun, 
Tbon  most  judiciously  hast  done, 
Who  firom  one  bandfid  boyst  ten  ton. 
Does  it  not  enter  in  thy  crown. 
Some  m^  be  mouldy,  some  be  browns  •'- 
The  vacancies  with  leaves  supplied. 
And  some  half  plck'S  and  sdmo  half  dry  *d  ?" 
The  merchant,  who  Tom  Catchup  knew, 
(A  merchant  and  a  scholar  too) 
Said,  "^  What  Tve  done  is  not  absurd, 
I  know  my  chap  and  take  his  word. — 
On  thee,  thou  caviller  at  lai^ge, 
I  here  retort  thy  random  charge. 
Who,  in  an  hypercritic  rage, 
Jvdgeat  ten  volumes  by  a  pnge ; 
MTbote  woiid*rous  comprehensive  view 
Grasps  more  than  Solomon  e'er  knew ; 
With  every  thing  you  claim  alliance. 
Art,  trade,  profession,  calling,  science  ; 
You  mete  out  all  things  by  une  rule. 
And  are  an  muversal  fool. 
Thoogfa  swoln  wiU*  vanity  and  pride, 
You're  but  one  drivMler  nmltiplied, 
A  prig — that  proves  himself  by  starts. 
As  many  dolts — ^as  there  are  arts." 


TJI£  ENGUSN  BULL  DOG,  DUTCH 
MASriFF,  AND  QUAIL. 

FABLE  IL 

Aa  E  we  not  all  4f  mce  divine. 

Alike  of  an  immtirtal  line  ? 
I 

■  O,  gsntJelady^  do  not  put  me  to*t. 
For  i  am  nothing  if  not  critical. 

OrasLM,  Act,  2,  scene  5. 


Shall  man  to  maQa^brdderiskMi^ 
But  for  some  casual  division  { 
To  malice,  and  to  mischief  prone. 
From  climate,  canton,  or  from  zone. 
Are  all  to  idle  discoixl  bent. 
These  Kentish  men — ^those  men  of  Kent; 
And  parties  and  distinction  make. 
For  parties  and  distinction's  sake. 
Souls  sprung  from  an  etberial  fl^me^ 
However  clad,  are  still  the  same  , 
Nor  shoidd  we  judge  tb^  heart  or  bead» 
By  air  we  breathe,  or  earth  we  traa4« 
Darae  Nature,  who,  all  meritorious^ 
In  a  true  Englishman  is  glorious  ; 
Is  lively,  honest,  brave  anil  bonnyi, 
In  Monsieur,  Tafiy,  Teague,  and  SawnajEt 
Give  prejudices  to  the  wind, 
And  let's  be  patriots  of  mankind. 
Bigots,  avaunt,  sense  can't  endqre  y«^ 
But  fabulists  should  try  to  cure  y^ 

A  snub-nos*d  doc  to  fat  incJin'd     - 
Of  the  true  hogan  mog^in  kind. 
The  favourite  gCan  English  dame. 
Mynheer  Van  Tmmpo  was  his  namiei 
One  morning  as  he  cbane'd  to  i^nga. 
Met  honest  Towz^r  on  the  'Change  ; 
"  And  whom  have  we  got  b^e,  i  big,^ 
Q6oth  be, — and  fifted  up  his  le^  $ 
**  An  En^ish  dog  can't  take  an  airing 
But  foreign  sc6undrels  must  be  staring. 
I'd  have  your  French  dogs  and  your  Spafiish^ 
And  all  your  Dutch  cmd  all  your  Daui^ 
By  which  our  S|)ecies  is  conibunded, 
Be  hang'd,  be  poison'd,  or  be  drowned  { 
No  mercy  on  the  race  suspected. 
Greyhounds  from  Italy  excepted : 
By  them  my  dames  ne'er  prove  big-bellied, 
Fur  they,  poor  toads,  are  Farrinelliedi 
Well,  of  all  dogs  it  stands  confess'd. 
Your  English  bull  dogs  are  the  best; 
I  say  it,  and  will  set  my  hand  to't, 
Cambden  records  it,  an^  I'll' stand  to't; 
*Tis  true  wq  have  too  much  urbanity, 
Somewhat  o'ercharg'd  with  soft  huminity; 
The  best  things  must  find  food  for  railing. 
And  every  creature  has  its  foiling. "  > 

"  And  who  are  you  ?»*  reply'd  Van  Trump, 
(Curling  his  tail  upon  his  rump) 
*'  Vaunting  th^  regions  of  distraction. 
The  land  of  party  and  of  faction. 
In  all  fair  Eivnope,  who  but  W0, 
For  national  'economy ;  ^ 

For  wealth  and  peace,  that  have  more  charms 
Than  learned  art^,  or  noisy  arms  > 
You  envy  us  bqr  dancing  bogs. 
With  all  the  music  of  the  frogs ; 
Join'd  to  the  Tretchscntz'»l)onny  loon. 
Who  on  the  cymbal  grinds  the  time. 
For  poets,  and  the  Mu3^  nine. 
Beyond  comparison  we  shine : 
Oh  I  bow  we  warble  in  our  gizzards. 
With  X  X's,  H  H's  and  with  Z  Z's. 
For  fighting — now  you  think  Vm  joking  j 
We  love  it  better  for  than  smokiug. 
Ask  but  onr  troops,  from  man  to  boy. 
Who  all  survived  at  Fontenoy.  i 

*Tistnie,as  friends,  and  as  allies. 
We're  ever  ready  to  devise  j 
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Our  loves,  or  any  kind  sAirtaiieey 
That  may  be  granted  atadistanoe; 
But  if  you  go  to  brag,  good  bye  I'  ye, 
Kor  dare  to  brave  the  High  uid  Mighty." 
**  Wrong  are  tou  both,''  r^iiit  a  quail, 
CoDfiD'd  t^ithhi  Its  wiry  jail : 
**  Frequent  from  realm  to  realm  Vve  rang*d 
And  with  the  seasons,  climates  chang*d« 
Mankind  is  not  so  void  of  grace, 
But  good  I've  (bund  m  every  piece  r 
I've  seen  sincerity  in  ]h«noe, 
Amongst  the  Germans  complaisanoe  ^ 
In  ibfcgy  HoUand  wit  may  reign, 
I've  known  humility  in  S{mhi ; 
Free'd  was  I  by  a  tuibaif  d  Tm-k, 
Whose  Kfe  was  one  entire  good  work ; 
And  in  this  land,  fiur  freedom's  boast» 
BdioU  my  liberty  is  lost 
Bqipb'd  Hibemia  have  I  seen. 
Dejected  like  a  widow>d  queen ; 
Her  robe  with  dignity  Uk^  worn. 
And  cap  of  liberty  were  torn ; 
Her  broken  fife,  and  haip  uHstrttog; 
On  the  yncultui'd  groond  were  flung  ; 
Down  lay  her  spear,  defiPd  with  rust. 
And  book  of  learning  in  the  dust ; 
Her  loyalty  still  blameless  found. 
And  boBpitaljty  renown'd : 
Ko  more  the  voice  of  lune  engross'd. 
In  discontent  and  clamour  lost— 
Ah  !  dire  corruption,  art  thou  spread. 
Where  never  viper  rear'd  it^'s  had  } 
And  didst  thy  baleful  influence  sow. 
Where  hemlock  nor  the  nightshade  grow. 
Hapless,  disconsolate,  and  brave, 
fiibemia  !  who'll  Hibemia  save  ? 
Who  shall  assist  thee  in  thy  woe, 
Who  ward  from  thee  the  fatal  blow  f 
Tis  done,  the  glorious  work  is  done. 
All  thanks  to  Beaven  and  Hsrtingtoo. 

FASHION  AND  NIGHT. 
FABLE  III. 

Quam  tniilta  prava  atque  hijusta  fiont  moribus. 

Tiasirr. 
pAtHioN,  a  motley  nymph  of  yore. 
The  Cyprian  dueen  toPortens  bore  i 
Various  herself  in  various  climes, 
Sbe  moulds  the  manners  of  the  times  ^ 
And  turns  in  every  age  or  nation. 
The  diequer'd  wheel  of  variegation  ; 
True  female  that  ne'er  knew  her  will^ 
Still  changing,  tho'  immortal  stilt 
One  day  as  the  inconstant  maid 
'Was  careless  on  her  sofk  laid,   - 
Sick  of  the  Sun  and  tir'd  with  light,  ^ 

She  .thus  invuk'd  the  gloomy  Night : 
**  Come— 4hese  malignant  rays  deftrpy^ 
Thou  screen  of  shame,  and  rise  of  joy. 
Come  from*  thy  western  ambuscade, 
Queen  of  the  rout  and  masquerade : 
Nymph,  without  thee  no  cards  advance^ 
Without  thee  halts  the  loit'ring  dance  j 
Till  thou  approach,  all,  all's  restraint, 
"Sot  is  it  Fafe  to  game  or  paint ; 
The  belles  and  beaux  thy  influence  ask. 
Put  on  the  universal  mask. 


Let  us  invert,  in  thy  di«gutsd, 

That  odious  nature,  we  despise.^ 

She  ceased — the  sable  mantled  damtf 

With  slow  ^yproach,  and  a#ful,  came  | 

And  frowning  with  sarcastic  sneer, 

Reproach'd  the  female  rioieer : 

"  That  nature  you  abuse,  my  ftir. 

Was  t  created  to  repair. 

And  contrast  with  a  friendly  skide. 

The  pictures  Heaven's  rich  pencil  made^ 

And  with  my  sleep  alluring  dose. 

To  give  laborious  art  repose ; 

To  make  both  noise  and  action  ceaae^ 

The  queen  Of  secresy  and  peace. 

But  thou  a  rebel,  vile,  and  vain, 

Usurp'st  my  lawfhl  (id  domain  ; 

My  sceptre  thou  afiect'st  to  siray» 

And  all  the  Vatious  hours  are  day  ^ 

With  damours  of  umeal  joy. 

My  sister.  Silence,  you  destroy ; 

The  Mazing  lamp's  unnatural  light 

My  ^e  halls  weary  and  affright  i 

But  if  I  am  allow'd  one  shade. 

Which  no  intrusive  eyes  invade. 

There  all  the  atrocious  imps  of  Hell, 

Theft,  Murder,  and  Pollution  dwell : 

Think  thte  how  touch,  thou  toy  of  ohanee^ 

Thy  praise  is  likely  worth  t'  inhance  ; 

Blind  thmg  that  run*st  without  a  guide. 

Hum  whirlpool  in  a  rushing  tide. 

No  OMire  my  fame  with  praise  pollute,. 

Bnt  damn  me  into  seme  repute." 


WHEREAS  THE  POKEFtf 
FABLE  IT. 

Tat  poker  lost,  poor  Susan  stonn'd. 

And  all  the  rites  of  rage  perfbnnM; 

As  scolding,  crymg,  swearing,  sweating^ 

Abusing,  fldgetting,  and  fretting. 

<*  Nothing  but  villainy,  and  thieving; 

Good  Heavens !  what  a  world  we  live  in  t 

If  I  don't  find  it  In  the  morning, 

I'll  surely  give  my  master  warning. 

He'd  better  &r  shut  up  his  doon,  . 

Than  keep  such  good  for  nothing  whores  ; 

For  whereaoe'er  thehr  trade  they  drive. 

We  vartuoQs  bodies  cannot  thrive." 

Well  may  poor  Susan  grunt  and  groan  ^ 

Misfortunes  never  come  alone. 

But  tread  each  other's  heels  in  throngs,   ' 

For  the  next  day  she  lost  the  tongs ; 

The  salt  boa,  cullender,  and  pot. 

Soon  shar'd  the  same  untimely  lot 

In  vain  she  vails  and  wages  spent 

On  new  ooes-^or  the  new  ones  went 

There'd  been,  (she  swore)  some  dev*!  or  witch  is^ 

To  rob  or  plunder  all  the  kitchen: 

One  night  she  to  her  chamber  crept ; 

(Where  for  a  month  she  bad  not  ifept  j 

Her  master  being,  to  her  seeming, 

A  better  playfellow  than  dreaming.)' 

Cune  on  the  author  of  these  wrongs^ 

^D  her  own  bed  she  found  the  tongs,  . 

(  Hang  Thomas  for  an  idle  joker ! ) 

In  her  own  bed  she  fuilnd  the  poker^ 
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Wiftk  nHboBi,  pepper  box,  and  IbetUe, 
WiHian  the  coiinary  metaL^ 
Bemni'd,  yeftir,  by  Susan's  crosses. 
Keep  chaste,  and  guard  youndves  from 
For  if  yoQDg  girls  ddight  in  kissing, 
K»  TCoder,  that  tba  poker's  missing. 


TBE  TBA  POT  AND  SCRUBBING 
BRUW. 

FABLE  V. 

ArAwmT  tea-pot,  a^l»-mode, 
Wbereart  her  utmost  skill  bestow'd^ 
Wai  BQch  esteem'd  fir  being  old, 
iad«B  its  sides  with  red  and  gold 
ftnnge  beasts  were  drawn,  in  taste  Chinese, 
Aad  frightful  fish,  and  hump-baok  trees. 

Sigh  in  an  eUgnnt  beaufet, 
Kb  pompons  utensil  was  set, 
Aad  near  it,  on  m  marble  slab, 
Vonakea  by  some  careless  drab, ' 
A  uteiansci  ubbing-brosh  was  plac'd, 
Aai  the  rich  furniture  disgrac'd* 
IWteaFpotsQon  began  to  flout, 
Aaithas  its  Tentun  spouted  out :    - 
**  Who  from  the  scullery  or  yard, 
Inoght  mthis  low,  this  nle  blackgward, 
Asd  laid  in  insolent  position, 
AaoBg  OS  people  of  condition  ? 
iKk  to  the  helper  in  the  stable, 
Seoar  the  doae-stool,  or  wash-house  table  i 
Or  elouise  some  horsing  block,  or  plank, 
Kor«breappioach  us  folks  of  rank. 
Tan— brother  coffee-pot,  your  spout, 
Obene  the  nasty  ednking  lout, 
Wko  leeou  to  scoan  my  indignation, 
Nor  pajrs  due  bonsage  to  my  faabion ; 
Take,  silver  sugar  msh,  a  view, 
Aad,  eoosm  cream  pot,  pray  do  yon.'* 
"  Ptt  on  yon  all,^  repliea  old  Scrub, 
"  Of  oonomba  ye  confederate  club. 
hi  of  impeitinence,  and  praie^ 
Ye  kste  an  things  that  are  sedate.. 
Noae  bat  sach  ignorant  infemals, 
Jid^  by  appeanmee,  and  externals : 
TiiiaM  np  in  toil  and  useful  knowledge, 
Vm  feUov  of  the  kitxdien  college, 
Aad  with  the  mop,  my  old  associate, 
1W  faanly  aflhirsoegociate. — 
Aa  foe  to  fUCh,  and  things  obscene. 
Dirty  by  making  others  dean.-^ 
Kotthhaog,  yet  I  cause  to  shine, 
Vy  roagliBMS  makes  my  neighbours  fine  i 
ToQ'refrurwicboat,  but  fool  within, 
Wkh  ahame  impregnated,  and  sin  ^ 
To  yoQ  each  impioas  seandars  owing, 
Yoa  set  each  goasip's  clack  a  going.— 
Hov  Panon  Tytiie  in  secret  sins. 
Aid  bow  Bliss  Dainty  brought  forth  twlhs : 
ftwdetf  delicioQS  Polly  Bhxnn, 
Owes  afl  her  sweetness  to  perfume ; 
TtmiKh  grafe  at  church,  and  cards  can  bet, 
Atoaee  a  p«nde  and  a  coquette. — 
Tm  better  tor  each  British  Tirgin, 
WhMon  foast  beef,  ftroogbeer,  and  sturgeon. 


Joyous  to  breaklisst  they  sat  ramid. 
Nor  were  asham'd  m  eat  a  pound. 
Thebe  were  the  manners,  these  the  ways, 
In  good  queen  Besses  golden  days ; 
Each  damsel  ow'd  her  bloom  amd  glee» 
To  adkolesome  elbow-grease,  and  me. 
But  now  they  centre  aJl,  their  joys 
In  empty  rattle  traps  and  noise. 
Thus  where  the  Pates  send  you,  they 
Flagitious  times,  which  ne'er  will  mend^ 
Till  some  philosopher  can  find, 
A  scrubbing-brush  to  scour  the  mind,** 


THE  DUELLIST. 

FABLE  VL 

What's  honour,  did  your  lordship  say  B 

My  lord,  I  humbly  crave  a  day.— 

'Tis  difficult,  and  in  my  mind, 

Like  substance,  cannot  be  defin'd* 

It  deals  in  numerous  externals. 

And  is  a  lejcion  of  infemals  $ 

Sometimes  in  riot  and  in  play, 

Tis breaking  of  the  Sabbath  day: 

When  'tis  oonsider'd  as  a  passion, 

I  deem  it  lost  and  fornication. 

We  pay  our  debts  in  honour's  causey 

Lost  in  the  breaking  of  the  laws : 

Tis  for  some  selfish  impious  end» 

To  murder  the  sincerest  friend ; 

But  wou'd  you  alter  all  the  clan. 

Turn  out  an  honourable  man. 

Why  take  a  pistol  from  the  shelf. 

And  fight  a  duel  with  yourself. — 

'Twas  on  a  time,  the  Lord  knows  when. 

In  Ely,  or  in  Lincoln  fen, 

A  frog  and  mouse  had  long  disputes. 

Held  in  the  language  of  the  brutes. 

Who  of  a  certain  pool  and  pasture, 

Shou'd  be  thesorereign  and  master. 

"  Sir,^'  says  the  frog,  and  damn'd  his  blood* 

"  I  hold  that  my  pretension's  good; 

Nor  can  a  brute  of  reason  doubt  it. 

For  all  that  you  can  squeak  about  it" 

The  mouse,  averse  to  be  o'erpower'd. 

Gave  him  the  lie,  and  call'd  him  coward  j 

Too  hard  for  any  frog's  digestion. 

To  hare  bis  frogbood  call'd  in  question ! 

A  bargain  instantly  was  made. 

No  mouse  of  honour  could  erade. 

On  the  next  mom,  as  soon  as  light. 

With  desperate  buUmshes  to  fight ; 

The  morning  came— and  man  to  num, 

llie  grand'  monomachy  began  ; 

Need  I  recountboir  each  bravado. 

Shone  in  mbotant  and  in  paamdo ; 

To  what  a  height  their  ire  they  cany'd, 

How  oft  they  thrusted  and  they  parry'd ; 

But  as  these  champions  kept  dt^ensing. 

Finesses  in  the  art  of  fSmcing, 

A  furious  vulture  took  upon  her. 

Quick  to  decide  this  point  of  honour. 

And,  lawyer  like,  to  make  an  end  on't, 

Devour'd  both  plaintiff  and  defendant. 

Thus,  often  in  our  British  nation, 

(I  speak  by  way  of  iipplication} 
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SMARP8  POEMS, 


A  He  direct  to  lone  hot  foiitb. 

The  giving  vfaicb  perhaps jtm  tfotb, 

The  treading  en  a  troundret'a  toe. 

Or  dealing  impadence  a  Mow, 

Dispute*  ia  politics  and  )aw. 

About  a  fea|lier  and  a  straw ; 

A  thoasand  trifles  not  «otth  Boming, 

In  whoring,  jockesringi  and  ganaing,   . 

Shall  eaase  a  challenge's  inditiig^ 

And  set^two  loggerheads  a  fighting, 

Meanwhile  the  father  of  despair. 

The  prince  of  TaaHr  and  air. 

His  qnerry,  like  an  hawk  discovering^ 

O'er  their  devoted  beads  hangs  hoveriogi 

Secure  to  get  in  his  tuition, 

Tbes^  voluntatis  for  black  pefditiaa. 


THE  COUNTRY  SQUIRE  4ND  TBE 
MANDRAKE. 

FABLE  VIL 

Trb  Sun  had  iais*d  above  the  fnead 
His  gbrious  horizontal  boad ; 
8(w)  Philomela  leftber  thoro ; 
The  lively  linnetft  hymn*d  the  mom. 
And  Nature,  like  a  waking  bride. 
Her  blushes  spread^  on  erery  side  ; 
The  oock  as  usual  ctow'd  up  Tray, 
Who  nightly  with  his  master  lay ; 
Theiaitbfnl  spaniel  gave  the  woid, 
Trelooby  at  the  signal  stirr'd, 
And  with  his  gun,  from  wood  to  wood, 
The  man  of  prey  his  course  .parsu'd ; 
The  dew  and  herbage  all  aroimd, 
Like  pearls  and  emeralds  on  the  ground  | 
Th*  uncuftur'd  flowers  that  mdely  rise. 
Where  smiling  freecbm  art  defies ; 
Tlie  lark,  in  transport,  toiv'ring  high. 
The  crimson  curtains  of  the  ricy, 
Affected  not  Trrlooby's  mind— 
For  what  is  beauty  to  the  Mind  ? 
Th»  *tnopous  Toiee  ofsylvan  love, 
Form'd  ohnrmhtg  concerts  hi  the  grove  ; 
Sweet  zephyr  sigh'd  on  Florals  breast. 
And  drew  the  blackbird  fiom  his  nest ; 
Whistling  be  leapt  from  leaf  to  leaf ; 
But  wliat  iSTliosic  to  the  deaf  ? 

At  length  while  poring  on  the  grbund, 
WJth  monumental  look  profound, 
A  curious  vegetable  caught 
His — something  similar  to  thought: 
Wondering,  he  ponder'd,  stooping  lor, 
(Trelooby  alwajrs  lov'd  a  show) 
And  on  the  mandrake's  vernal  station, 
Star'dwith  prodigions  ;i)Serratioi>. 
Th*  affronted  mandrake  with  a  frown. 
AddresK'd  in  rage  the  wealthy  clown. 

"  Proud  member  of  the  rambling  race; 
That  vegetate  from  place  to  place, 
Pnrsuethe  leveret  at  large, 
^or  near  thy  blunderbuss  discharge, 
nisdainful  thongh  thou  look'st  onm^. 
What  art  thou,  or  what  can'st  thoa  be } 
Nature,  that  matk^d  thee  as  a  tbol, 
Gave  no  m&tprials  for  the  school. 
In  what  consists  thy  work  and  frame  } 
The  preservationsof  the  game.— 


For  what  ?  tlMm  araricSoiM  elf. 

But  to  destroy  itaU4hysalf ; 

To  lead  a  life  of  drmk  and  feast, 

T*  oppnas  the  poor,  and  cheat  the  priest. 

Or  triumph  io  a  rirgin  lost. 

Is  all  the  miinhoad  thoQ  caiMl  botst.-f- 

Pretty,  in  Nature's  various  plan, 

To  see  a  weed  that's  like  a  man  ; 

But  'tis  a  grievous  thing  indeed. 

To  sea  a  man  so  like  a  weed*" 


THE  BROCADED  GOfFNAND  LINEN 
RAG. 

. .      FABLE  VUI, 

Ftoy  a  fine  lady  to  her  maid, 

A  gown  descended  of  brocade. 

French  ! — Yes,  from  Paris-xtbaff  eoflngfra 

That  wou'd  give  dignity  to  itHff. 

By  accident  or  by  design. 

Or  from  some  cause,  I  can't  divine  ; 

A  linen  rag,  (sad  source  of  wrangf  tng  I) 

On  a  contiguous  peg  was  dangling. 

Vilely  besmear'd-— for  late  his  master. 

It  Berv*d  in  quality  of  platster. 

The  gown,  oontemptuOiA  beholder. 

Gave  a  French  'shrug  fhnn  either  sljooIdeTt 

And  ru8t|in|^  with  emotions  fbrious. 

Bespoke  the  rag  in  terms  iiljurious. 

<'  Unfit  for  tinder,  lint,  or  fodder, 

Thou  thmg  of  filth,  (and  what  is  odder) 

Discarded  from  thy  owner's  back, 

Dar'st  thou  pTT)cee<(,  and  gold  attack  ? 

Instant  away — or  in  this  place, 

Begar  me  give  you  coup  ue  grace."" 

To  this  reply'd  the  honest  rag, 
Wbo  lik'd  a  jest,  and  was  a  wag ; 

**  Though  thy  glib  tongue  without  a  bait  roiH 
Thou  shabby  second-hand  subaltern, 
A  t  once  so  ancient  and  so  easy, 
At  once  so  gorgeous  and  so  greasy ; 
I  value  not  thy  gasconading,^ 
Nor  all  thy  alamode  parading ; 
But  to  abstain  from  words  imperious. 
And  to  be  sober,  grave,  and  serious. 
Though,  says  friend  Horace,  'tis  no  tTeasOB« 
At  once  to  giggle,  and  to  reason. 
When  me  you  lesson,  friend,  yon  dream, 
For  know  1  am  not  what  I  seem ; 
Soon  by  the  miirs  refining  motion. 
The  sweetest  daughter  of  the  ocean. 
Fair  Medway,  shall  with  snowy  hue. 
My  virgin  purity  renew. 
And  give  me  reinform'd  existence, 
A  good  retention  and  subsistence. 
Then  shall  the  sons  of  genius  join. 
To  make  my  second  life  divine. 
O  MutRAr,  let  me  then  dispense. 
Some  portion  of  thy  eloquence ; 
For  Greek  and  Roman  rhetoric  shinew 
United  and  improved  in  thine. 
The  spirit  stirring  sage '  alamii^. 
And  Ciceronian  sweetness  clmrms. 
Th*  Athenian  Akenside  may  deign 
To  stamp  me  deathless  with  his  pen, 

'  Demosthenes. 
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WUle  flovs  aflpiwa  b)r  iO  tlM  iriiMl 
Th'  immorta)  iool  of  ev^  fine. 
Conins,  perlMptf  bifl  aid  Quiy  lew!, 
Mdpooiciw'B  tdected  iUeod. 
PeriMfS  oof  greal  Aagqstn  Ofiiy 
May  grace  ue with  aDoriclaj; 
With  sweet,  with  QHOily  Words  of  woe, 
That  nerroosly  pathetio  tow. 
Wha^  Maaah,  may  I  owe  to  jfou  ? 
taamiqg's  firrt  pnde,  and  Natore'A  too  | 
Ob  thee  she  cast  her  sweetest  smile, 
Aad  gavetliee  Aft'8  corteetingftle ; 
That  file,  whkh  with  atsMhxKis  pain, 
The  Tiper  Eawy  bites  in  rain.— 
Sach  Tories  toy  mean  lot  betide. 
Hear,  tawdry  fool,  and  ehedc  thy  pride,-^ 
Than,  after  acoaring,  dying,  turning, 
(If  haply  thon  escape  a  burning) 
Fkom  gown  to  {Petticoat  dMccnding, 
Aad  in  a  Wggar's  mantle  ending, 
SbaH  in  a  dunghill  or  a  stye, 
'Midst  filth  and  vermin  rot  aod  die. 


M J  J}  AM  AND  TBJS  MAGFIB, 

FABLE  iX, 

Yi  thnmders  foil,  ye  oceans  nnr, 

And  wake  the  luogh  ret|ounding  shore  ; 

Ye  gmis  insAioke  and  flames  engage, 

And  shake  the  ramparts  with  your  rage  | 

Boieas  distend  your  chops  and  blow ; 

Riag,  ring,  ye  honny  bells  of  Bow  ^ 

Ye  drams  and  rattles,  rend  ^he  ears, 

like  twenty  thousand  Southvark  fisiirs  ; 

Bellow,  ye  bulb,  and  bawl,  ye  bats, 

Enonre,  .encore,  ye  amorous  caU ;  • 

Ib  vam.  poor  things,  ye  squeak  and  squall, 

Soft  Sylvia  diall  out- tongue  you  all  : 

But  here  sbfe  comes-«there's  no  relief, 

Sbe  comes,  aad  blessed  are  the  deaf. 

"  A  magpie !  lAy,  you're  mad,  my  dear. 

To  bring  a  chaUering  magpie  here. 

A  prating  play  thing,  fit  for  boys-*- 

You  know  I  can't  endtm  a  noise. — 

YoQ  brought  this  precious  present  sure. 

My  headach  and  my  cough  to  cure. 

Pray  hand  him  in  and  let  him  stain 

Each  curtain,  and  each  counterpane ; 

Yes,  he  shall  roost  upon  my  toilet. 

Or  on  my  piilowr-he  can't  spoil  it : 

He'll  only  aihke  me  catch  my  death.—' 

O  HcaTeas  \  for  a  liUle  breath  !— 

Thank  God,  I  nererkoew  resentment. 

Bat  am  all  patience  and  contentment. 

Or  else,  you  paltry  knave,  I  shon'd 

(As any  other  woman  woo'd) 

Wring  off  his  neck,  and  down  your  gullet 

Crun  it,  by  way  of  chick  or  pullet.^- 

Well,  1  must  lodt  up  all  my  rings. 

My  jewels,  and  my  curious  things  : 

My  Chinese  toys  milst  go  to  pot ; 

My  dear,  my  pinchbecV8-*ftnd  what  not  ? 

Forall  your  magpies  vtt,  like  lawyers. 

At  once  thieves,  brawlers,  and  destroyen.— 

Yoo  for  a  wife  have  search'^  the  globe, 

Vwi're  got  a^rery  fmale  Job[, 


Pattern  of  love,  and  peaoe,  and  onltyi 
Or  how  cou'd  jrou  expect  impmiity  ^ 
O  Lord  \  this  nasty  thing  wiU  bite, 
And  scratch  imd  clapper,  claw  and  fight. 
O  monstnmswretcbt  thus  to  devise. 
To  tear  out  your  poor  Sylvia's  eyes* 
You're  a  fins  Popish  plot  pnrsning» 
By  presents  to  AffiBCt  mf  raini 
And  thus  for  good  am  ill  retorting 
To  MB,  who  hnmght  you  snch  a  foitne  ; 
To  MB>  you  low-Iiv'd  clown,  to  mb. 
Who  came  of  inoh  a  fonily  $ 
Mb,  who  for  age  to  agpe  possem^d 
A  lion  rampant  on  my  crost  | 
Mb,  who  have  flIPd  yonr  empty  aothnt 
Mb,  who'd  io  many  better  dfort; 
And  is  my  merit  ttins  rsgmded^ 
Cuckold,  my  virtue  thui  rewarded. 

0  'tis  post  «nflerano6--Mary—- Itey^ 

1  foint^^theeitraay  or  the  clary," 

The  poor  man,  who  had  bought  the  ciettmni^ 
Outofpure  cof9agalfood-natam|  - 
Stood  at  this  violent  attack. 
Like  statues  made  by  Roubilliao^ 
Though  form'd  beyond  all  skill  aiKii|ti8^ 
They  can't  their  mirble  silence  break ; 
Tbey  only  breathe,  and  think,  and  stm% 
Astonish'd  at  their  maker's  art. 
Quoth  Mag,"  Fmr  Orinle,  I  flmstgiul^ 
Your  spouse  a  magpjm  cannot  want : 
For  troth  (to  give  (he  Dev*!  his  due) 
He  keeps arookery  in  yon. 
Dont  fear  I'll  tai^  kmg,  sweet  lady.* 
Where  there  is  diQ  enough  alnady. 
We  never  should  agree  together. 
Although  we're  sd  much  of  ^.  itmther ; 
You're  fond  of  peace,  no  man  CAn  doubt  it. 
Who  makesuch  wand'rons  noiae  abont  it } 
And  your  tongue  of  iaunortal  monM 
Proclaims  hi  thunder  you're  no  scold. 
Yes,  yes,  you're  sovereign  of  the  tongue. 
And  like  the  king  can  do  no  wvoog ; 
Justly  vour  spouse  restrains  his  soictf. 
Nor  vainly  answers  words  with<noise  ; 
This  storm,  whksh  nosoul  can  endure^ 
Requires  a  very  different  cose ; 
Fur  such  sour  veijuice  dispositioni, 
Your  crabsticks  are  the  b^  physidaaL" 

THE  BLOCKHEAD  ANDfiEEBlFE. 

FABLE  X. 

Tub  fitigrance  of  the  new-mown  hay 

Paid  incense  to  the  god  of  day ; 

Wbo  issuing  frpm  his  eastern  gate. 

Resplendent  rode  in  all  his  state: 

Roos'd  by.  the  light  from  soft  repose^  . 

Big  with  the  Muse,  a  bard  arose. 

And  the  (cesh  garden's  still  retreat 

He  meaiiured  with  poetic  feet. 

The  cooling,,  high,  o'er-arcbing  shade. 

By  the  embracing  branches  made. 

The  smooth  shorn  sod,  whose  verdant  gk)s% 

Was  chcck'd  with  intermingled  moss. 

Cowslips,  like  topazes  that  shine. 

Close  by  the  silver  serpentine. 

Rude  rustics  which  assert  the  bow'rS| 

Amidst  the  edii^ared  flow  Vs. 
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The  lime  tree  and  •wect-ieented  bay, 
(The  sole  reward  uf  roaoy  a  lay) 
And  all  the  poets  of  the  wing, 
Who  sweetly  without  salary  sing. 
Attract  at  onoebisobsenratioD, 
Peopling  thy  wilds,  Imaginatioo ! 
*'  Sweet  Nature,  who  tliis  turf  bedews, 
Sweet  Nature,  who's  the  thrush's  Muse ! 
How  she  each  anxious  thought  beguiles. 
And  meet^  me  with  ten  thoiuand  smiles ! 
O  infinite  benignity ! 
She  smiles,  but  not  alone  on  me ; 
On  hill,  on  dale,  on  lake,  on  lawn. 
Like  Celia  when  her  picture's  drawn ; 
Assuming  oountless  charms  and  airs. 
Till  Hajrman's  matchless  art  despairs, 
Pausing  like  me  he  dreads  to  fidl 
From  the  divine  originaL'' 

More  had  he  said---but  in  there  came 
A  lout-— Squire  Booby  was  bis  name.— - 
ThQ  bard,  who  at  a  distant  view 
The  busy  prattling  blockhead  knew, 
Retir'd  into  a  secret  no6k. 
And  thence  his  obseryations  took. 
Vex'd  he  cou'd  find  no  man  to  tea  c. 
The  squire  'gan  chattering  to  the  bett. 
And  pertly  with  officious  mien, 
He  thus  addressed  their  humming  qoeen : 
*'  Madam,  he  not  in  any  terrours ; 
I  only  come  f  amend  your  enrmrs ; 
My  inendshi]p  briefly  to  display. 
And  put  you  in  a  better  way. 
Cease,  madam,  (if  I  may  advise) 
To  carry'  honey  on  your  thighs, 
Empky  ('tis  better,  I  aver) 
Old  Grub,  the  fairies*  coach-maker  ; 
For  he  who  has  sufficient  art 
To  make  a  coach,  may  make  a  cart 
To  these  you'll  yoke  some  sixteen  beet. 
Who  will  dispatch  your  work  with  ease  ; 
And  come  and  go,  and  go  and  come, 
To  bring  your  honey  harvest  home. — 
Ma*am,  architecture  you're  not  skilPd  in, 
1  don't  approve  your  way  of  building  ; 
In  this  there's  nothing  like  design, 
Pray  learn  the  use  of  Gunter's  line. 
I'll  serve  your  highness  at  a  pinch, 
I  am  a  sdiolar  every  inch, 
And  know  each  author  1  lay  fist  on. 
From  Archimedes  down  to  Whiston.— 
TlK)ugb  honey  making  be  your  trade. 
In  chemistry  you  want  some  aid. — 
Pleas'd  with  your  work,  altho*  you  sing. 
You're  not  quite  right— ^tis  not  the  thing* 
Myself  wou'd  gladly  be  an  actor. 
To  help  the  honey  manufocture. — 
I  hear  for  war  you  are  preparing. 
Which  I  should  like  to  have  a  share  in : 
Yet  though  the  enemy  be  landing, 
'Tts  wrong  to  keep  an  army  standing.— 
If  youll  ensure  me  from  the  laws, 
I'll  write  a  pamphlet  in  your  cause.— 
I  vow,  I  am  concerned  to  see 
Your  want  of  state — economy. 
Of  nothing -living  I  pronounce  ill, 
But  I  don^t  like  your  privy-coiincil. 
There  is,  I  know,  a  certain  bee, 
(Wou'd  he  was  from  the  ministry) 


I 


Which  certain  bee,  if  rigliUy  koowi^ 

Wou'd  prove  no  better  than  a  drone  ; 

There  are  (but  I  shall  name  no  namest 

1  never  love  tolundle  flames) 

A  pack  of  rogues  with  crimes  grotni  caUouv 

Who  greatly  wou'd  adora  the  gaUowa; 

That  with  the  wasps,  for  paltry  goU, 

A  secret  correspondence  hold. 

Yet  you'll  be  great^-yoor  subjects  free. 

If  the  whole  thing  be  left  to  me.—" 

Thus,  like  the  waters  of  the  ooean. 
His  tongue  had  run  in  ceaseless  motMV 
Had  not  the  queen  ta'en  np  in  wratli» 
This  thing  of  folly  and  of  froth. 

"  Impertinent  and  witless  meddler, 
Thoiismattering,«mpty,  noisy  pedlerl    ' 
By  vanity,  thou  bladder  blown, 
Tobe  the  football  of  the  town. 
O  h^py  England,  land  of  freedom^ 
Replete  with  statesmen,  if  she  need  'em. 
Where  war  is  wag'd  by  Sue  or  Nell, 
And  Jobson  is  a  Maohiavel ! — 
Tell  Hardwick  that  his  judgment^uls. 
Show  Justke  how  tu  hold  her  scales.— 
To  fire  the  soul  at  once,  and  please, 
Teach  Murray  and  Demosthenes ; 
ISay  Vane  is  not  by  goodness  grac'd, 
And  wants  humanity  and  taste.— 
Thu'  Pdham  with  Maecenas  vies. 
Tell  Fame  she's  false,  and  Truth  she  lies  | 
And  then  return,  thou  vei  bal  Hector. 
And  give  the  bees  another  lecture." 
This  said,  the  portal  she  nnbarr'd. 
Calling  the  bees  upon  their  guard. 
And  set  at  once  about  his  ears 
Ten  thousand  of  her  grenadiers. — 
Some  on  his  lips  and  palate  hung. 
And  the  offending  member  stung. 
"  Just "  (says  the  bard  from  out  the  grot) 
*'  Just,  though  severe,  is  your  sad  lot. 
Who  think,  and  talk,  and  live  in  vain. 
Of  sweet  society  the  bane. 
Business  misplac'd  is  a  mere  jest. 
And  active  idleness  at  best" 


TEE  CITIZEN  AND  THE  RED  LION 
OF  BRENTFORD. 

FABLE  XI. 

I  LOVE  my  ftieQd--but  love  my  ease. 
And  claim  a  right  myself  to  please; 
To  oompanv  however  prone. 
At  times  all  men  woa'd  be  alone. 
Free  from  each  interruption  rude. 
Or  what  is  meant  by  solitude. 
My  villa  lies  within  the  bills, 
So— like  a  theatre  it  fills  X 
To  me  my  kind  acquaintance  stray. 
And  Sunday  proves  no  sabbath  day; 
Yet  many  a  friend  and  near  relation. 
Make  up  a  glorious  congregation  ; 
They  crowd  by  dozens  and  by  dozens. 
And  bring  me  all  their  country  cousins. 
Though  cringing  landkjnls  on  the  road, 
W  ho  find  for  man  and  hone  abode  ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


PABLES. 


tlioii^  gUded  gimpes  to  sign-poft  chuB*d, 
umte  them  to  be  entertained, 
And  ttr&ddUns  cross  Ji'u  kilderkin, 
Tboof  h  jolly  Bacchus  calls  them  in ; 
Kaj'-'-thoagh  my  landlady  wooM  trust 'em,  ^ 
l*ilgarlic*s  sort  of  all  the  custom  ; 
And  hb  whole  house  is  like  a  Hair, 
tJnlcfes  he  only  treats  with  air. 
What  >  shall  each  pert  half  witted  vit» 
That  calls  me  Jack,  or  caHs  me  Kit, 
Prey  or  toy  time^  or  on  my  table  ?  - 
No— hot  let's  hasten  to  the  frbla     . 

The  ere  advanced,  the  Sun  dedin'dy 
Ball  to  the  booby-hutch  was  join*d, 
A  wealthy  oodmey  drove  away. 
To  odebrate  Saint  Saturday ; 
Wife,  daughter,  pug,  all  crouded  ia. 
To  meet  at  country  bouse  their  kin. 
t-inro'  Bi«Btfocd,  to&ir  Twickenham's  bow'n, 
The  o&greas'd  grumbling  axle  seow*rs. 
To  pass  in  rural  sweets  a  day, 
But  thiere's  a  lion  in  the  way  : 
This  lion  m  most  fiirious  elf. 
Hung  up  to  represent  himself, 
Bfidden'd  with  rage,  and  shook  his  mane, 
And  roar'd,  and  rov'd,  and  roar'd  again. 
Woiid*roiis,  tW  {Minted  on  a  board. 
He  rQar*d,  and  roojr'd,  and  roar*d,  and  roar'd. 
■'  Fool !»  (says  the  majesty  of  beasts) 
*<  At  wboae  expense  a  legkm  feasts, 
iPot  toyoaiBdf,  you  those  pursue, 
Who'ie  eating  o]f  your  cakes  and  you  ( 
Walk  in,  walk  in,  (so  pradence  votes) 
And  gire  poor  Ball  a  feed  of  oats. 
Look  to  yourself,  and  as  for  ma'm. 
Coax  her  to  take  a  little  dram ; 
Let  Miss  and  Pug  with  cakes  be  fed, 
Then,  honest  man,  go  back  to  bed  ; 
You're  better,  and  you're  cheaper  there, 
Where  are  no  hangers  on  to  fear. 
Go  bay  finend  Newbcrjr'snew  Pantheon, '  - 
And  con  the  tale  of  poor  Acteon, 
HoTD'd  by  Diana,  and  o'erpower'd. 

And  by  the  dogs  he  fed  devoured. 

What  he  received  from  charity, . 

Lewdness  perhaps  may  give  to  Ihec ; 

Andtho'  your  sfKmse  my  lecture  scorns, 

Bevare  his  fate,  beware  his  horns.*' 

"  Sir,"  says  the  Cit,  (who  made  a  stand. 

And  strok'd  his  forehead  with  his  hand) 

**  By  your  grim  gravity  and  grace, 

You  gieatly  wou'd  become  the  mace. 

This  kind  advice  I  gladly  take, — 

Draw 'r,  bring  the  dram,  and  bring  a  cake,    * 

With  good  brown  beer  that's  brisk  aud  humming." 

'*  A  coming>  sir!  a  coming,  coming !" 

The  Cit  then  took  a  hearty  draught. 

And  shook  his  jolly  sides  and  laagrh'd. 

Then  to  the  king  of  beasts  he  bow*d. 

And  Uius  bb  gratitude  avow'd.— 

**  Sir,  for  your  sapient  oration, 

I  owe  the  greatest  obligation. 

You  stand  exposM  to  sun,  and  showV, 

1  know  Jack  ElUs  of  the  Tow'r ; 

By  him  you  soon  may  gain  renown, 

He'll  ybow  your  highness  to  the  town  ; 

Or,  if  you  chusc  your  station  hero. 

To  call  forth  Britons  to  their  beer. 

As  painter  of  distioguiith'xi  note, 

HeMl  send  his  man  to  clean  yourcukt." 
▼OL.    XVI. 
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The  lion  thunk'd  him  for  his  proflfer, 

And  if  a  vacancy  shou'd  offer. 

Declared  he  had  too  just  a  notion. 

To  be  averse  to  such  promotion. 

The  citizen  drove  off  with  joy, 

"  For  London^Ball--for  London— hoy/* 

Content  to  bed  he  went  his  way. 

And  is  no  bankrui^  to  this  day. 


THE  HERALD  AND  HUSBAND-MAHr. 

FABLE  XIL 

— —  NobUita^  sola  est  atque  unica  virtus. 

JovnuJU 
I  WITH  friend  Juvenal  agree, 
Virtue's  the  true  nobility ; 
Has  of  herself  safiicient  charms, 
Altho'  without  a  ooat  of  arms. 
Plonestus  (^oes  not  know  the  rules. 
Concerning  Or  and  Fez>  and  Gules, 
Yet  sets  the  woiid'ring  eye  to  gaze  on, 
Sach  deeds  no  herald  e'er  cou  Id  blaze  on. 
Tawdry  achievements  out  of  place. 
Do  but  augment  a  fool's  disgrace  ; 
A  coward  is  a  double  jest. 
Who  has  a  lion  for  his  crest; 
And  things  are  come  to  such  a  psss. 
Two  horses  may  support  an  ass; 
And  on  a  gamester  or  buflbon, 
A  moral  motto's  a  lampoon. 
An  honest  rustic  having  done 
His  master's  work  'wixt  sun  and  sun, 
Retir'd  to  dress  a  little  spot. 
Adjoining  to  his  homely  cot. 
Where  pleas'd,  id  miniature,  he  found 
His  landlord's  culniary  ground. 
Some  herbs  that  feed,  and  some  that  heal. 
The  winter's  medicine  or  meal. 
The  sage,  which  in  his  garden  seen. 
No  man  need  ever  die  ■  I  ween ; 
The  maijoram  comely  to  behold. 
With  thyme,  and  ruddiest  marygold. 
And  mint  and  petmsrroyal  sweet. 
To  deck  the  cottage  windows  meet, 
Ahd  bauro,  that  yields  a  finer  juice 
Than  all  that  China  can  produce; 
With  carrots  red,  and  turnips  white. 
And  leeks,  Cadvv-allader's  delight ; 
And  all  the  savory  crop  that  vie 
To  please  the  palate  and  the  eye. 
"nius,  as  intent,  he  did  survey 
His  plot,  a  Herald  came  that  way, 
A  man  of  great  escutcheonM  knowledge, 
And  member  of  the  motley  cdiege. 
Heedless  the  peasant  passed  he  by, 
Indulging  this  soliloquy ; 
•«  Ye  gods !  what  an  enormous  space, 
Twixt  man  and  man  does  Nature  place ; 
While  some  by  deeds  of  honour  rise. 
To  such  a  height,  as  far  ouUvies 
The  risible  diurnal  sphere ; 
While  others,  like  this  rustic  here,  - 
Grope  in  the  groveling  ground  content. 
Without  or  lineage  or  descent, 

'  Cur  moriatur  homo,   cui  salvia  crescit  in 
horto? 
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Hail,  Heral^!  nytteriouftart> 
Bri^t  patroDias  of  aU  desert, 
Mankiod  wouI^oD  a  level  lie. 
And  undistinguish'd  Uve  anA  die  ; 
Deprived  of  thy  illostnous  aid, 
Such !  «o  iH^»m«D|Q«8  ia  oar  trade." 
*  "  Sir,"  says  the  olovn,  <*  wky  sure  yoo  jake, 
(And  kept  on  digsins  as  be  apoke) 
**  And  prate  not  to  extort  conviction. 
But  merrily  by  way  of  fiction. 
Say,  do  your  manuscripts  attest^ 
Wkat  was  M  fiither  Acnum^t  crest ; 
Did  he  a  nobler  coat  receive 
In  right  of  marrying  "Mn.  Ere ; 
Or  had  supporters  when  he  kiss'd  her. 
On  dexter  side,  and  side  sinister  j 
Or  was  his  motto,  prithee  speak, 
English,  French,  Lathi,  Weiek,  or  Or«ak  ; 
Or  was  he  not,  without  a  lye. 
Just  such  a  noblanan  as  I? 
Virtue,  which  great  defects  can  stife. 
May  beam  disliinctbn  on  a  trifle  $ 
And  honour,  with  her  nati^  diarnw. 
May  beautify  a  coat  of  anas; 
Bealities  somewhat  will  thrive. 
E'en  by  appeanmoe  kept  aHve ; 
But  by  themselves,  Q»lee,  Or,  andFaK, 
Are  cjrphers  neither  move  or  less : , 
Keep  both  thy  head  and  handa  ftuaacrimef, 
Be  honest  in  the  wont  of  thnea: 
Health's  on  my  oovateiianoe  impress'd, 
And  sweet  content's  my  daily  guest. 
My  fame  alone  I  build  on  this. 
And  Garter  King  at  Arms  may  kiss."— 


J  STOni  0^  A  COCK  AND  A  B¥LL. 

FABUB  XIIL 

Yfls-^we  excell  in  aits  and  arms, 

Inleanung'slore  and  beauty's  chama. 

The  seas  wide  empin;  we  engross. 

All  nations  bail  the  British  cross  j 

The  land  of  liberty  we  tread* 

And  woe  to  his  devoted  bead. 

Who  dares  the  contrary  advance. 

One  Englishman's  wordi  ten  of  ^nce; 

These  tbese^are  truths,  what  man  won't  writefer. 

Won't  swear,  wont  bully,  or  won't  fight  for^ 

Yet  (tho*  perhaps  I  speak  thro'  vanity) 

Wott'd  we*d a  little  oxMre  humanity^ 

Too  far,  I  fear,'  Pve  drove  the  jest. 

So  leave  to  cock  and  bull  the  rest. 

A  bull^  who'd  listen'd  to  the  vows 
Of  above  fifteen  hundred  cows ; 
And  serv'd  his  master  fresh  and  fresh, 
With  hecatomSs  of  special  fleshy 
Like  to  an  hermit  or  a  dervise, 
(Grown  old  and  feeble  in  the  service) 
Now  left  the  meadow's  green  parade. 
And  sought  a  solitary  sfcttde. 
TheeowB  proclaim'd  in  mournful  lowin^g. 
The  bull's  deficiency  in  wooing. 
And  to  their  disappointed  master. 
All  told  the  terrible  disaster. 

«  Is  this  the  case''  (quoth  Hodge)  <<0  rare ! 
Biith0M»  t»  BMBov  is  th«^i«r^ 


Thou t9  tbyduom,  okt  boy,  wAlfi/Mr 
To  morrow— and  thou  shaH  be  kajfea^" 
The  deed  was  done-^urse  ott  the  Wfoogt 

Bloody  description,  bold  thy  teiq(iie^'-«i 
VtctorkMa  yet  the  ballretam^d. 
And  with  stem  sileMe  infy  moaNi'd.   . 

A  vet'ran,  brai«,  migestlc  oodt. 
Who  seiV'd  (or  hour  glassy  gtund,  anddoal^ 
Who  crow'd  the  wttAoafs  first  Mlief, 
Alike  from  goMia  and  fimn  thief ; 
Whose  youth  ese^'d  theCbristBsa»4(ille^ 
Whosevigour  brav^the  SItwwti Je  biilBt^ 
Had  just  retnm'd  in  wounds  and  paia. 
Triumphant  from  the  barbaraos  trahb^-« 
By  riv'let's  brink*  with  trees  o^ergrewn*. 
He  heard  bis  fellow  sufierer's  roaan ; 
Aud  greatly  aeoniing  wounds  add  snaairt^ 
Gave  him  three  cheers  with  all  his  heart. 

"  Rise^  aeigliboiir,  fh>m  that  pensiv»attil«dtf> 
Breve  witness  of  \ile  ma»*fl  ingraritad^} 
And  let  us  both  with  i^^ur  and  hera, 
'l*he  cruel  reasoning  monster  seotOk-^ 
Methinks  at  every  dawn  of  day. 
When  first  I  chant  my  Mithsome  lay^ 
Methinks  1  hear  fmnout  Che  sky. 
All  will  ha  belter  by  and  by  ; 
When  bloody,  base,  degenerate  Bnan, 
Who  deviates  ftom  his  Makers  plt»> 
Who  Natuas  and  her  works  abuses^ 
Aud  thus  his  feHow  servants  oses^ 
Shall  greatly,  and  yet  justly  want^ 
The  mercy  he  refua'd  to  grant  ;- 
And  (while  his  heart  his  conscienoepvrgtfl) 
Shall  wish  to  be  the  brute  be  scofurgca." 


THE  SNAKE,  THE  GOOSE,  AND 
NIGHTINGALE. 

BUKBIY   ADDBSaSB  TO  TRS    »ISSBBS   A1ID>  CAT- 
CALUBRS   ATTBIWIKO  BOTB  BOVSBS* 

FABLE  KIV. 

When  nd'd  by  truth  and  nature's  ways. 

When  just  to  blame,  yetfix'd  topraiia» 

As  votary  of  the  Delphic  god, 

Ireverence  the  critic's  cod^ 

But  when  inflam'd  witli  spite  alone,. 

1  hold  all  critics  but  9S  one  s 

For  though  they  class  themselves  with  ait^    ' 

And  each  man  takes  a  difiesent  part; 

Yet  whatsoe'er  they  praise  and  blaiae£ 

They  in  their  motives  are  the  sane. 

Forth  as  she  waddled  ia.th^  br^, 
A  grey  goose  stumbled  on  a  snake. 
And  took  th'  occasion  lo  abuse  her. 
And  of  rank  plagiarism  accuse  her. 
"  'Twas  I,"  qupth  8be«  "  in  every  vale» 
First hiss'd the  noisy  nightingale; 
And  boldly  cavill'd  at  each  npte^ 
niiattwitter'd  in  th«  woodlark's  throat: 
I,  who  sublime  and  niore  than  moita^ 
Must  stoop  to  enter  at  the  portal. 
Have  ever  been  the  first  toshow 
My  bate  to  every  thing  that's  low; 
While  thou,  mean  mimic  of  my  ras 
(Without  inlisting  tQ.my  baonorX 
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^•t  in  thy  ffOT'ttiig  litMlcMl, 
TV>  ooaaUsrfett  «y  sMIftflon.  •» 

IdatenyclMirtfcydiiwifiomAdam; 

Nor  em  I,  since  I  bear  th«belf. 

E'er  imitate  where  I  ewelt. 

JW  any  other  creatviv  dar'd 

Oncetoaver,  what  jo«NeaTerr*d^ 

I  might  hare  been  mere  (iereeami  fervtnt, 

Ijiityou'rea  goose,— ami  Mr  your  •ervaftt," 

Tnice  with  your  folly  and  jfowt  pride,'* 
ThewaiblingPhilmiielacrj^d; 
"  Since  bo  mum  ammali  we  fimf 
In  natoie  of  the  hissing  Idnd, 
Vou  riMmM  be  fMeb<li  winhone  aooCfier, 
Nay,  kiii*a.bro«i«ri.tobn>tlter. 
Rwkiiow,  thou  pattern  of  abase, 
T^«ake  art  hot  a  crawlinr  goose; 
And  thou  dull  dab-)ler  in  each  lalte, 
Alt  nothing  but  a  feather'd  aiak«i» 


MBS.  AmaJtL  AMD  THE  JDffUfB 
fFAiTBH. 

FABLE  XV. 

Wfia  frowomg  hfow^aB4.a^>ectlow>riiig» 
Af  AhigaO  ana  da^  wag  acow'ring, 
Ptom  chair  to  chair  she  past  along^ 
WitiMmt  aoUkiqay  or  aong^ 
Gootaot,  ia  homdram  mood,  fadjust 
Her  matter*  to  disperw  the  doofc,-**- 
ThM  ploddad  on  the  sullen  iair, 
nW  a  dumb-waiter  claim'd  har  care; 
She  theo  in  rage,  with  shrill  salute^ 
Bespoloethe  iaoffansiiHemute:*-. 
"  Than  stnpid  tool  of  vapooriah  aues. 
With  thy  hrown  shelres  for  pots  and  glasses  ; 
IVm  foraigB- whirligig,  for  whom 
Ua  hoMSl  Mks  must  quit  the  room ; 
And*  like  young  misses  at  a  efarisVoBg, 
Are  fecc'd  to  be  content  with  list'ning; 
IlioBgh  thoa*rt  a  CsT^rita  of  my  masfcfr's. 
Ml  set  thee  gaddiog  on  thy  caston. " 
Tbissaid— with  manyanmgh  attack, 
Shescrubb'd  him  'tiUshe  made  him  crack; 
Insnlted  stigngar  sttU  and  stronger, 
The  poor  dumb  thing  could  hold  no  longer  -*" 
"  Thoa  drab,  bora  mops  and  brooms  to  dandle, 
ThoQ  haberdasher  of  small  scandal. 
Factor  of  fiunilyabuse» 
Betailer  of  domestic  news : 
Kyhitd,  as  soon  as  I  appear. 
Confines  thee  m  thy  proper  sphere ; 
Ordae,  at  er'ry  place  of  call, 
Thochmidler^  shop,  orcoMer^  staO, 
C»ala  boose,  wbsio  (for  patty  tales, 
Gm,  beer,  and  ale  are  constant  vaib) 
Eaeb  omd  aft  table  tbMwasspoke, 
Ifcoftiaaan  bacnme  the  poUk  joke. 
And  flAoerfnl  innocent  converse, 
1]»  seaMdal  warped— or  sometbiof  worsa— > 
Whene'er  my  master  I  attend, 
V^cBdy  his  mlod  be  can  unbend  ;•*-, 
Bot  when  such  praters  fill  my  plape, 
Then  DQthtng  sbonM  be  said-^>«t  grace.'* 


THE  BAG.JVW  AM^  THE  TOBJCCO- 
PlFEi 

FABLE  XVL 

A  BAG-WIG  ofa  jauntee  ait*. 
Trick 'd  up  with  aJT  a  barber's  catf. 
Loaded  with  powder  and  perftime. 
Hung  in  a  spendthrift's  dressing-roonfs 
Close  by  its  side,  by  chance  coifrey*d, 
A  black  tobacoo-pipewas  laitf ; 
And  with  its  vapours  fisr  and  near, 
Oatstunk  the  essence  of  Monsieur ; 
At  which  its  rage,  the  thingof h  air. 
Thus,  bristling  up,  began  dechLre. 

"Bak'ddiri!  that  with intrttStDttrudi 
Break  ^st  in  upon  my  solitude, 
And  whose  offensive  breath  deAM 
The  air  for  forty  thousand'  niiles-^ 
Avaunt — poIhition*8  in  thy  toocV  - 

0  barbarous  EngliAman!  horrid  DotCb! 

1  cannot  bear  it— Here,  Sue,  Nan, 
Go  call  the  maid  to  eaR  the  man. 
And  bid  him  come  without  delay. 
To  take  this  odioos  pipe  away. 

Hideous !  sure  some  one  smoU'd  thee,  ftfeod^ 

Reversdy,  at  bis  t'other  end: 

Oh!  what  miVd  odours  I  whtftatlmnig 

Of  salt  and  sour,  of  stale  and  strong  I 

A  most  unaatural  combinatkm. 

Enough  to  mar  all  perspiration— 

Monstrous!  again--**twon'd vexasainll' 

Susan,  the  drops— or  else  I  fktni  !*' 

The  pipe  (for  twas  a  pipe  of  soul) 

Raising  himself  upon  his  bole. 

In  smoke,  like  oracle  of  old. 

Did  thus  his  sentiments  unfold. 
'<  Why,  what*8  the  matter,  Ooodmtttll^rftggt^^ 

Thou  flauntiflg  French,  iantasticfaNgger? 

Whose  whole  fine  speedi  is  (with  a  poa) 

Ridiculons  and  heterodox. 

'Twas  better  for  the  En^tsh  natkiri 

Before  such  seonndrds  came  in  fashion. 

When  none  sought  hair  in  realms  unknown. 

But  every  blockhead  bore  his  owic 

Enow,  puppy,  Pm  an  English  pipe, 

Oeem'd  worthy  of  each  Briton's  gripe^ 

Who,  with  my  cloud-compellifig  aidy 

Help  our  plantations  and  our  trade. 

And  am,  when  sober  and  when  mellow. 

An  upright,  downright,  honest  follow. 

Though  fools,  like  you,  may  think  me  roughs 

And  scorn  me,  'cause  I  am  in  bnff^ 

Yet  your  contempt  I  glad  receive, 

'Tis  all  the  fome  that  you  can  give: 

None  iinery  or  fopp'ry  prize, 

But  they  who^ve  something  to  disguise; 

For  simple  nature  hates  abus^ 

And  plainness  IS  the  dress  of  Us^." 


CARE  AND  GENEttOSmr. 
FABLE  XVIL 


Old  Care,  with  iiMliistryandart, 
At  length  so  well  had  pls^d  his  part; 
He  heapM  up  such  an  ample  store. 
That  av 'rice  could  not  sigb  for  mag^ 
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Ten  thofunnd  flocks  his  Bhepberd  toM, 
His  cofien  bverflow*d  with  gold  ; 
The  land  all  round  him  was  Jus  own. 
With  corn  his  crowded  granaries  groan. 
In  short,  so  vast  bis  charge  and  gain. 
That  to  possess  them  was  a  pain : 
With  happiness  oppres:i*d  be  Ucs» 
And  much  too  prudent  to  be  wise. 
Near  him  there  liv*,  I  a  beauteous  maid. 
With  all  the  charms  of  youth  array'd ; 
Good,  amiable,  sincere  and  free. 
Her  name  was  Generosity. 
'Twas  hers  the  largess  to  bestow 
On  rich  and  poor,,  on  friend  and  foe. 
Her  doors  to  all  were  open*d  wide. 
The  pilgrkn  there  might  safe  abide : 
For  th*  hungry  and  the  thirsty  crew. 
The  bread  she  broke,  the  drink  she  drew ; 
There  Sickness  laid  her  aching  bead. 
And  there  Distress  couM  find  a  bed.— 
Each  hour  with  an  all-bounteous  hand, 
DiffilsM  she  blessings  round  tlie  UaA : 
Her  gifts  and  glory  lasted  k>ng. 
And  numerous  was  tb'  accepting  throng. 
At  length  pale  Pienury  seiz'd  the  dame. 
And  Fortune  fled,  and  Ruin  came. 
She  found  her  riches  at  an  end. 
And  that  she  had  not  made  one  friend. — 
All  curs*d  her  for  not  giving  more, 
Kor  thought  on  what  sheM  done  before  i 
She  wept,  she  rav'd,  she  tore  her  hair. 
When  to  !  to  comfort  her  came  Care.— 
And  cry*d,  "  My  dear,  if  you  will  join 
Your  hand  in  nuptial  bonds  witli  mine ; 
All  will  be  well — you  shall  have  store. 
And  Ibe  plagu'd  with  wealth  no  more. 
Tho'  1  restrain  your  bounteous  heart, 
You  still  shall  act  the  generous  part.''— 
Th©  bridal  came— great  was  the  feast. 
And  good  the  pudding  and  the  priest ; 
The  bride  in  nine  moons  brought  him  forth 
A  little  maid  of  matchless  worth : 
Her  face  was  mixM  of  care  and  glee. 
They  cbristen'd  her  Economy  ; 
And  styled  her  fair  Discretion's  queen, 
llie  mistress  of  the  golden  mean. 
ifow  Generosity  confio'd. 
Perfectly  easy  in  her  mind; 
Still  loves  to  give,  yet  knows  to  spore. 
Nor  wishes  to  be  free  from  Care. 


THE  PIC. 

PABLE  XVIII. 

Iff  every  age/  and  each  profession, 

Men  err  tb^  most  by  prepossession, 

But  when  the  thing  is  cleariy  shown, 

And  fairly  stateil.  fully  known,  - 

We  soon  applaud  what  we  deride. 

And  penitence  succeeds  to  pfide,— 

A  certain  baron  on  a  day, 

Having  a  mind  to  show  away, 

Invited  all  the  wits  and  wags. 

Foot,  Masaey,  Shutter,  Yates  and  Skeggs, 

And  built  a  large  Commodious  stag<.% 

Por  the  choice  spirits  of  the  ag^ 

But  above  all,  among  the  rest, 

There  came  a  genius  wboprofess'd 


To  have  a  curious  trick  iff  stoitf, 

Which  never  was  perfbrmM  before. 

Thro'  all  the  town  this  soon  got  air^ 

And  the  whole  bouse  was  like  a  fisir  > 

But  soon  his  entry  as  he  made. 

Without  a  prompter,  or  parade, 

'Twas  all  expectance,  all  suspense,    . 

And  silence  gngg*d  the  audience. 

He  hid  his  h«ui  behind  his  wig, 

And  with  such  truth  took  off  a  pig. 

All  swore  ^twas  serious,  and  no  joke. 

For  doubtless  underneath  his  cloak. 

He  had  concealed  some  grunting  elf. 

Or,  was  a  real  hog  himself. 

A  search  was  made,  no  pig  was  found—' 

With  thundering  dapffihe  seats  resound. 

And  pit,  and  box,  and  galleries  roar, 

Withf— O  rare !   bravo!  and  encore. 

Old  Roger  Grouse,  a  country  clown, 

Who  yet  knew  something  of  the  town. 

Beheld  the  mimic  and  his  whim. 

And  on  the  morrow  challenged  him. 

Declaring  to  each  beau  and  bnnter. 

That  he'd  out-gmnt  th*  egregious  gronter. 

The  morrow  came— the  crowd  was  greater—* 

But  prejudice  and  rank  ill-nature 

Usurp'd  the  minds  of  men  and  wenches. 

Who  came  to  hiss,  and  break  the  benches. 

The  mimic  took  his  usual  station, 

And  squcakM  with  general  approbation. 

"  Again,  encore  \  encore  '**  they  cry— 

Twas  quite  the  thing— 'twas  very  high  : 

Old  Grouse  oonccard,  amidst  the  racket, 

A  real  pig  beneath  his  jacket — 

Then  forth  he  came— and  with  his  nail 

He  pinch'd  the  urchin  by  the  tail. 

The  tortured  pig  from  out  his  throat, 

Produc'd  the  genuine  nat'ral  hotc. 

All  bellow'd  out — ^'twas  very  sad  ! 

Sure  never  stuff  was  half  so  bad  ! 

"  That  like  a  pig !"— each  cry'd  in  scoff, 

**Pshaw >  Nonsense!  blockhead  I  Off!  Off!  Off!»' 

The  mimic  was  extoll'd;  and  Grouse 

Was  hiss'd,  and  catcallM  fro»n  the  house. — 

«*  Soft  ye,  a  word  befom  I  go,** 

Quoth  honest  Hodge— apd  stooping  low 

Produc'd  the  pig,  and  thus  aloud 

Bespoke  the  sitnpid  partial  croud : 

«*  Behold,  and  learn  from  this  poor  creature. 

How  much  you  critics  know  of  Nature." 


BALLADS. 

SfTEET  WILLI  A  yf. 

BALI^D  L 

Bv  a  prattling  stream,  on  a  >lidsummer'a  erew 
VVhercthe  woodbine  and  jess'mine  their  boughs  ' 

interweave, 
"  Fair  Flora,"  I  cry'd,  "  to  my  harbour  repair. 
For  I  must  have  a  chaplet  for  sweet  William's 

haif." 

She  bronght  me  the  vilet  that  grows  on  the  hill. 
The  vale-dwelling  lily,  and  gilded  jonqui  11 : 
But  such  languid  odours  how  eouM  I  approve, 
Just  warm  finDm  the  lips  of  the  lad  that  1  love. 

She  brought  me,  his  faith  and  his  truth  to  dis- 
The  undying  myrtle^  and  ever-green  bay  :  [play, 
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But  why  these  to  me,    whoVc  his  oonatancy 

kuavtn } 
And  Billy  has  laurels  enough  of  his  own. 

The  next  was  the  gift  that  I  could  not  contemn, 
For  she  brought  me  two  roses  that  grew  on  a  stcnu 
or  the  dear  nuptial  tie  they  stttodemblems'confcst, 
So  I  kiss'd  >em,  and  press'd  'em  quite  close  to 
my  breast. 

She  brought  me  a  8on-flow*r — "  This,  fair  one*s 

your  due ; 
For  Honoe  was  a  maiden,  and  love-sick  like  you:" 
Oh  1  give  it  me  quick,  to  my  shepherd  IMI  run. 
As  true  to  his  flame,  as  this  flow*r  to  the  Sun. 


TH£  Ljtss  Frrrit  the  golden 

LOCKS. 

BALLAD  n. 

No  move  of  my  Harriot,  of  Polly  no  more, 
Nor  all  the  bright  beauties  that  charm'd  me  be- 

ibre  j 
My  heart  for  a  slave  to  gay  Venus  Pve  sold. 
And  barter'd  my  freedom  for  ringlets  of  gold : 
lil  throw  down  my  pipe,  and  neglect  all  my 

'flocks, 
Afiii  win  sing  to  my  lass  with  the  golden  locks. 

Tbougho'erherwhiteibrehead  the  gilttresses  flow, 
Like  the  rays  of  the  Sun  on  a  hillock  of  snow ; 
Such  painters  of  old  drew  the  queen  of  the  fair, 
Tis  the  taste  of  the  ancients,  'tis  classical  hair : 
And  though  witlings  may  scoff,  and  though  rail- 
lery nKKks, 
Yet  Pll  sing  to  my  lass  with  the  golden  kwks. 
To  live  and  to  love,  to  converse  and  be  free, 
Is  loving,  my  charmer,  and  living  with  thee : 
Away  go  the  hours  in  kisses  and  rhyme,  ' 
Spite  of  all  the  grave  lectures  of  old  father  Time; 
A  fig  for  his  dials,  his  watches  and  ck)cks, 
He's  best  spent  witb  the  lass  of  the  golden  kKsks. 
Than  the  swan  in  the  brook  she's  more  dear  to  my 

Hermien  is  mbre  stately,  her  breast  ismore  white. 
Her  tm^et  lips  are  rabies,  all  rubies  above, 
They  are  fit  for  the  language  or  labour  of  k>ves 
At  the  Park  id  the  Mall;  at  the  play  in  the  box. 
My  lass  bears  the  beU  with  her  golden  locks. 
Her  beautiful  eyes,  as  they  roll  or  they  flow. 
Shall  be  glad  for  my  joy,  or  shall  weep  for  my 

woe;  [soft  pain; 

She  shall  ease  my  fond  heart,  and  shall  sooth  my 
While  thousands  of  rivals  are  sighing  in  vain  ; 
Let  them  tail  at  the  fruit  they  can*t  reach,  like 

the  ibx. 
While  1  have  the  lass  with  the  golden  1og|u. 


ON  MY  WIFE'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

BALLAD  II L 
»Tu  Nancy^s  birth-day— raise  your  strains, 
YeBymphs  of  t^e  Parnassian  plains. 


And  sing  with  more  than  lisual'glce 
To  Nancy,  who  was  born  for  me. 

Tell  the  blithe  Graces  as  they  bound 
Luxuriant  in  the  buxom  round  ; 
They're  not  more  elegantly  free. 
Than  Nancy,  who  was  bora  for  me. 

Tell  rojral  Venus,  though  she  rove. 
The  queen  of  the  immortal  grove ; 
That  she  mustshare  her  golden  fire 
With  Nancy,  who  was  bora  for  me. 

Tell  Pallas,  though  th'  Athenian  school. 
And  ev'ry  trite  pedantic  fool. 
On  her  to  place  the  palm  agree, 
TisNancji^s,  who  was  bora  for  me. 

Tell  spotless  Dian,  though  she  range, 
ThcL  regent  of  the  up-Jand  grange. 
In  chastity  she  yields  to  thee, 
O,  Nancy,  i»bo  wast  bom  for  me. 

Tell  Cupid,  Hymen,  and  UW  Jove, 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  life  and  love. 
That  I'd  disdain  to  breathe  or  be. 
If  Nancy  was  not  bora  for  m«. 


TBE  DECISION. 

BALLAD  IV. 

Mr  Flosio^  wildest  of  his  sex, 

(  Who  sure  the  veriest  saint  would  vex} 

From  beauty  roves  to  beauty ; 
Yet,  though  abroiBd  the  wanton  roam, 
Whene'er  he  deigns  to  stay  at  home. 

He  alwajTs  minds  his  doty. 

Sometliing  to  every  charming  she. 
In  thoughtless  prodigality, 

He's  granting  still  apd  grantmg  ; 
To  Phyllis  that,  to  Cloe  this. 
And  M'ery  madam,  every  miss ; 

Yet  I  find  nothing,  wanting. 

If  haply  I  his  will  displease,  . 
Tempestuous  as  th'  autumnal  seas 

He  foams  and  rages  ever ; 
But  when  he  ceases  fironk  his  ire, 
I  cry,  «  Such  spirit,  and  such  fire, 

Is  sorely  wood' roos  clever." 

I  ne'er  want  reason  to  complain ; 
But  sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 

And  every  joy  grows  greater. 
Then  trust  me,  damsels;  whilst  I  tell, 
1  should  f^X.  like  him  half  so  well. 

If  I  cou'd  make  him  better. 


THE  TALKATIVE  FAIR. 

BALLAD  ▼ 

Faoti  mora  to  night,  fiom  day  to  day 
At  ail  times  and  at  every  place. 
You  scold,  repeat,  and  king,  and  say. 
Nor  are  there  hopes  you'll  ever  cease. 
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Toihear,  mjrCMiB,  ^ih  f  4btbMr, 
If  your  own  healtia,  oroun  jrouprise; 
For  all  maokind  that  hear  you,  swear 
Your  tongue's  more  killm^  thaii  your  eyes. 

Your  tongue's  a  traitor  to  your  fiwe. 
Your  fame's  Iqr  yonr  own  naiae  ^h9oit*4j 
All  are  distracted  while  they  ^ze ; 
3ut  if  they  listen  they  are  cur'd. 

Your  silence  moM  acfluire  more  |»mMe, 
Than  all  ypu^^y,  pr  aU  1  write; 
One  look  ten  thousand  charms  disjpJayB; 
^rben  huvb— andhe  anangel  quite. 


TgE  SILENT  F41U. 
9ALLAD  VL 

FtOM  all  her  fiur  kM|aack>|M  Juad, 
So  different  b  my  Rosalind; 
That  not  one  accent  can  I  gain 
To  crown  my  hopes,  or  sooth  my  pain. 

YelpTers,  who  pan-OiB^lme^^ighi'r 
And  are  the  interpreters  t>feyeK, 
To  language  all  her  looks  translate, 
And  in  her  gestures  read  my  fate. 

And  if  in  them  you^hance  to^find 
Aught  that  is  gentle,  aught  that's  kind. 
Adieu  mean  hopes  «£  being  great. 
And  all  the  Ijttljniess  of  state. 

All  thoughts  of  grandeur  I'll  despise, 
^PHiich  from  dependence  take  their  irise : 
,To  serye  W  shall  he  my  employ, 
Apd  love's  sweet  ^gony  my  joy. 


THE  fORCE  OF  INNOCENCE. 
19  MiSS  C«#»» 
5ALLAD  VII. 

Thb  Uoomipg  damsel,  whose  defence 
Is  adamantine  innocenee, 
Bequiies  no  gusadian  to  attead 
Her  steps,  for  Modeety^s  her  Aiend ; 
Though  her  fair  asms  are  weak  to  wipM 
The  glitt'rhig  spear,  and  massy  ifaield  • 
Vet  safe  from  force  and  Irand  coabin'd. 
She  is  an  Amazon  in  mind.  ' 

With  this  artilleiT  abe  goes, 
Kot  only  'mongstihebaradess  beaux ; 
But  e'en  unhoi^iand  undimay^d, 
Views  the  long  sword  and  £erce  cotks4p. 
Though  all  a  syrpn  as  abe  talks, 
And  all  a  goddess  as  she  walks, 
yet  decency  each  action  -guides. 
And  wisdom  o'er  her  tongue  presides. 
Place  henfai  Russm's  AoweiypJaks, 
yrhere  a  perpetual  winter  reigns. 
The  elements  may  cave  jiad  tange. 
Yet  her  fix'd  mind  will  never  change. 
Place  her,  Ambition,  in  thy  towVs, 
'Mongstthe  more.dang»roo8  golden  show^, 
p'en  there  she'd  spurn  the  venal  trit>e,     , 
And  fold  her«i^  againsithe  bribe. 


•LaaiReber,  defoncekssaRdjdoiie^ 
A  pris'ner  in  the  torrid  zone. 
The  sunahise  there  might  iwinly  vie 
With  the  bright  lustre  of  her  eye  ; 
But  PhcebuiP  self,  vith  all  his  Bre, 
t^on'd  n^6r  one  unchaste  thought  inspire  ; 
Bot  virtue's  path  she'd  stiH  pmoe. 
And  still,  my  bar,  wou*d  copy  you. 


TME  DISTRESSED  DJMSM- 

BALLAD  VIIL 

Op  ALL  my  experience  how  vast  the  amount. 
Since  fifteen  long  winters  1  fairly  can  count ! 
Was  ever  a  damsel  so  sadly  betray'd. 
To  livedo  these  years  aiid^  still  die  a  OMkid) 
Ye  heroes,  triumphaat  by  taod  and  by  sea. 
Sworn  vot'riestolove,  but  unmindful  of  me ; 
You  can  storm  a  strong  fort,  or  can  form  a 

blockade^ 
Yet  ye.«laod  by  like  dastards,  m^  wm  «»# 

maid. 

Ye  lawyen  so  just,  who  with  <1tpi>ery  tongue. 
Can  do  what  you  please,  or  with  right,  or  wift 

WKJOf, 

Can  it  be  or  by  law  or  by  eqaity  aald. 
That  a  buxom  young  girl  oa^t  to  die  an  oM 


Ye  learned  physicians,  whoM  excellent  ridll 
Can  save,  or  demolish,  can  cure,  or  can  k»11. 
To  a  poor,  forlorn  damsel  contribute  your  ajd« 
Who  IS  SiCk — very  sick— of  remaining  «  maid. 

Ye  fosps,  I  invoke,  not  to  Jistto  my^ysig. 
Who  answer  no  end — and  to  no  sex  belong  ; 
Ye  echoes  of  ^hoos,  and  shfidows  of  shade-* 
For  if  I  hi»d  )  ou— I  might  still  be  a  ma|d,. 


ns  FJM  RECLUSE. 
BAUAD  f  X. 

Yb  aBQieiit  patriarabs  of  the  wood. 

That  veil  around  jUMseawlaigAooiBi, 
Who  many  a  ooitury  have  -ftood 

In  vendant  Kge,  that  ever  biooais. 
Ye  Gothic  tow*rs  by  vapours  dense. 

Obsonr'd  into^eveoeratate, 
ia  paatoval  magniilQeDce 

Ationce  so  simple  and  so  great. 
W%y  aU  your  jealous  shades  on  me. 

Ye  hoaiy  elders,  do  ye  spread  } 
Fair  innocence  shou'd  still  be  ftee^ 

Nought  shou'd  be  chain'd,  but  what  we 
^dread. 

Say,  must  these  tears  for  ever  flow  ? 

Can  I  from  patience  learn  content. 
While  solitude  still  nurses  woe. 

And  leaves  me  leisure  to  lament. 
My  guardian  see  !— who  wardsnff  peace. 

Whose  cruelty  is  his  employ,        » 
Who  Mds  the  tongue  of  transport  ceasf 

And  stops  eaob  avemietajoy. 
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IVeedom  of  air  altoe  u  fk^Ot 

To  altgimTmte.  nor  tooth  ay  grie( 

T6  nev  th'  hDiiieiise]y.di8taiit  Heav'iij 
Bfy  nearest  piospMt  of  teKef. 


TO  Jtf £S  •  •  •  • 

Om   Ot  TBB   eitlCHItSTBR  CKACBS. 

in  Goodwood  Oardtas,  September,  1750. 

BALLAD  X. 

**  Tx  aiustlwitffarlotk  theplaiiii. 
Where  wealth  and  Qathie  giaatawai  reIgM, 
Where  Natare's  band  by  Art  is  cbeck'd. 
And  Taste  herself  is  architect ; 
Ye  fidkvai  gtay,  ye  forests  brown,. 
And  Kas  that  the  vast  prospect  crown. 
Ye  frif^ht  the  soul  with  Fancv^s  store. 
Nor  can  die  one  idea  more  i*' 


Inid — when  dearest  of  her  kind 
(Her  form,  the  picture  of  her  mind) 
Chloris  approached — ^Tbe  landscape  flew ! 
All  nature  vanished  ftom  my  view  I 
She  seen'd  all  nature  to  comprize. 
Her  lips !  her  beauteous  breasts  !  her  eyes ! 
That  ron^,  and  yet  abasbM  desire, 
With  liquid,  languid,  living  fire ! 

Bui  then — her  voice  1— how  framM  t'  endear  I 
The  masic  of  the  gods  to  hear ! 
Wit  that  so  inerCd,  without  offence,      * 
So  hiBc'dby  the  strong  nerves  of  sense  I 
Pallaa  with  Venus  play'd  her  part. 
To  rob  ma  of  an  honest  heart; 
Prndanca  and  passion  jcanlly  strofay 
indreaaoD  waslh'allyof  love. 

Ah  me !   tboo  sweet,  delicious  maid. 
From  whence  shall  I  rolicit  aid  > 
flope  and  despair  aK&e  destroy. 
One  kills  with  grief,  and  one  with  joy. 
Criestial  Chloris !  Nymph  divine  1 
To  save  me,  the  dear  task  be  thine. 
Though  oonqneitbe  the  woman's  care. 
The  angd'a  glory  is  to  spare. 


LOFELY  HARRIOT. 

A  CBAHBO  lAUAO. 

BALLAD  XL 

GsaAT  Pbcehtts  in  his  vast  career. 
Who  forms  the  self  succeeding  year, 

Tbroo'd  in  bis  amber  chariot ; 
Sees  notanolQeet  half  80  bright. 
Nor  gives  Boch  joy,  such  Kfe,  suchlighCy 

As  dear  delleiotts  Harriot. 

PedanU  of  dull  phlegmatic  twiM, 

Wkiee  pulse  not  beats,  whose  blood  not  haras. 

Bead  Malehrancbe,  Bovl^  and  Marriot ; 
Iseorn  their  philMiophic  stri6^ 
Aadstndy  nature  from  the  lif^, 

(Where  most  she  shines)  m  Harriot, 

When  she  admita  another  waoar, 
liaretike  Sbaketpeaie'sjeakNiaMooi^ 


And  amasrHNrBairyhot* 
iTrue,  virtuous,  lovely,  was  his  dore. 
But  virtue,  beavty,  truth  and  love. 

Another  names  ibr  Harriet 

Ve  factfous  members  who  oppose, 
And  tire  both  houses  with  your  prase. 

Though  never  can  you  carry  aught; 
Von  might  command  the  naticm's  sense. 
And  without  bribery  convince. 

Had  ye  the  voice  of  Hairiot 

Sou  of  the  music  oomaion  weal, 
^ho  borrow,  begt  compose,  or  steals 
Cantsta,  air,  orariet ; 
Vou*d  burn  your  cumb^reas  works  in  score. 
And  sing,  compose,  and  plnr  no  more, 
if  once  yoa  heanl  my  Harriot. 

t^ere  there  a  wretch  who  daf^d  etsay, 
fcocb  wond'rous  sweetness  to  betray, 

I'd  call  him  an  bcariot ; 
^ot  her  e'en  satire  can*t  annoy,     . 
So  strictly  chaste,  hot  kindly  toy. 

Is  fair  aagtiic  Harlot 

iVhile  sultans,  emperors,  and  kings, 
(Mean  appetite  of  earthly  things) 

In  all  the  waste  of  irar  rk)t ; 
love's  softer  duel  be  my  aim, 
l>raise,  honour,  glory,  conquest,  ftdie. 

Are  centeiM  aH  in  Hilnriot 


1  swear  by  Hymen  and  the  pow'rs 
That  haunt  love's  ever  blushing  bow'rs. 

So  sweet  a  nytupih  to  marry  ought  t 
then  may  I  hug  herrflken  yok«. 
And  give  the  last,  the  final  stroke, 

T  accomplish  lovely  Harriot. 

TO  JENNY  GRAY. 
BALLAD  XIL 

BaniG,  Phsehus,  from  Parnassian  bo#*rB, 
A  chaplet  of  poetic  flowers. 

That  far  outbkxNQ  the  May ; 
Bring  verse  so  smooth,  and  thoughts  so  freej 
And  all  the  Muses  heraldry. 

To  blazon  Jenny  Gray. 
Observe  yon  ahnond's  rich  perfume. 
Presenting  Spring  with  early  bloom. 

In  ruddy  tints  how  gay  ! 
Thus,  foremost  of  the  Mushing  fair» 
With  such  a  blithsome,  buxom  air. 

Blooms  lovely  Jenny  Gray. 

The  merry,  chirping,  ^omy  throngs 
The  bushes  and  the  twigs  among 

That  pipe  the  sylvan  lay. 
All  hnsh'd  at  ber  delightful  voice 
In  silent  ecstacy  rejoice. 

And  smdy  Jenny  Gray. 

Ye  bahny  odour-breathing  gales. 
That  lightiy  sweep  the  green  rob'd  valesb 

And  in  each  rose-bush  play; 
I  know  you  all,  you're  arrant  cheats. 
And  steal  your  more  than  natural  sweets^ 

From  tevely  Jenny  Gray. 

Pomona  and  that  goddess  bright, 
Tbe  florist's  and  the  maids  delii^t^ 
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In  vain  their  duurms  display; 
The  luscious  pectarine,  juicy  peach, 
In  richness,  nor  in  sweetness  reach 

Hie  lips  of  Jenny  Gray. 

To  the  sweet  knot  of  Graoes  three, 
Th'  immortal  band  of  bards  agree, 

A  tuneful  tax  to  pay ; 
There  yet  remains  a  matehless  worth. 
There  yet  remains  a  lovelier  fourth. 

And  she  is  Jenny  Gray. 


TO  MISSKTirYBENNET^ 

AKD 

HER  CAT  CROP. 

BALLAD  XIIL 

Full  many  a' heart,  that  now  is  free. 
May  shortly,  fair  one,  beat  for  thee. 

And  court  thy  pleasing  chain ; 
Then  prudent  hear  a  friend's  advice. 
And  learn  to  guard,  by  conduct  nice. 

Hie  conquests  you  shall  gain. 

When  Tabby  Tom  jrour  Crop  punues, 
How  many  a  bite,  ancTmany  a  bruise 

The  amorous  swain  endures  ? 
Ker  yet  one  favouring  glance  he  catch. 
What  frequent  squalls,  how  many  a  scratch 

His  tenderness  procures  ? ' 

Tho*  this, 'tis  own'd,  be  eon^ewhat  rude. 
And  Puss  by  nature  be  a  prude, 

Yet  hence  you  may  improve. 
By  decent  pride,  and  dint  of  scoff. 
Keep  caterwauling  coxcombs  off. 

And  ward  th'  attacks  ef  love. 

Your  Crop  a  mousing  when  you  see. 
She  teaches  you  e^nomy, 

Which  makes  the  pot  to  boil : 
And  when  she  plays  with  what  she  gains, 
She  shows  you  pleasure  springs  fmok  pains. 

And  mirth's  the  fruit  of  toil . 


I  While  a  forc'd  blush  her  cheeks  inflam*d| 
And  seem'd  to  say  she  was  asham'd. 

No  handkerchief  her  bosom  hid. 

No  tippet  from  our  sight  debars 
Her  heaving  breasts  with  moles  o'enpread, 

MaikM,  little  hemispheres,  with  stars  y 
While  on  them  all  our  eyes  we  move. 
Our  eyes  that  meant  ixnmoderate  luv^ 

In  every  gesture,  every  air, 
Th'  imperfect  lisp,  the  languid  eye,^ 

In  every  motion  of  the  fair 
We  awkward  imitators  vie. 

And,  forming  our  own  from  her  fku». 

Strive  to.  look  pretty  as  we  gaze. 

Ife'ershesneer'd,  the  mimic  crowd  ■ 

Sneer'd  too,  and  all  their  pipes  laid  down ;; 
If  she  hut  stoopM,  we  lowly  bow'd. 

And  sullen  if  she  'gan  to  frown 
In  solemn  silence  sat  profound^ 
But  did  she  Uugh  \ — the  laugh  went  round. 

Her  snuff-box  if  the  nymph  pull'd  out. 

Each  Jphnian  in  responsive  airs 
Fed  with  the  tickling  dust  his  snout, 

With  all  the  politesse  of  bears. 
Dropt  she  her  nin  beneath  her  hoop, 
Rv>n  stake-3tuck  Clarians  strove  to  stoop. 

The  sons  of  culinary  Kays 
Soiokiqg  from  the  eternal  treat. 

Lost  in  ecstatic  transport  gaze. 
As  though  thefoir  was  good  to  eat; 

Ev'n  gloomjest  king's  men,  pleas'd  awhile, 

*'  Grin  horribly  a  ghastly  smile." 

Butharic,  she  cries,  "  My  mamma  calls," 
And  straight  she's  vanish'd  from  our  sight  j 

'Twas  then  we  saw  the  empty  bowls, 
Twas  then  we  first  perceiv'd  it  night  $ 

While  all,  sad  synod,  silent  moan. 

Both  that  she  went — and  went  alone. 


THE  PRETTY BAR'KEEPEROF THE] 
MITRE.  I 

BALLAD  XIV. 
Wi:itten  at  College,  1741, 

**  Relax,  sweet  girl,  your  wearied  mind. 

And  to  hear  the  poet  talk, 
Gentlest  creature  of  your  Jcind, 

Lay  aside  your  sponge  and  chalk ; 
Cease,  cease  the  bair-bell,  nor  refuse 
To  hear  the  jingle  of  the  Muse. 

**  Hear  your  numerous  vot'ries  prayers. 
Come,  O  come,  and  bring  with  thee 

Giddy  whimsies,  wanton  airs, 
Aiid  all  love's  soft  artillery ; 

Smiles  and  throbs,  and  frowns,'  and  tears. 
'  With  all  the  little  hopes  and  fears." 

She  heM — she  came — and  e'er  she  spok8» 

Not  unravisih'd  you  might  see  . 
Her  wanton  eyes  that  wink'd  the  joke, 

E'er  her  tongue  could  set  it  free. 


THE  fFIDOfF'S RESOLUTIOy. 

A  CANTATA. 

BALLAD  XV. 

RECITATIVE. 

SvLviA,  themost  contented  of  her  kind, 
Remain'd  in  joyless  widowhood  resign'd : 
In  vain  to  gain  her  every  shepherd  strove. 
Each  passion  ebb'd,  but  grief,   which  drowned 
love. 

AIR. 

"  Away,"  she  cry*d,  "  ye  swains,  be  mute. 
Nor  with  your  odious  fruitless  suit 

My  Ibyal  thoughts  controul ; 
My  grief  on  resolution's  rock 
Is  built,  nor  can  temptation  shock 

The  purpose  of  my  soul. 

"  Though  blithe  content  with  jocund  air. 
May  balance  comfort  against  care. 

And  inake  me  life  sustain ; 
Yet  ev»ry  joy  has  wing'd  ite  flight. 
Except  that  pensive  dear  delight 

That  takes  it's  rise  from  pain.» 
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ACOITAYIYB* 

0ie  said  :-r-A  youth  approaeh'd  of  manly  grace, 
A  son  of  Mars,  and  of  th'  Hibernian  race : — 
In  flov'ry  rhetoric  he  no  time  employ'd. 
He  came — ^he  woo'd — he  weeded  an^  enjoy'd,  • 


Dido  thus  q|  old  protested^ 

Ne'er  to  know  a  second  flame. 
But  alas!  she  fonod  she  jested. 

When  the  stately  TVojan  came. 
Kature  a  disguise  may  borrow. 

Yet  this  maxim  tnie  will  prove. 
Spite  of  pride,  and  spite  of  sprrov^. 

She  that  has  an  heart  must  lore. 
What  en  Earth  is  so  enchanting 

As  heanty  weeping  on  her  weeds ! 
Thnnigh  flufwing  eyes,  on  bosom  panting 

What  a  rapturous  ray  proceeds  ? 

Since  from  death  there's  no  returnii^, 

Wheo  th'  old  lover  bids  adieu. 
All  the  pomp  and  farce  of  moumiDg; 
•  Are  bnt  si^;nals  for  a  new. 


'  EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  TYLER^ 

It  ever  was  allpw'd,  dear  madam, 
EVn  from  the  days  of  4ther  Adam', 
Of  all  perfection  flesh  is  heir  lo. 
Fair  patience  is  the  gentlest  virtue; 
Thb  is  a  truth  our  grandames  teach. 
Our  poets  sing,  and  parsons  preach ; 
Y^  after  all,  dear  Moll,  the&ctis 
We  seldom  put  it  into  practice  ; 
ril  warrant  (if  one  knew  the  truth) 
You've  call'd  me  many  an  idle  youth. 
And  styled  me  rude  ungrateful  bear, 
£noi^  to  make  a  panon  I 


I  shall  not  make  a  long  oration 

In  order  for  my  vindication. 

For  what  the  plague  can  I  say  more 

Than  lazy  dogs  have  done  before ; 

Such  stuff  is  nought  but  mere  tautologjr. 

And  so  take  that  for  my  apology. 

Fir^  then  for  custards,  my  dear  Mary, 

The  produce  of  your  dainty  dairy. 

For  stewM,  for  bak'd,  for  boii'd,  for  roast. 

And  all  tb«  teas  and  ail  the  toast ; 

With  thankful  tongue  and  bowing  attitude, 

1  here  present  you  with  my  gratitude: 

Next  for  your  apples,  pears  and  plumbs 

Acknowledgment  in  order  comes  5 

For  wine,  tor  ale,  for  fowl,  for  fish — ^for 

Ev'n  all  one's  appetite  can  wish  for : 

Hut  O  ye  peps,  and  O  ye  pencils. 

And  all  ye  scribbling  utensils, 

Say  in  what  words  and  in  what  metre. 

Shall  unfdgn'd  admiration  greet  her. 

For  that  rich  banquet  (o  refin*d 

Her  conversation  gave  the  mind ; 

The  solid  meal  of  sense  and  worth. 

Set  off  by  the  desert  of  mirth ;    ^ 

Wifs  fruit  and  pleasufe's  genial  bowl. 

And  all  tlie  joyous  flow  of  Mml ; 

For  these,  and  every  kind  ingredient 

That  form'd  your  love— ycur  most  obedient. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR,  POWELL^ 

on  THE   HON-PBRFORMANCE   OP  A   PR0MX8S  BK 
MADS  THE   AUTHOR   OF  A   BARB, 

Fribkb,  with  regard  to  thJs  same  hare. 

Am  I  to  hope,  or  to  despair  ? 

By  punctual  post  the  letter  came. 

With  P*«*lPs  hand,  and  P»»»ll's  names 

Yet  there  appear'd.  for  love  or  money. 

Nor  hare,  nor  leveret,  nor  coney. 

Say,  my  dear  Morgan,  has  my  lord. 

Like  other  gr^t  ones  kept  his  woid  ? 

Or  have  you  been  deceiVd  by  'squiie? 

Or  has  your  poacher  lost  his  wire  } 

Or  in  some  unprupitious  hole^ 

Instead  of  puss,  trepann'd  a  mole  ? 

Thou  valiant  son  of  great  Odwalladert 

Hast  thou  a  hare,  or  hast  tho«  swallow'd  her  I 
Bui,  now,  methinks,  I  hear  you  say, 

(And  shake  your  head)  "  Ah,  well-a^y  I 

Pamfnl  pre-em'nence  to  be  wise. 
We  wits  have  such  short  memories. 

Oh,  thattheacturasnotinfofoe! 

A  horse ! — my  kingdom  for  a  horse  I 

To  love— yet  be  deny'd  the  sport ! 

Oh  !  for  a  friend  or  two  at  court ! 

God  knows,  there's  scarce  a  man  of  quality 

In  all  our  peerless  principality — ^*' 

But  hold— for  on  his  country  jokmg. 
To  a  warm  Welchman's  most  provokii^« 
As  for  poor  puss,  upon  my  honour, 
I  never  set  my  heart  upon  her. 
But  any  gift  from  friend  to  friend. 
Is  pleasing  jju  it's  aim  and  end. 
I,  like  the  cock,  wou'd  spurn  a  jewel, 
Sent  by  th' unkind,  th»  unjust,  and  cruel. 

But  honest  P***ll ! Sure  from  him 

A  bariey-com  wou'd  be  a  gem. 
Pleas'd  therefore  had  I  been,  and  proud. 
And  prais'4  thy  generous  heart  aloud. 
If 'stead  of  hare  (but  do  not  blab  it) 
You'd  send-me  only  a  Wekh-iabbit. 


THE  SICK  MONKEY. 

EPIGRAM  L 

A  LAnv  sent  lately  for  one  doctor  Drug, 
To  come  in  an  instant,  and  clyster  poor  Pug- 
As  the  fair  one  commanded  he  came  at  the  word. 
And  did  the  grand  office  in  tie-wig-  and  sword. 

The  affair  being  ended,  so  sweet  and  so  nice ! 

He  held  out  his  hand  with  "You— know,  ma'am, 

my  price."  [your  brother, 

"  Your  price,"  says  the  lady—"  Why,  Sir,  he's 

And  docto»  must  never  take  fees  of  each  other." 


APOLLO  JND  DAPHNE. 

EPIGRAM  H. 

Wh£n  Phoebus  was  am'rous,  and  kmg'd  to  ha 
rude,  [wood. 

Miss  Daphne  cry'd  pish  !  and  ran  swift  to  the 
And  rather  than  do  such'' a  naughty  afiair. 
She  became  a  fine  laurel  to  deck  the  god's  hair* 
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Tbe  nymph  was  be  sure  of  a  cold  oonsUtutiOD, 
To  be  turtffl  to  a  ti«o  was  a  atmogc  icsatotioo ; 
Btitio  this  she  resembled  a  true  modem  sfiouse, 
For  she  fled  from  his  arms  to  distioi^uish  bis 
brows. 


TBE  MISER  AND  TBE  MOUSE. 

KPiGRJiM  Hi. 
(fbom  thb  geszk.) 

To  a  UrToase  says  a  Mtscr,  '*  My  dear  Mr. 
MoHse,  [house?'* 

Pray  what  may  ywi  please  (br  to  want  io  my 
Says  the  Mouse,  "  Mr.  Mi<w,  pray  keep  your- 
self quiet,  fdiet: 
Yon  are  safe  in  your  person,  your  purse,  and  your 
A  M^np  I  want^  which  ev*D  you  may  afford, 
2)utiiooe  wou'd  come  here  to  beg,  borrow,  or 
bMfd." 

EPIGRAM  IIT. 

•M   A   WOMAM    WHO   WAC   SISGIHG   tALlAOS   P«B 
MOHET  TO  BUBY   HSR  HUSBAVS. 

Fob  her  Irasbaad^eeeas^d,  Sally  chants  the  sweet 
lay, 

Why,  niitb,  this  is  singular  sorrow ;  [day, 
But  (I  douM)  since  she  sings  for  a  dead  man  to 

She'll  ory  for  a  lire  one  to  morrow. 


TO   THB  RIGHT  HONOURABLR 

EJKL  OF  DARLINGTON, 

fnt   BIS   BEING   APrOIMTBl)   PATMASTSB  OF  HU 
MAJiSrr'S   FORCBS. 

The  royal  iMBd,  my  lord,  shaH  raise 

To  nobler  heights  thy  name ; 
Who  praises  thee  shall  meet  with  praise, 

Ennobled  in  thy  fame. 

Smart*s  odb. 

What  the  prophetic  Muse'lbretoM  is  true. 
And  royal  justice  gives  to  worth  it's  due; 
The  Roman  spirit  now  breathes  forth  again, 
And  Virtoe'ti  temple  leads  to  Honour's  fane ; 
But  not  alone  to  thee  this  grant  extends, 
Kor  in  thy  rise  great  Brunswick's  goodness  ends: 
Wlioe'erbas  known  thy  hospitable  dome. 
Where  each  glad  guest  sUU  finds  himself  at  home; 
Whoe'er  has  seen  tbe  numerous  poor  that  wait 
To  bless  thy  bounty  at  the  expanded  gate ; 
Whoe'er  has  seen  thee  general  joy  impaft. 
And  smile  away  chagrin  from  every  heart. 
All  these  are  happy — ^pleasure  reigns  confest. 
And  thy  prosperity  makes  thousands  blest. 


ON  the  death  op 
MASTER  NEfFBERr. 

AFTER  A    LIKGSBING   ILLKB8S. 

JETbncbtobth  be  every  teader  tear  snpprest. 
Or  let  us  weep  for  jo}',  that  be  is  blest ; 


From  grief  to  blinst  ft^m  Earth  to  Heav'a  rs. 

mov'd. 
His  memory  honoured,  as  his  life  bclov'd : 
That  heart  o'er  which  no  evil  e'er  bad  pow'r  ^ 
That  disposition  sickness  could  not  sour; 
That  sense  so  oft  to  riper  yeare  denied. 
That  patience  berries  might  have  own'd  with 
His  painful  race  undauntedly  he  ran,        ipride. 
And  in  the  eleventh  winter  died  a  man. 


epitaph  oh  the 


REK  MR.  REYNOLDS. 

at  ST.    PETBA*8   IK  TBE    ISLE   OP  THAXEIV 

Was  rhetoric  on  tbe  Hps  of  sorrow  h«ir9. 
Or  cou'd  affliction  lead  the  heart  a  tongue. 
Then  should  niy  soul,  in  noble  anguish  free^ 
Do  glorious  justice  tohersdf  and  thee. 
But  ah  1  when  loaded  with  a  weight  of  woe, 
Ev'n  nature,  blessed  nature  is  our  foe. 
When  we  should  praise,  we  sympathetic  groaag 
For  sad  roortafity  is  all  our  own. 
Yet  but  a  word :  as  lowly  as  he  lies. 
He  spurns  all  empires  and  asserts  the  skies. 
Blush,  power !  he  had  no  interest  here  below  ; 
Blush,  malice  I  that  he  dy'd  without  a  foe ; 
Tbe  universal  friend,  so  form'd  to  engage. 
Was  far  too  precious  for  this  world  end  age. 
Yeara  were  deny'd,  for  (such  his  worth  and  truth) 
Kind  Heaven  has  call'd  him  to  eternal  youth. 


TO  M7  WORTHY  FRIEND  MR.  T.  B. 

ONE  OP.  niB  PBOPtB  CALLBD  QVARBRi. 

Written  in  his  Garden,  July,  1759. 

Free  from  the  proud,  the  pompous,  and  iStm 
How  simply  neat,  and  elegantly  plain       [rain. 
Thy  rural  villa  lifts  its  modest  head. 
Where  fiur  convenience  reigns  in  fashion's  stead  ; 
Where  sober  plenty  does  its  bliss  impart. 
And  glads  thine  hospitable,  honest  hearL 
Mirth  without  vice,  and  rapture  without  aoise. 
And  all  the  decent,  all  the  manly  joys ! 
Beneath  a  shadowy  bow'r,  the  summer's  pride. 
Thy  dariing  Tutlia  «  sitting  by  thy  side ; 
Where  light  and  shade  in  varied  scenes  displi^ 
A  contrast  sweet,  like  friendly  yea  and  nay. 
My  band,  tbe  secretary  of  my  mhid. 
Leaves  thee  these  lines  upon  the  poplar's  riuL 


ON  seeivg  the  pxctubb  op 
MISS  R G ^A^. 

DBAWN  BY   MB.    VARBLST,     OP  THRBADXlSMB* 

8TBBBT. 

Shall  candid  Prior*,  in  immortal  lays. 
Thy  ancestor  with  generous  ardour  praise; 
Who,  with  his  pencil's  animating  pow'r, 
fai  liveliest  dies  immortalized  a  flow'r, 

*  His  daughter. 

«  See  Verses  pn  fk  Fkwer  paiatcd  by  Vaidsl^ 
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AadtlM]|iio)ast»  impaHad^MRli 
Tby  more  exahed  mmnUk^^eamand  i 
Who  giVst  to  beauty  ^pnqpakmtk  Motmif 
And  lively  grace,  «ihioh«0e  «MiAOt< 
Who  mak'st  the  tpm^mgtym  with  i 
Attd  painrft  at  ouoe  the  body  and  *he  I 


^JV  INriTJTiON  TO  MRS.  TTLER^ 

▲  CtaaCYMAN'S  LMV,    rO  JMWK  VMtf   A  COVrLB 

OF  DUCKS  ON  n»  AxwivntAKK  4i9  wmt  4U* 

TBOa's  WEOlDXNG-DAr. 

•  Had  I  the  pen  of  sir  John  Sockfing, 
And  ODold  find  oQt  a  rhyme  for  ducking. 
Why,  dearest  madam,  iathatcaae, 
I  vould  invite  you  to  a  hraoe. 
Haste,  gentle  shephei^ess ',  aaiay, 
Td  morrow  is  the  gattdy  Hay, 
That  day,  when  to  my  longing  anns, 
Nancy  resigned  her  fotdaa  oharais. 
And  set  my  am'nms  indtaaiiDn 
VpoD  the  business  ^the  nation. 
Twdnatrions  Moll*,  with  many  a  pluck, 
Unwiogs  the  plnmage^^aoh  4uck  ; 
And  as  she  sits  a  brooding  o*er, 
Yoa'd  think  sbe*d  ^ateb  aeoop|eniore. 
Come,  all  ye  Muses,  come  aud  sing, — 
Shsdl  we  theo^oasttbem  4MI  ajferivg  ? 
Or  shall  we  make  our  dirty  jilt  run. 
To  b^  a  roast  of  Mrs.  Bikon*? 
But  to  delight  |m  aose  with  4iKtep 
We  RhalJ  provide  a  disbaf  pease : 
On  ducks  alone  we*ll  not  regale  ybu. 
We'll  wine,  we'll  punch  you»  and  w«'il«]e  yon. 
To  sMnrrow  is  the  gaudy  day, 
Uaaie^  gentle  shepherdesi,  away. 


TV  MISS  ^ 


'P £* 


Faw  partner  of  my  Nancy's  heart. 
Who  feel'st,  like  me,  lov^s  poignant  dart  | 
Who  at  a  IrowncuM  pant4br  pain, 
And  at  a  smile  revive  again  ; 
Who  doat'st  to  that  severe  degria. 
You're  jealous,  e'en  of  constancy; 
•  Bora  hopes  and  iiaars  and  doubts  to  prove. 
And  each  vicissitude  of  love  1 
To  this  my  humble  suit  atteody 
4nd  be  my  advocate  and  friend. 
So  may  just  fiea^n  your  goodness  Mess ; 
Sooeetsfol  ev'n  in  my  success  I 
Oft  at  the  silent  hour  of  night. 
When  bold  intnision  wings  her  flight. 
My  fair,  from  care  and  bus'ness  free. 
Unbosoms  all  her  soul  to  thee. 
Each  hope  adth  which  her  bosomheaves, 
Bach  tender  wish  her  heart  receives 
To  thee  are  intimately  known. 
And  all  her  thoughts  become  thy  own : 

>  As  every  good  ptason  is  the  shepbecd  «f  his 
pock,  his  wife  is  a  ahc|iberdflS8  of  counOi 
*  The  maid. 
9  The  fandlsdy  of  the  mihlic  ho^se. 


Hmm  take  the  bksssed  biissfal  hour. 
To  try  love's  sweet  infections  puw*r; 
And  let  your  sister  aeub  ooospire 
In  love's,  as  friendship's  calaaer  Use* 
So  may  lliy  transport  equal  mine, 
Nay— eveiy  joy  be  doubly  thine  * 
So  may  the  youth,  whom  you  prefer. 
Be  all  I  wibh  to  be  to  her. 


DissRTu«MB  Romuli  Nepotum, 
QuoUuat,  qoob^ue  fii^re,  Maroe  TaU), 
Et  qoot  p63t  aliis  ernnt  in  annis, 
Gratias  tibimaximas  Catullus, 
Agit  pessimus  omnium  Poeta  ;«*• 
Tanto  pessimus  omnium  Poata, 
Quanto  ta  optimus  onmium  patniMHv 


IMITATED 

AFTBR  DIMIIfd  miWB  MR.  MURSAT, 

O  ivov,  of  British  oiatoa  the  chief 
That  were,  or  are  in  being,  or  belief; 
All  eminence  and  goodness  as  thou  ar^ 
Aocept  the  gratitude  of  Poet  Smait,<<«- 
The  meanest  of  the  tuneful  train  as  far. 
As  thou  tianscend'st  the  brightest  at  the  has. 


INSCRIPTIONS    ON  AN  JEOLIAN 
BARP. 

On<ma£nd. 

Partem  aliquam,  O  venti,  divdm  rsferatis  ad 

aures. 

On  one  Side. 

Salve,  que  fingis  proprio  modulamine  carmen. 
Salve,  Memnoniam  vox  imitatalyram  I 

Diric^  O  divin^mque  songs  sine.pollicis  ictu. 
Dives  naturae  simplicis,  artis  inops ! 

Tatia,  que  tncults  dant  mdlea  labrapuellsB, 
Talia  sunt  fisdles  qus  modulantur  aves; 

On  the  other  Side. 

Hail>  heav'niy  harp,  where  Meamoi/s  skill  if 


That  ehaim'st  the  ear  with  nusie  all  thine  own  I 
Which,  though  nBtoucVd,  can^  rapffoas  strains 
O  rich  of  genoinenature,  free  from  ait  I  [impart* 
Such  the  wiM  warUings  of  the  sylvan  throng, 
Sosimply  sweet  the  untaoght  virgin's  song. 

On  the  other  End. 
Christophorui  Smart  Heorioo  BeU  Armigerob 


AN    EPIGRAM    BY   SIR   THOMAS 
MORS. 

DeTyndaro. 
NoM  minimo  insignem  aaso  d«m  ferte  pnellam 
Basiat|  en !  Toluit  Tyndams  este  dicax. 
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Fnistra,  ait,  ergo  tuis  mea  profero  labra  lalxelUs, 
Nostra  prpcal  nasus  destinet  ora  tuus. 

Protinus  erabuit,  tacitaque  excanduit  ir&, 
Nempe  parudi  salso  tacta  puellasale. 

Nasus  ab  ore  meus  tuasi  tenet  oscula,  dixit, 
Qui  nasus  noo  est,  h&c  dare  parte  potes. 


THE  LOKO    NOSED    PAIR. 

Once  on  a  time  I  fair  Dorinda  kissM, 
Whose  no&e  was  too  distinguished  to  be  miss'd  ; 
"  My  dear,"  says  I,"  I  fain  would  kfsa  you  closer, 
But  tho*  y<wr  lips  say  ay<>Uyour  nose  says,  no, 

sir.**— ^ 
The  maid  was  equally  to  fun  inclinM, 
And  placed  her  lorely  lily -hand  behind ;        [kiss, 
«*  Here,  swain,"  she  cry'd,  «*  may'stthou  securely 
Where  there^s  no  nose  to  interrupt  thy  bliss. 


FANNY,  BLOOMING  FAIR. 

nANSLATED  4NT0  LATIN,     IN  THE  MANNER  OF  MR. 
BOURIIE. 

Cum  primikm  ante  oculos,  yiridi  lasciva  jurenti, ' 

Non  temere  attonitos  Famiia  pulchra  stetit, 
\'i  mihi  se  gratus  calor  in:$inuavit  in  ossa 

Miranti  speciem,  virgineumque  decus !    [non  ? 
Dum  partes  meditor  varias,  h.  amabile-— quid 

Lustrandique  acies  magna  libido  capit ; 
Prodigus  &  laudum  dum  formam  ad  sidera  tollo, 

Subdolus  en !  fiirtim  labitur  intus  amor. 

IdaUi  paeri,  Venerisque  exercitus  omnis 

Exomat  multo  lumina  fosta  dolu  \ ' 
liic  currus,  hie  tela  jaoent,  hie  areas  Amoris, 

Cypri  posthabitis  hie  manet  ipsejugis. 
Nativis  gcna  pulchra  rosis  vestita  superbit, 

Inmlidam  artificis  spemere  n&ta  manum  j 
Non  tantas  jactat  veneres  suavissimus  horti 

Incola,  quando  novis  spirat  amoma  cumis. 

Concinnis  inerabris  patetimmortalis  origo, 

itlla  Jovis  monstraut  quid  potuere  manus  ; 
Reginamque  Cnidi,  formosam  Cyprida,  reddit, 

Quicuuque  egregio  lu'dit  in  ore  decor  ! 
Quanta  mihi  nervos,  heu,  quanta  est  flamma  m»- 

Pectoris  ut  video  luxuriantis  ebur —     [dullas. 
Pectoris  exiniis  nymphs— ^jam  dulo6  tumentis 

Jam  subsideutis — sed  cupit  ante  premi. 
Circomdat  mediam  cestus  (mihi  credite)  nymp- 

Insignis  cestus,  quem  dedit  ipsa  Venus  :  [bam 
Duke  sateliitiuni  cii-ca  illam  ludit  amonim, 

Atque  hilaresducit  ttirba  jocora  choros. 
Felix  ante  homines  istius  cing^Ia  zonas 

Qui  solvas,  felix,  quisquis  es,  ante  Deos  ! 
Omnea,  tanta  omne.s,  nisi  me,  contingere  posse 

Gaudia,  vosqiie  Dii,  tuque  puella  neges. 

When  Fanny,  blooming  fair. 

First  caught  my  ravish'd  sight, 
Pleas'd  with  her  shaperand  air, 

I  felt  a  strange  delight : 
Whilst  eagerly  1  gazM, 

Admiring  ev'ry  part, 
And  eyVy  feature  prais'd,  * 

iShe  Ftole  Into  my  heart. 


In  her  bewitching  eyes 

Ten  thousand  loves  appear  | 
There  Cupid  basking  li«8, 

'  His  shafts  are  hoarded  there. 
Her  bk)oming  cheeks  are  dy*d 

With  colour  all  her  own. 
Excelling  far  the  pride 

Of  roses  newly  blown. 
Her  well  tum'd  limbs  confess 

I'he  lucky  hand  of  Jove  y 
Her  features  all  express 

The  beauteous  qupen  of  love. 
What  flames  mjtnerves  invade 

When  I  behold  the  breast 
Of  that  too  charming  maid 

Rise  suing  to  be  prest ! 

Venus  round  Fanny's  waist 

Has  her  own  cestus  bounds 
There  guardian  Cupids  grace> 

And  dance  the  circle  round. 
How  happy  n^iay  he  be. 

Who  shall  her  zone  unloose  ! 
That  blisb  toall  but  me, 

May  Heay'n  and  she  refuse. 


HORACE.  ODE  IV. 

Ad  Xanthiam  Phoceumb 

Ne  sit  ancills  tibi  amor  pudori, 
Xanthia  Phoc^  •  prius  insulenten^ 
Serva  Briseis  niveo  colore 
Movet  Achillem : 

Movit  Ajaoemlelamone  natum 
Forma  captive  dominum  TecmesssD  ; 
Arsit  Atrides  medio  in  Iriampho 
Virgine  rapta : 

Barbaras  postquam  cecid^re  turma: 
Thcssalo  victore,  &  ademptus  Hector 
Tradidit  fessis  leviora  tolli 
Pergama  Qraiis. 

Nescias  an  te  geoerum  beati 
Phyllidis  flavs  decorent  parentes. 
Regium  certe  genus  &  penates 

Mceretiniquos. 
Crede  non  illam  tibi  de  scclesti 
Plebe  dilectam ;  neque  sic  fidelem. 
Sic  lucro  aversam  potuisse  nasci 

Matre  pudendi. 

Brachia,  &vu1tum,  teretesque  suras. 
Integer  laudo.     Fuge  suspicari, 
Cujus  octavum  trepidavit  »t^ 
Claudere  lustrum. 


THE  PRETTY  CHAMBERMAID. 

In  Imitation  of  the  above  ode  of  Horace. 

CoiLiN^  oh  1  cease  thy  friend  to  blame, 
Who  entertains  a  senile  flame. 
Chide  not—  believe  mo,  'tis  no  mora 
Than  great  Achilles  did  before, 
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Wlio  iioMer,  )m>ader  far  thaa  he  is, 
A/dor'd  his  chambermaid  Briseis. 

Tlie  tbend^ring  A)ax  Venns  lays 

Id  lovers  inextricable  maze. 

His  aUnre  Tecmes&a  makes  him  yield, 

Nov  mistress  of  the  sevenfold  shield. 

Atrides  with  his  captive  playM, 

Who  always  shar'd  the  bed  she  made. 

'TSvas  at  the  ten  years  siege,  when  all 
The  Trqiaas  fell  hi  Hector's  fall. 
When  Helen  mPd  the  day  and  night. 
And  made  them  love  and  made  them  fight ; 
£ach  hero  kissed  his  maid,  and  why, 
Tiioagh  Vm  no  hero,  may  not  I } 

Who  knows  ?  Polly  perhaps  may  be 

A  piece  of  ruin'd  royalty. 

She  baa  (I  eannot  doubt  it)  been 

The  daughter  of  some  mighty  queen  ; 

Bot  fate's  irremeable  doom 

Has  changed  her  sceptre  for  a  broom. 

Ab  !  cease  to  think  it — ^how  can  phe, 
So  generous,  charming,  fond,  and  fre^. 
So  liVral  of  her  little  store. 
So  heedleM  of  amassing  more, 
Have  one  drop  of  plebeian  blood 
In  all  the  circulating  flood  ? 

But  jroo,  by  carping  at  my  fire, 
Do  bat  betray  your  own  desire— 
Howe'er  proceed — ^made  tame  by  years. 
You'll  raise  in  me  no  jeakxis  fears. 
YouHre  not  one  spark  of  love  alive. 
For,  thanks  to  Heav'n,  you're  forty-five. 


CHRISTOPHORUS  SMART      • 
SAMUELI  SAUNDERS,  CoL  Regains.  P.  D. 

Ph<ebits  &  liber,  chariterqoe  mecnm 
Kocte  ceenabunt  (ita  spondet Hermes) 
Nostra  sed  prorsos,  nisi  te  magistro, 

Poc'la  recusant. 

Attici  dives  venias  leporis, 

Kon  sine  assueto  venial  cachinno,  et 

Blanda  pinguedo  explicita  renideos 

Frootejocetur. 


Oeorgiam  expecto,  Satis  architectiiol 
Duplicis  vafirum  satis,  aemulosque 
Spero  VQ8  inter  fore  nunc,  ut  olim, 

Kobile  bellum* 

Damque  lucubrata  per  omne  longi 
Frigoris  ssclum  pueros  tenellos 
Alma  nox  pictas  videt  otiosos 

Volvere  chartas. 

Proh'pudor !  devota  lucro  juventus 
(Ut  paellarum  numerus  senumque) 
Pallet  insomnis  repetita  dun     ^        ^   ^ 
Jurgia  ludL 

Speme  (nam  maltse  cerebrum  Minervitt 
Est  tibi)  nugas  age  quaestuosas, 
Arduas,  vanas,  &  amara  curse 

Elue  mecom* 

Jam  rigct  tellus  hyemantque  mensesi, 
Vestra  sed  laarus  vireat,  tuisque 
In  genis  dulcis  rosasanitatis 

Sera  moretur. 

Aul.  Pen&b.  CanUb,  Cal.  Jan. 


THE  FAMOUS  GENERAL  EPITAPH 

FtOM  DEIfOSTHBMBS. 

These  for  their  oountry*s  cause  were  sheath'd  in ; 

And  all  base  imputations  dare  despise ;   [arms ' 
And  nobly  struck  with  glory's  dreadful  charms 

Made  death  their  aim,  eternity  their  prize. 
For  never  could  their  mighty  spirits  yield, 

To  see  themselves  and  country-men  in  <!hains  % 
And  Earth's  kind  bosom  hides  them  in  the  field 

Of  battle,  so  the  Will  Supreme  ordains; 
To  conquer  chance  and  erroui^ii  not  reveaPd, 

For  mortals  sure  mortality  remains. 

Ov^A  not  'tuTiwa^MP  vCpiv  awt^(htauf ; 
Yvxof  o^x'  eithw  KMWf  mttro  C^«Ci»r 

Mul&ip  oftMprtTf  i9T»  ©t«J>  KM  iF^wra  xaro^Oot^y, 
E'y  CioD}  f«o»p«y  ^*ot;T»  ^vyuir  iiro^ir. 


CARMEN  IN  S.  CMCILIAM. 

DsscEiTDB  coelo,  spiritu  qas  melleo 

Imples,  Cam<Bna,tibias ; 
Desceode,  pulsas  qus  lyram  volucri  mano, 
Nervmnqnesopitom  excita : 

IXflcat  fundcrc  suaviter  severas 
Testodo  nuroerosa  cantilenas : 

Cava  classica  clangoribus  auras 
Kepleant,  resonent  tremcbuncJarum 
Laqoeariaconvulsa  domorum : 
Inque  vicem  lentd  gravia  organa  majestate 
Spirent,  augustoquc  sonore  inflata  tumescant. 


ODE  ON  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAT. 

Descend,  ye  Nine!  descend  and  sing; 
The  breathing  instruments  inspire. 
Wake  into  voice  each  silent  string, 
And  sweep  the  sounding  lyre ! 

In  a  sadly-pleasing  strain, 
Let  the  waii>ling  lute  complain : 
Let  the  loud  trumpet  sound, 
'Till  the  roofis  all  around 
The  shrill  echoes  rebound : 
While  in  more  lengthen'd  notes  and  slow^ 
The  deep,  majestic,  solemn  omashloA'. 
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Ubolai^  at  ftaciii  moimBraiirftuft 
Seftirlii»(Mtran«  insmant  mcNlr' 
Mox  toMuBt  violeMtm  allMaHidr 
Avditim  Superis  soDum ! 
HmKpie  ezullanfcet  auoMci  atque  aii4acia  tuf^mt 
CarmiUy  jam  tremuliu  iVactU  fluitat  fuior 
Booee  minui 
Jam  li<yiefiK:ta, 
Jam  moritura, 
Bf  nrikiim  Ittngoctitf 
Mai  mui'a  dbrdl 
Leniiijr  atteanattt 


j£(|aasut  geirat  laoderatrix  Musica  meottt! 
Utpremit,  autfaxat  moUibiia  imperiia  I 
Sett  gaudiorum  torbida  pectora 
t'umaltuosis  flu£tibas  aestuant, 
Tranquiflat ;  urget  mu  maknriim 
FiMHliif,  bum»  tonf  IHlii  voce« 
Ctestit  beDanteii  aMioMso  aeoemlere  caota ; 
Blandaqae  amatori  medSeanvuraafllcit  aegro :    ' 
LanguMia  aooe !  caput  Moostitia  erigit, 
'Maihtan  meUiedia  pMlit  e  toris, 
Ulnas  implicitas  pandit  Inertia, 
Anditdeciduis  Invidia  anguibus: 
fttertinat  wmni  cfwtairf  bdto;  appHoatanna 
Seditio,  nee  prascipites  reminiscitur  iraa. 

Aat  ohi  dulcis  amor  patriae  pia  mittit  in  anna» 
O  f  quanto  acoendunt  mavorti'a  tympana  pulsu  f 
Sic,  cam  prima  viam  navis  tentaret  inauaam, 
Tbrax  cednit,  puppiqae  lyram  tracUvit  ia  aUA, 
Dmn  vidit  Argo  Pfelion  arduum 
Tinua-aorores  deserere  impigraa^. 
Et  tniba  circumFuaa  muto 
Semidedm  atapuere  plauaa : 
Incedit  heroa,  qjuisquia  audik  soaum, 

Amore  flagrana  gloriae  ; 
Dum  aeminudam  quisque  rapit  manu 
Ensem,  ct  conneat-maltiplicem  aegida : 
Ad  arnu  aylTD^  ad  anna  muoto^. 
'  Terrm»  mara^  aatr»  aonant  ad  arma ! 

sMf  cun  pevora  lamtet-cavnnoai, 
Amplexiboa  qoov  qpaiakofaifefoBaas 
PhlegetlKHit  pnijam,  Btata  naamiiMia 
Adire  juaait  pallidoa  Amor  manaa 

Qiua  minad'aaooorum ! 
Qosfeiana  monatra  videri, 
Dima  pec  oraa^iaaita  1 
Horrida  fulgura, 
VoK  penetrabiris 
9tVV9  qoerentianTy 
Et  picet  jgnii 
Triate  crepuacolum. 
Din  ulalatua, 
ItgamitCU-gra^ 
Moesta  profunditas, 
Dumqne  Kiant  pcenas  anime,  tremnli  ainguU 
led  aiidin*r  audin'I  aaream  feritcheljn, 

Miaariaque  fecit  otium : 
En  *   tcnae  at  potoiia  aorlbua  agmen  adast ! 
Qaieadt  ingena  Siayphi  aaxum,  cl  auas 
AocfiniB  Ixion  rotae, 
Atque  levea  inaunt  pallida  spectra  choros ! 
Verratia  aom  membra  tons  oollapaa  recHnant 
Oblitae  iranim  Eumenidea,  et  lurica  oiream 
pBlla  anacqitantea  seae  ejcpTicnere  colubri ! 

Per  flnwtaBmiLmd%  qoB  petvoafc 
.    Rore  delibaal  iimioaa  ripaa; 


[toa. 


iedi 


Haflric'I  niv  uuwlisn^  t9tt  Mv  4en^ 
Oentlf  alcaA  upoft  tbe  ear; 
Now  louder,  and  yet  loader  riae. 
And  fifl  with  aprcvdin^  aoundi  til* 
akiea; 
Exulting  in  triumph  now  awelP  the  botd  noCHr, 
In  broken  air,  trembling,  the  wild  mntf  c  flocti^ 
Till  by  degreea,  remote  and  tfmadl, 
TbeaCndna  dtcMy^ 
And  melt  away. 
In  a  dying,  <fylng  fiJL 

By  MiMie  Bimtla  an  equal  temper  hbow^ 

Nor  swell  too  high,  nor  sink  too  low. 

If  in  the  breast  tumultaoosjoy9aiffK|^ 

Music  her  f oft  assuaslte  voice  ltppUes| 
Or  when  the  aoal  ia  preas'd  wft£  carcs^ 
Exalts  her  in  enlivening  aira. 

Warriors  ahe  fires  with  animated  sounds ; 

Pours  balm  into  the  Weeding  lover's  womkb 
Melancholy  lifta  her  bead, 
Morp&eua  rouaes  from  his  bed, 
Sloth  unfolda  her  arms^  and  wakea, 
Liat'oing  Envy  drops  her  snakes: 

Intestine  war  no  more  our  paaaions  ^age. 

And  giddy  lactioos  hear  away  their  nge. 

But  when  our  country^  eanae  piwiluj  t»  i 
How  martial  music  every^hoioaB  wMma ! 
So  when  the  first  bold  vessel  dar'd  the  t 
High  on  his  stem  the  TUvacian  mia^dhfs  i 
While  Argv  saw  her  kindrad  treev 
DaseeBdiTom  Ftelion  to  tiie  mnv: 
IVansported  deni-godk  stood  rdonA; 
An<l  men  grew  heroes  at  the  sound; 
fnffam'd  wMig  lisry's  cbannw; 
Each  chief  his  sevenfold  shield  displayM^ 
And  half  unsheathed  the  shining  lAmAe^ 
And.  seas,  and  rocks,  and  skies  rebound 
To  arms,  to  arms,  to  arms  V 


But  when  through  all  the  infernal  boondf 
Which  flaming*  PUegellMB  sononndi. 

Love,  strong  aa  Death,  the  po^  lad 
To  the  pale  nations  of  the  dead, 
WiMt  aounds  were  heard. 
What  scenes  appeared. 
O'er  all  the  dreary  ooaMft } 
Dreadful  gleams. 
Dismal  screama, 
Kreatbat  glow. 
Shrieks  of  woe. 
Sullen  moans. 
Hollow  groans, 
And  cries  of  tortured  ghosts  I 
But  hark!  he  strikes  the  golden  lyre ; 
And  see  I  the  tortured  ghosts  respire. 
See,  shady  ferns  advance  f 
Thy  stone,  O  Sisyphus,  standsstill, 
IxJon  rests  upon  his  wheel. 

And  the  pale  spectrea  daate ! 
The  Furies  sfnk  upon  their  iron  beds, 
And  snakes  uncuri'd  hang  litCfniiif  roimd  thtir 
heads. 


By  the  streams  that  ever  lls«^ 
By  the  fragrant  winds  that  blow 
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1^er  levem,  aqua  Eiysii  vireta 

Ventilataare; 
Per  beatonmi  genios  colenten 
Arrm.  qui  passim  aspbodelis  renidet, 
Graoieii  auratis,  amaranthioxve  um- 
bracula  fiondis ; 
Perdooes,  si  qnis  dubiam  per  umbram 
SplendJdis  late  loca  tastrat  anais; 
Mjatas  atqiBisqBisqiiafalasiKigaibir 

iDealasyhai^    ^sam, 
(taa  nylUM  eniqi)  nilii  ratdile  spa** 
Obtestor,  pariliTe  adjungite  mc  quaqMe  fato  I 
Canit,  cantali  Dis  feras-anaott, 
CsdHqfBB  UaadanHB  hanaoBi*  praram, 
£t  Ticta  mansoescant  sevena 
Penephanaa  sua  laora  caaaa* 
JaWanpha!  MonetOrousOiiphaa 

Lctantur  doaMtore  doman, 
Vatemqiia  mwk  iasigaiMit  victeviA  f 
fkta  obrtaotr—oovies  Styx  circuoifusa  ccercet — 
Nequicquam — ^yiaoit  Muslcavviocit  Amor. 


Sad  aiiiiiftiii,  han ! 


liJlUB 


Mipexit 


Ah !  cecidit,  ceaidji,  aoUtoqaeelapM  vsAigit ! 
<tei  prece  jana  aardaaAadcs,  ttaaanuia,  Psrcas  ? 
AltUy  sicriDMiB^ciiaMikaoianlislMibaSi 
Nana  paadiiliisu^  aatrM^ 
Jafeafa  propiar  uudaa^ 
UhicaUibusradnclis 
Teiaafd  vagatus  Uabvu% 
Hea!  sotasyaoqua 


Gognitus  ttlii, 
Hetus  iategiaty 
Teqae  gemeas  foaati^  Earydioay 

Paadita,  peaiita, 
Qaa  !  otaaa  insMruia  pardita ! 
NoBC  toium  Eaaaudaa  eiagitaat,  juftia 
£a  !  Gao9  Rlkodopes  ia  gelidis  tfeoMfe,ioianein. 
Aidesoaaa  treiait,  insaait,  speaiqna  abjicit 
Eoce  !  pavavia lostn  fitfaaa fii^tocyor  Earo ; 
Etas!  pentiapity  aadtn', at Haaios,  atiagamit 
—  Ahlpartt!^  [ertt!— 

EnrydioMi  taaea  aatraiaA  comroct  profaadity 
Ea^fdioen  tremalo  laanrare  liagua  caoit, 
Enrydicaa  Daous, 
Earydioea  aqosB, 
CarydioQft  flMMitesy  geoiabiiadaqaa  saxa  retor- 


Ijactos  Afimca  tcniperat  ferocesy 
£t-  fiiti  larat  iagnientis  ictas: 
Daleis  masica  mollitdr  dolorem 
M ulai  belitia  $  soaante  piectro 
Spas  arena  redit,  Foror  recumbit : 
Nabis  i)la  eadem  breves  adauget 
Terra  deKcias,  opegquecceli 
Pnesentire  dooet  remoUores. 
Hlac  soljom  ceeiaii  Namen,  meiaor,  unde  beatam 
CeperatluuiaoataBiet  modulaiaina,  iion8ua,Vir- 
Orgaaa  pleaa  choris  ubi  magnifico  ootlcentq  [ga 

Misoentar,  aarem  stherei  inclinant  iocolx } 
TerresfcresaaioistDllaaturin  astratumenti 
Canaiaa^  diriaaqoe  alitor  sacra  flanima  ftuore ; 
Doaa  proaa  Ctelo  peadet  angelfim  cobora, 
Or^teAmjam  taceaat  Pierides  suum, 
BdajurCacili»Tisdatar  iaclyts. 
iHe  via  aaiiMam  revocavit  Oroo  ; 
lUa  suMatas  taper  astra  meates 
AmfitC«lo»  superisque  miscet 
Carnuaa  Divis. 


O'er  th*  BIf  sian  ilaw*n!» 
By  those  happy  souls  who  dwell 
In  yellow  meads  aV  asphodel, 
Ow  a^araathiqa  baw'rst 
By  the  heroes  armed  shades, 
GUtt'dag  ttnx^  Ibogloaaap  gMa% 
By  the  youths  that  dyM  (or  love» 
Wand^rin^  in  the  myrtk-  grvve^ 
Restore,  restore  Bwydlce  to  life; 
Oh  take  the  husband,  orrettim  the  wife  ? 
He  sofig,  aod  Hell  consented 
To  hear  the  poet^  prayer;. 
Stern  Pfeserpine  refeoted 
Aad  gave  him  back  the  ftdr. 
Thus  Song*  con ^d  prevail 
O'er  Death  and  o'er  Belt, 
A  conquesl  how  hard  and  haw  gTorioual 
Though  Pate  had  fost  bound  hei^  • 
With  Styx  nine  times  round  her,^ 
Yet  Music  and  Eote  were  victorious. 

ma  saea,  too  soan^  the  Inver  turns  his  eyes^ 
Again  sha  Mb,  again  she  dies,  she  dies  ! 
Ho«  wito  thoa  naw  Che  fihtal  sisters  move  ? 
No  crime  was  thine,  if  V»  no  crime  to  bvve. 
Now  under  hanging  mountatas, 
BesWte  the  ftittoPfbuntaios, 
Or  where  Sebrus  waudters^ 
Ralliog  iameandisrs,, 
AH  alone 

Unheard,  nnhnown^ 
He  makes  his  moajiy 
And  caUtt  her  ghost. 
For  ever,  ever,  ever  Itwt  f 
Now  with  ibries  snrronndbd, 
]>espairing^  confounded, 
Hfe  trembtes,  he  glows 
AmidttRhodope's  snows ; 
See,  wild  as  the  whids,  o*er  the  desert  he  fltes  ; 
Harkf  HamMis  resounds  with  the  Bucchanal'a 
cries— 

—  Ah  !  see  he  dies ! 

Yet  ev»n  in  death  Eurydlce  be  sung, 

Eurydfce  still  trembled  on  his  tongne, 

Enrydica  the  woods, 

Enrydice  the  floods, 

Eiwydiee  tbe  rocks  and  hollow  mouataias  rung.. 


Music  the  fiercest  grief  caachaniu 

And  iate's  Kverest  rage  dasasia: 

Music  can  soften  pain  to  ease. 

And  make  despair  aad  madaeaa  please*: 

Our  juys  below  it  caa  improve^ 

And  antedate  the  bliss  abova. 

This  tbe  divine  Cecilia  found. 

And  to  her  Maker's  praise  coafin^d  tba  sonad. 

Hlien  the  full  oq^a joins  tba  tunafiil  qaini 
Th>  immortal  puw'rs  iacline  their  aar» 

Rome  on  the  swelling  notes  our  soBts<aspice| 

While  solemn  airs  improve  the  saciad  Are  ^ 
And  angels  lean  from  Heav'a  to  hear. 

Of  Orpheus  now  ao  moce  let  poets  tall. 

To  bright  Cecilia  greater  pow'r  isgiv*a; 
Uis  numbers  raised  a  shade  from  UaUv 
Her*s.liCc  the  suul  to  ileav*ii. 
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SMARTS  POEM*. 


A  lATIN  VERSION 


MILTON^  L'ALLlEGRO. 

kpv0V«  yjUhuwu  luttrtfiSol  i9tri«CoNtft.   Hdk. 

Pkocul  hhip,  O  procul  esto  infonnis  .£grimaiiia, 
Quam  janitori  Obscuritas  nigerrima 

Suscepit  oiim  Cerbero, 
Desertam  in  cavdL  Stygis  profundaly 
llorribiles  inter  formas^  visasque  piofanos, 
'  Obsccenosque  nlulatos, 
locultam  licet  invenire  sedem, 
Kox  ubi  parturieos 
^elotypis  iiirtiin  pido  superincnbatalis 

Queriturque  tristis  noctua, 
Sub  den^is  illic  ebenis  scopulisque  cavatifi, 

Vestri  miosis  more  supercilii, 
£temi!ki]l  maneas  Cimmeria  in  doma 

Sed  hue  propinquet  oomis  et  pulcberrima. 
Quae  nympba  divis  audit  Euphrosyne  choris, 
^aUens  tamco  vocatur  a  mortalibos 
Medicina  cordis  hilar itas,  quam  Candida 
Venus  duabus  insuper  cum  Gratiis   • 
Dias  Lyseo  patri  in  auras  eclidit : 
Sive  illie  ventus  (caeteri  ut  Mystse  canunt) 
Jocnndus  aursL  qui  ver  implet  melle&«     ' 
Zephyrus  ^uellam  amplexus  est  Tit^oniam 
Quondam  calendis  feriatam  Maiis, 
Tunc  pallidis  genuit  super  violariis. 
Super  et  losaruni  roscida  lanugine, 
Alacrem,  beatam,  viridamque  fiHam. 
Agedom  puella,  quin  pari  vadant  gradu 
Jocus  et  Juventas,  Scommata  et  Ptotenritas, 
IX>lusque  duplex,  nutus  et  nictatio, 
Tenuisque  rlsus  hue  et  hue  contort] lis ; 
Quatis  venust  pendent  Hebes  in  genft, 
Amatquc  jungi  las vi bus  gelasinisj 
CuraB  sequatur  Ludus  infestus  nigra,  et 
Laterum  Cachinnus  pinguium  frustra  tenax. 
Agite  caterva  ludat  exultim  levis, 
Pedesque  dulcissublcvet  lascivia  j 
Dcxtrumque  c1  audit  alma  Liber tas  latus, 
Oreadum  palantium  suavissima ; 
£t,  si  tuts  honoribus  non  defui. 
Me  scribe  vestrac*  laeta  Virgo,  lamiiiiB, 
IJtillius  simul  et  tui  consortio 
Liberrimd.  juvcncmur  innocentii; 
lit  cum  Tolatus  augpicatur  concitos ; 
Stupidamque  alauda  voce  noctem  territat ; 
Levata  coelestem  in  pharon  dilucul6, 
Friusque  gilvum  quam  nibct  crepusculimi. 
Time  ad  fenestras  (amdi  nolint,  vclint) 
Diem  precemur  prosperam  Ticin'a;, 
Caput  exer^ntes  e  rosis  sylvestribus, 
Seu  vite,  sive  flcxili  cynosbato. 
Pum  Martius  clamore  Oallus  vWido 
Tenuem  lacessit  in  fa^k  caltginem, 
Graditurve  farris  ad  struem,  vel  horfeum, 
Dominse  pra^eons,  graduque  grandi  glorian& 
Saepe  audiamus  ut  canes  et  comua 
Sonore  Ifeto  itaane  sopitnm  cient, 
Dum  qu&.  pneelti  clivus  albcscit  jngi, 
Docilis  canora  reddit  Echo  murmura. 
Mox,  teste  multo,  qu^  vjrent  colles,  vager, 
Ulmosque  sepes  ordinatas  implicat, ' 
Koa  stans  apricus  ante  liminu, 
Vbi  sol  coniscum  magnus  instaurat  diem 


Hehcb,  loathed  Mdancholy, 

or  Cerberus,  and  blackest  MkUiigfat  boni> 

In  Stygian  cave  ftniom, 
'Mongst  liorrid  ihsf»e8,and  shiieks,  andiigbts  mfi 
hajy, 

Find  out  jome  uncouth  fell, 
Where  brooding  Darkness  spreads  bis  jealous 
wings. 

And  the  nigfat-raTen  sings  ; 
There  under  ebon  shades,  And  Io«-browM  fbck«^ 

As  ragged  as  thy  locks. 
In  dark  Cimmerian  desert  ever  dwell. 

But  come  thou  goddess  fur  and  fire6, 
In  Heav'n  yclep'd  Euphrosyne, 
And  by  menj  heart-easrog  Mirth, 
Whom  lovely  Venus  at  a  birth 
With  two  sister  Graces  more 
To  ivy-browned  Bacchus  bore  s 
Or  whether  (as  some  sages  sing) 
The  frolic  wind,  that  breathes  the  springs 
Zephyr,  with  Auroia  playing. 
As  he  met  her  once  a  maying. 
There  on  beds  of  violets  blue,   . 
And  fresh  bkywn  roses  wash'd  in  dew, 
Fill*d  her  with.thee  a  daughter  fair. 
So  buxom,  blith,  and  debonahrc  $ 
Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  tbe^ 
Jest  and  youthful  Jollity, 
Quips  and  Cranks  and  wanton  Wiles, 
Nods  and  Benk%  and  wreathed  SmUcs* 
Such  as  hang  on  Hebe*s  cheek, 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sleek ; 
Sport,  that  wrmkled  Care  derides, 
And  jlaughter  holding  both  his  sides  j 
Come,  and  trip  it  as  yon  go« 
On  the  light  fimtasfic  toe ; 
And  in  thy  right  band  lead  with  thee 
The  mountain  nymph,  sweet  liberty} 
And  if  I  give  thee  honour 'due. 
Mirth,  admit  me  of  thy  crew. 
To  live  with  her  and  liye  with  thee. 
In  unreproved  pleasures  free ; 
To  hear  the  lark  begin  bis  flight. 
And  singing  startle  the  dull  N igbt. 
From  his  watch-tow'r  in  the  skies^ 
Till  the  dappled  dawn  doth  rise  ^ 
Then  to  come  in  spight  of  sorrow. 
And  at  my  window  bid  goodmorrow^ 
Thro*  the  sweet-briar,  ur  the  vine, 
Or  the  twisted  eglantine : 
While  the  cock  with  lively  din 
Scatters  the  rear  of  Darkness  thin  | 
And  to  the  stack  or  the  barn-door. 
Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before. 
Oft  listening  how  the  hounds  and  horn 
Cheerly  rouse  the  slumbVing  Mom, 
From  the  side  of  some  hoar  hill. 
Thro'  the  high  wood  echoing  shrtlL 
Sometimes  walking  not  unseen 
By  edge- row  eims,  on  hillocks  green, 
Kiarht  against  the  eastern  gate, 
Where  the  great  Sun  begins  his  stat«. 
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VotHai  igui,  locidoqae  saccino. 
Inter  floicaiittiin  mille  fimnas  nobram. 
Vieiiiosagrfliin  dum  ooloous  tranamMty 
Atqaecmulatur  ore  fistulam  rudi, 
Molctrmmqae  portat  cantitens  puellala, 
Faldqae  ootem  messor  aptat  stridvlaB, 
Saamque  pastor  quisque  garrit  fabulaniy 
HediDis  in  oonralle,  sobtor  arbuto. 
MoK  iUeoebras  ocolas  arripuit  novas, 
Dum  longns  undiquaqne  prospectus  patet, 
Cuiam  novate,  et  fusca  salifls  squora, 
Qnk  pecora  gramen  demetont  vagantia; 
Sablimium  sterilia  terga  montiuni, 
Qni  pondensa  szpe  toiqueni  nubila, 
Macalosa  veniis  prata  p^tm  bellibus, 
Amnes  vadosi,  et  latiora  flumioa.  [est 

Pinnasqae  marorum,  atque  tarrescemere 
Cristata  circftm  qoas  coronant  robora, 
Ubi  forte  omBdam  nympha  fiUIit,  cui  decor 
Yknniam  (cynosura  tanq>iam)  illuminat. 
Jttxta  duarum  siibter  umbrll  quercuum, 
Colmi^  opertA  fbmus  emicat  CAsa, 
Quk  jam  vocati  Tbyrsis  et  <;orydon  sedent, 
Fkmemqne  odoro  compriment  oonvivio, 
Uerbis,  cibisque  rasticis,  nitidi8sim& 
Quse  sufficit  snccincta  Phillis  dexter& : 
Moz  Tbestyli  morem  gcrens  jacentia 
Aureis  catenis  ccgit  in  sasces  sata  ^ 
Vemisve  in  horis,  sole  tostum  vii^nes 
Aennm  reeeoti  pellicit  fragrantiil ; 
Est  et  serents  quando  fceta  gaodiis 
ZsQeisiora  peipla^pt  magplia; 
Vtcsnqiie  juxta  flu  men  in  numeram  sonant 
Campans,  et  icta  dulc6  barbitos  strepit, 
Dnm  malta  nympha,  multa  pubtis  durit^r 
Peliunt  trementes  ad  canorem  cespites 
Dttbias  per  umbras :  qua  labore  liberi 
Jnvmesque  ludunt,  et  stenes  promiscui, 
JIatius  nitente  sole  propter  ferias : 
Jam  quando  vesperascit,  omnes  allicit 
Auro  liqaenti  Bacchus  hordiaceus,  • 

Phjiiisque  narrat  fiabuhjsa  fadnora, 
l^UDia  ut  paratas  Mabba  consumpsit  dapes, 
Sevapulasse,  et  essa  pres^am  ab  Incubo, 
Fatvoqae  triti  ab  igne  seductam  vi&; 
ft  et  laborem  subiit  Idolon  gravem, 
Florenique  lactis  nieritus  est  stipendiom; 
Unins  (inquit)  ante  noctis  exitum 
Tut  grana  frogis  fuste  trivit  veneficus, 
Qnot  ezpedire  rustici  ncqueunt  decern, 
Quo  jam  peracto  plumbeum  monstrum  en- 
Focumque  totum  latere  longo  metiens  [bat, 
Crinita  membra  fessus  igne  recreat ; 
DeiOt  priusquam  gallus,  evocat  diem. 
Tandem  satur  pimntasma  sese  proripiL 
Sc  absolutis  fabulis  ineunt  toros, 
Atque  ad  susurros  dormi  unt  fevonii. 
Tarriu  deinde  perplacebunt  oppida, 
Et  gentb  occopatse  mixta  murmura, 
Equitumque  turba,  nobilesque  spendidi. 
Qui  pacis  ipsi  vel  triamphaot  in  togi, 
Kurusqiie«  quarum  lumen  impetus  viris 
Jacniatur  acres,  prsmiumque  destinat 
Marti  aat  BTiuervfle,  quorum  uterque  nititur 
Nymphs  probari,  qus  probatar  omnibus : 
Hymenaeus  illic  ssepe  prastendat  ^Aoem 
ClariBsimam,  cruceumque  velameo  trahat. 
Spectac'la,  mimi,  pompa,  oommissatio, 
VetcrnmqiM  ritunocte  iJnl  ^nviyia, 
fOIt  XIU 


Rob^d  in  flames,  and  amber  light. 

The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  dight 

While  the  ploughman  near  at  hand. 

Whistles  o'er  the  furrow'd  land. 

And  the  milkmaid  singeth -blithe. 

And  the  mower  whets  his  scythe. 

And  every  shepherd  tells  his  tale 

Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 

Straight  mineeye  hath  caught  new  pleasmou 

Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures, 

Rnsset  lawns,  and  fidlowsgrey, 

Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray  • 

Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast* 

The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 

Meadows  trim  with  daisies  pied. 

Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  widat 

Towers  and  battlements  it  sees 

BoKMn'dhigh  in  tufted  trees. 

Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies  , 

The  Cynosure  of  neighbouring  eyes. 

Hard  by,  a  cottage  chimney  smokes. 

From  betwixt  two  aged  oaks. 

Where  Oorjdoo  and  Tbyrsis  met. 

Are  at  their  savory  dinner  set 

Of  herbs,  and  other  country  messes. 

Which  the  neat-handed  Phillis  dresses; 

And  then  in  haste  her  bow'rs  she  leaves. 

With  Thestyiis  to  bind  the  sheaves ; 

Or,  if  the  earlier  season  lead. 

To.  the  Unn'd  hay-cock  in  the  mead; 

Sometimes  with  secure  delight 

The  up-land  hamlets  will  invite. 

When  the  meny  bells  ring  TO«pd« 

And  the  jocund  rebecs  sound 

To  many  a  youth  and  many  a  m^id  : 

Oaocing  in  the  chequer'd  shade ; 

And  young  and  old  come  for^i  to  pifty 

On  asyn-sbine  holy-day, 

Till  the  live-long  day-light  fail : 

Then  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale. 

With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat. 

How  fairy  Mab  the  junkeU  eat ; 

She  was  pinch'd,  and  puU'd,  she  sed. 

And  by  the  friar's  lanthom  led  j 

Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  swet, 

To  earn  his  cream-ltowl  duly  set, 

When  in  one  night,  ere  glimpse  of  mom. 

His  shadowy  ^ail  bath  thresh'd  the  c  rn. 

That  ten  da^-labourers  could  not  end. 

Then  lies  him  down  the  lubbar  fiend. 

And  stretch'd  out  all  the  chimpey's  length. 

Basks  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strength  ; 

And  crop-full  out  of  doors  he  flings. 

Ere  the  first  cock  his  mattio  rings. 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  creep. 

By  whispering  winds  soonlull'd  asleep, 

Towered  cities  please  us  then, 

And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 

Where  throngs  of  knights  and  borons,  bold^ 

In  weeds  of  peace,  high  triuipph  hold, 

With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright  eyes 

Bain  influence,  andjudge  the  prize 

Of  wit  or  arms,  while  both  contend 

To  win  her  grace,  whom  all  oonunend. 

There  let  Hymeu  oft  appear. 

In  saffron  robe,  with  Uper  dear. 

And  pomp,  and  feast,  and  revelry^ 

With  tmk  and  antique  pageantry  ; 
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Talesque  visus,  qnos  Tidept  in  lomoiis 
Javeoes  poets,  dum  Celebris  rivuli 
Securi  aU  oram  vespere  aestiro  jacent. 
Tunc  ad  theatra  demi^rem  frequentia 
JoDSODe^  si  tu,  docte  soccum  proferas ; 
Sive  llle  *  miuae  filius  fundat  sonof, 
Quam  dulc^,  quam  felicit^r,  temerarios ! 
Coneque  cannen  semper  antidotos  modis 
Mentem  relaxet  iovolutam  Lydiis; 
Oh  1  sim  pereimi  emancipatus  carmini, 
Quod  tentet  usque  ad  iDtimum  cor  emicaos, 
Auresque  gratis  detinens  ambagibus 
Pedibus  legatis  suaviter  nectat  moras, 
Dam  liquida  vox,  labyriothus  ut,  deflectitur 
Bolo  perita  et  negligenti  iudustrii, 
Vari^ue  cseoos  arte  nodos  esqilicat, 
^imam  lateotem  qui  ooeroent  musices ; 
Adeo  at  quiete  expeigefactus  aurei 
ToTos  ralinquat  ipseThrax  amarant|iiDOS, 
Medioque  tales  captet  Elysio  sodos, 
Quales  avaram  suadeant  Proserpinmn 
N0II&  obligatam  lege  spoosam  reddjBr& 
His  si  reduodes  gaudiis,  pnidentis  est, 
)^titif|^  tecom  velie  vitam  degere. 

f^bakespeara. 


Such  sights  as  ytuthiul  poets  dream 

On  summer  eves,  by  haunted  stream. 

Then  to  the  well-trod  stage  anon, 

If  Jonson's  learned  sock  l>e  on. 

Or  sweetest  Shakespeare,  Fancy's  ohUd, 

Warble  bis  native  wood-notes  wild. 

And  ever  against  eating  cares 

Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  air^. 

Married  to  immortal  verse, 

Suph  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce,- 

In  notes,  with  many  a  winding  bout 

Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out, 

^'^ith  wanton  heed,  and  giddy  cunning, 

The  melting  voice  thro'  maf  es  running, 

Untwisting  all  the  chains  that  tye 

The  hidden  soul  of  harmony  : 

That  Orpheus'  belf  may  heave  his  he«4 

From  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 

Of  heaped  Elysian  3ow*rs,  apd  hear 

Such  strains  as  would  have  wpn  the  e^ 

Of  Pluto,  to  have  quite  sctiree  * 

His  half-regain'd  Enrydice. 

Th^Q  delights,  if  thou  canst  give, 

Mirtfi,  with  thee  I  ffl^an  to  live. 


pJTUB  MUNDORWM  PLURAUTJS, 

^KDi  labor  novas  hie  menti  ?  Qutti  curaqujetaip 
Ck)Ilicitat,  rapiensque  extra  confinia  terre, 
Coelestes'sine  more  jubet  volitar^  per  ignes? 
SciliceUmpatiens  angusto  hoc  orbe  teneri, 
Fontioelle,  tuos  audax  imitarier  ausus 
pestio,  &  inaolitas  spirant  prscordia  flammas. 


Pallor,  an  ipsevenit!    Delapsus  ab  aethere 
summo 
Pegason  nrget  eques,  laterique  flagellifer  instat: 
Mevocatj  &  duns  desiste  laboribus,  inquit, 
f '  Me  duce,  carpe  viam  iacilem,  tibi  singula  clard 
Expediam,  tibi  cemere  erit,  quus  sidera  ndrunt, 
Indigenas  cultusque  viriim,  moresque  docebo.** 
Kec  mora,pennipedem  conspendo  jussas,ovansque 
(Quanquam  animus  secumvolvensexempla  prio- 
BellerophontesB  pallet  dispendia  famse)      -  [rum 
Post  equitem  sedeo,  liquidumque  per  aera  labor. 
— Mercurium  petimus  primum :  dux  talibus  insit; 
f '  Aspicias  vanal  malesana  negotia^ntis, 
fEluam  mensdestituitTitane  exust'propinquo. 
Stramineis  viden'  ?  Hie  velatus  tempora  sertis 
Emicat,  &  solos  reges  crepat  atque  tetrarchas. 
|lle  suam  carbpne  Chloen  depingit  amatof 

'^iliz,  oegram  rudia  indigestaque  mentem 
mina  demulcent,  indoctaque  tibia  musas. 

A I  sedet  ipcomptiui  crimes  b^r^^taqyie  menta 


"^A  FOYAGE  TO  THE  PLANETS^ 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Pawkes,  A.  M, 

Say,  what  uncomipon  cares  disturb  my  rest. 
And  kindle  raptures  foreign  to  my  breast  ? 
From  Earth's  low  confines  lift  my  mind  on  high. 
To  trace  new  worlds  jevolving  in  the- sky  ? 
Yes-T-l'm  impatient  of  this  orb  of  clay ; 
And  boldly  dare  to  meditate  my  way. 
Where  Fontlnelle  first  saw  the  planets  rol), 
And''all  the  God  tumultuous  shakes  my  soul. 
'Tlshe!  He  comes!  and  thro*  the  6un.brigl|t 

skies 
Drives'lbaming  Pegasas,  and  thus  he  cries : 
"  Cease,  cease,  dear  youth,  tqo  studiously  cm* 
And  wing  with  me  the  unresisting  void  ;  [ployM, 
'Tis  thine  with  me  round  other  worlds  to  9oar, 
And  visit  kingdoms  never  known  before  : 
While  I  succinctly  show  each  vai  ious  raci^ 
The  manners  and  thegeni(is  of  the  place.*' 
I  (tbo'  my  mind  with  lively  horrour  fraught. 
Thinks  on  Bellerophon,    and  shudders  i^t  the 

thought) 
Mount  quick  the  winged  st^dihe  springs,  h^  flies. 
Shoots  thro*  the  yielding  air,  and  cleaves  the  li» 

quid  skies ! 
— :First-,  swift  Cyllenius,  circling  round  the  Sun, 
We  reach,  whon  thus  my  friendly  guide  begun  i 
<*  Mark  well  the  genius  of  this  fiery  plape. 
The  wild  amusements  of  the  brain-sick  racei. 
Whose  minds  the  beams  of  Titan,  too  inten^f^ 
Affect  with  frenzy,  and  distract  the  sense. ' 
A  monarch  here  gives  subject  princes  law, 
A  mighty  monarch,  with  a  crown  of  straif. 
There  sits  aloyeiF,  sad  in  pcvisive  air, 
And  like  the  dismal  image  of  despair, 
With  charcoal  paints  his  Ch)pe  heavhily  ligr. 
In  sadly-soothing  strain  rude  notes  he  sings. 
And  strikes  harsh   numhers  fr^  th^  jVfte 

ftrip|;». 
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f  Bovm  qui  Teoatar  nden,  tolut 
rjnobacmopenctrali;  mulUquemuroe 
k  Bigranftety  &  midta  triangnla  phogiint. 
Sooe  I  sed  interea  oarro  flamaote  propinquat 

0,0  Dial  felidi  sub  rape,  sub  umbrft 
ri  taiitMiiequeoperferre.calores." 


Pc$aaon  inda  too  genius  feliaior  astro 
Apfmlity  alma  Venus.    Spirant  quam  molliter 


Rideft  mgetf  fragum  fiicilis,  lascivaque  floram 
Nulrix  ;  oon  Euri  niit  hie  per  dulcia  Tempe 
Via  fen,  non  Borec ;  sed  Mandior  aura  Favont, 
Lcois  agens  tremulo  nutantes  vertioe  sylvas, 
I'squelbret  teneros,  quos  usque  rescuscitat,  igoes. 
Hie  betia  animata  sonis  Saltatio  vivit : 
|]ic  jam  Tooe  eiet,  eantnqa,  jam  pectiqe,  dulces 
Mnaca  docta   modos:    pulchne   longo  ordin^ 

Dympbsfr 
Festivas  dacunt  choreas,  dilecta  juventus 
Certatim  aiipant  comites :  lati  halat  ainomo 
Omae  aemus,  varioque  SBteroi  veris  odore : 
Cmm  procul :    circumvolitant  risusqae  jocique : 
AtqaeaiDor  est,  quodcuoque  vides.  Veous  ipsa 

Toleiitcs 
laipeiio  regit  iodigenas,  hie  innnba  Phcsbe, 
'  iMkisametyCnpiantsemreCatoiies. 


Jsmque  datum  mollmnr  iter,  sedesque  heatas 
Multa  gemens  linquo ;  fc  lugubre  rubentia  Martis 
.Arva,  nbi  sangninese  dominantur  in  omnia  rixae, 
idvehinnif,  ferio  riget  hdrrida  tnrba,  gerltque 
Spicniaqae,  gladiosque,  ferosque  tn  bella  dolones. 
Procbofei,  anddulcimodulamine,  Pyrrhicus  illis 
SaJtoi,  It  borribiles  placet  sre  ciere  sonores. 
Vic  oonjuz  vidnata  Tiro  longo  effera  loeto 
flei  noctefB,  sohmiquetonim  steriiesque  Hyme- 


l>eplonma»  laoeratcrines,  &  pectora  plangit^ 
Kcqwqaan»^-apoiMis  ni  fbrt^  appareat,  bospes 
Ifen !  brevis,  in  somiits,  &  ludiera  fidlat  imago. 
Imnsemor  ille  tori  interea  rait  aoer  in  Hostem : 
Honcndum  ttiepit  armorum   fragor   undiqne 

campis; 
4lqpie  immoraJes  dmmnt  in  s«cnla  pugqe. 


Hiae  Jofia  iiamniFiiin  delati  accedimns  oibem. 
fific  milk  loctsexeroet  sasra  tyninnus 
Inperia  is  ^plidem  serras,  totii lemque  rebelles 
Sed  htent  exeroet :  parat  illi  lata  veneno 
Fegoroi^  popnlosque  premit  novus  ipse  tyrannns. 
Hi  deoes  peoem  figrnit  pretio  atqoe  refigunt: 
INuadcoMim  arma  parant :  longe  lateque  cohortes 
Salendaaftnr  agris ;  simnY  aequora  tota  tegnntur 
~  It  ficti  celebrantur  utrinqiie  triumph!. 

I  ineimt  nunquam  violanda ;  brerique 
itimnladkradenti  relerontur  io  al- 

UB 

p  pwiftoajut  fcplentiir  mflite  campi. 


Lo !  an  astrologer,  with  filth  besmeai^d. 
Rough  and  ne^ected,  with  a  length  of  beard.    • 
Pores  round  his  cell  for  undiscovei'd  stars, 
And  decks  the  walls  with  triangles  and  squares. 
Lo  '.-—But  the  radiant  car  of  Phosbus  nigh 
Glows  with  red  ardour,  and  inflames  the  sky«- 
Oh  !  waft  me,  hide  me  in  some  cool  retreat  | 
I  fsint,  I  sickan  with  the  fervent  heat.** 

Thence  to  that  milder  oib  we  wing  our  way. 
Where  Venus  governs  with  an  easy  sway. 
Soft  breaths  the  air ;  fair  Flora  paints  the  ground* 
And  laughing  Ceres  deals  her  gifts  around. 
This  blissful  Tempe  no  rough  blasts  molest^ 
Of  biosrring  Boreas,  or  the  baleful  East ; 
But  gentle  2Sephyn  o'er  the  woodlands  stray. 
Court  the  tall  trees,  and  round  the  brapches 
Etherial  gales  dispensing  as  they  flow,  Lpl^y* 
To  ian  those  passions  which  they  teach  to  glow. 
Here  the  gay  youth  in  measured  steps  advance^ 
While  sprightly  music  animates  the  dance  ; 
There  the  sweet  melody  of  sounds  admire, 
Sigh  with  the  song,  or  languish  to  the  lyre : 
Fair  nsrmphs  and  anx>fous  youths,  a  lovely  band. 
Blend  in  the   dance,  light-bounding   hand  in 

hand. 
From  ev>iy  grove  the  bomm  Zephyrs  bring 
The  rich  aq^brosia  of  eternal  spring. 
Care  dwells  not  here,  their  pleasures  to  destroy. 
But  laughter,  jest,  and  univenaljoy : 
All,  all  is  love ;  for  Venus  reigns  confest 
The  sole  sultana  of  each  captive  breast : 
.  Cold  Cynthia  here  wou*d  Cupid's  victim  prove. 
Or  the  chaste  daughter  of  imperial  Jova, 
And  Cato's  virtue  be  the  slave  of  love. 

But  now  through  descin'd  fields  of  air  we  fly. 
And  leave  those  mansions  not  without  a  sigh  z 
Thence  the  dire  ooast  we  reach,  the  dreary  plains. 
Where  Mars,  grim   god,  and   bloody  discord 

reigns. 
The  host  in  arms  embattled  sternly  stands. 
The  sword,  the  dart,  the  dagger,  in  their  hands. 
Here  no  iair  njrmphs  to  silver  sounds  advance. 
But  buskin'd  heroes  form  the  Pyrrhic  danoe  ; 
And  brazen  trumpets,  terrible  from  far. 
With  martial  music  fire  the  soul  to  war : 
Here  the  lone  bride  bewails  her  absent  lord* 
The  sterile  nuptials,  the  deserted  board, 
Sighs  the  long  nights,  and  firantic  with  despair. 
Beats  her  bare  breast,  and  rends  her  flowing  bain 
In  vain  she  sighs,  in  vain  dissoh-es  in  tear^— 
In  sleep,  perhaps,  the  warrior  lord  appear^ 
A  fleeting  fionn  that  glides  before  her  sight* 
A  momentary  vision  of  the  night. 
Meanwhile,  regardless  of  her  amnoos  pray'r. 
The  hardy  husband  sternly  stalks  to  war ; 
Our  ears  the  clang  of  ringing  armour  rends. 
And  the  immortal  battle  never  ends. 
Hence  through  the  boundless  void  we  nimbly 
move, 
And  reach  the  wide>extcnded  plains  of  Jove. 
Here  Ihe  stern  tyrant  sways  an  Iron  rod; 
A  thousand  vassals  tremble  at  his  nod. 
How  short  the  period  of  a  tyrant's  date  t 
'  The  poisonous  phial  speeds  the  work  of  ikte  s 
Scarce  is  the  prood  imperious  tyrant  dead. 
But,  lo !  a  second  lords  it  in  his  stead* 
Here  peace,  as  common  merchandize,  is  sold, 
Heav'n'fc  first  best  blessing  for  pernicious  gold : 
War  soon  succeeds,  the  stardy  squadrons  stani 
Wide  6*er  the  Adds  a  tanidable  band : 
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TiWvn  bio  pfttri  moditatnr,  sponsa  iMrito, 
Serrus  hero  inddias.     Has  leges  scilioet  Ulis 
Imposait  oatura  k>cis,  quo  tempore  patrem 
Jupiter  ipse  suum  solio  detru«t  ayito. 
We  Teoena  viris,  perjuria,  munera,  fraudes 
Suadet  opum  sitis,  &  regnaodi  dira  cupido* 

Satanii  tandem  nos  illetabilis  ora 
Aociptt:  ig:navum  pecus  hie  per  opaca  locoram 
Pinguegcunt  de  more,  grayi  torpentque  yetemo. 
Viviturinspecubus :  qoisenimtam  Mulus,arce8 
Qui  struat  ingentey,  operosaque  maenja  condat  ? 
Idem  ooyies  stupor  al^us  habet,  sub  pectore  fixus^ 
Non  studia  ambitiosa  Joris,  Tariosque  labores 
Mercurii,  non  Martis  opus,  non  Cyprida  n£|ruDt« 
Post  obitum,  ut  perhiben^  s^des  giomerantur  in 

istas. 
Qui  longam  nullas  yitam  exoolulre  per  artes : 
Sfed  Cerere  &  Baccho  pleni,  somnoque  sqpulti 
Cunctarum  duxdre  sitema  oblivia  rerum. 
Nonavium  auditqr  cantos,  non  murmur  aquarum, 
^ugitusve  bourn,  aqt  pecorum  balatus  in  agris : 
Kudos  non  deoorai^t  segetes,  nongramipacampos, 
Sylva,  usquan}  si  sylya,  latet  sub  monte  niyali, 
Bt  canet  viduata  comis:  hie  noctua  tanti^m 
Glisque  habitat,  bufoque  &  cqm  testudine,  talpa. 
Flamina  dum  tard&  subteriabentia  terras 
Pigramundamyolyunt,&  sola  papavera  pascunt: 
Quorum  lentus  odor,  lethasaque  pocula  somnos 
8^eat  perpetaosy  circiinifuseque  tenebraB* 


Horrendo  yisa  obstupni :  quin  Pegason  ipsmn 
De£pc£re  animi :  sensit  dux,  terque  flagetlo 
Insonuit  clarikm,  terqne  alti  yoce  morantem 
tncrepnit :  secat  ille  cito  pede  laeria  campi 
^th^i,  Terneque  secundi  allabitor  aur&. 

Cantabr.  in  Comitiis  prioribos,  1740-1. 


With  num'rous  fleets  they  croud  the  groanint 

Anid  triumph  for  the  yictories  they  feign :  [main. 

Again  in  strict  alliances  unite, 

TiU  discord  raise  again  the  phantom  of  a  fig^t ; 

Again  they  sail ;  again  the  troops  prepare 

Their  falchions  for  the  mockery  of  war. 

The  son  inhuman  seeks  his  father's  life. 

The  slave  his  master's,  and  her  losd*s  the  wifti. 

With  yengeance  thus  their  kindling  bosoms  Gjt, 

Since  Jpve  usurpM  the  sceptre  of  his  sire. 

Thence  poisons,  perjuries,  and  bribes  betray; 

Nor  other  passions  do  their  so^ls  obey 

Than  thirst  of  gold,  and  avarice  of  sway. 

At  length  we  land,  vast  fields  of  ether  crost. 
On  Saturn's  cold  uncomfortable  coast  j 
Here  in  the  gloom  the  pamper'd  sluggards  lull 
The  lazy  hours,  lethargioilly  dull. 
In  caves  they  live;  for  who  was  ever  known 
So  wise,  so  sedulous  to  build  a  town: 
The  same  stupidity  infects  the  whole, 
FizM  in  the  breast,  and  centered  in  the  soul. 
These  never  feel  th'  ambitious  fires  of  Jove, 
To  industry  not  Mercury  can  move. 
Mars  cannot  spur  to  war,  nor  Venus  woo  to  love, , 
Here  rovo  those  souls,  'tis  said,  when  life  departSj, 
Who  never  cultivated  useful  arts ; 
But  Btupify'd  with  plenty  and  repose, 
Dreamt  out  long  life  iq  one  coi^tinual  dose ! 
No   feathei'd    songsters,    wHh    sweet-waiUed 

strains 
Attune  to  melting  melody  the  plains, 
No  flocks  wide  pasturing  bleat,  nor  oxen  lowi 
No  fountains  musically  murmuring  flow ; 
Th'  ungenial  waste  no  tender  herbage  yields. 
No  harvests  waye  luxuriant  in  the  fields. 
Low  lie  the  groves,  if  groves  this  land  can  boast, 
Chain'd  in  the  fetters  of  eternal  frost. 
Their  beauty  withered,  ^nd  their  verdure  lost. 
Dull  animals  inhabit  this  abode. 
The  owl,  mole,  doimouse,  tortoise,  and  the  toitd, 
Dull  rivers  deep  within  their  channels  glide, 
And  slow  roll  on  their  tributary  tide : 
Nqrooght  th'  unvegetative  waters  feed. 
But  sleepy  poppy  and  the  slimy  reed  ; 
Whose  lazy  fogs,  like  Lethe's  cups,  dispense 
Eternal  slumbers  of  dull  indpl^ce. 

Agbut  I  stood,  the  dniwsy  vapours  lull 
My  soul  in  gloom,  ev'n  Pegasus  grew  dull. 
My  guide  observ'd,  and  thrice    he  ui^*d  hia 

speed. 
Thrice  the  loud  lash  respqnded  fTom  the  stead  | 
Fir'd  at  the  stroke,  he  flies  with  slackened  rein 
Swift  o'er  the  level  of  the  liquid  plain. 
Guides  me  with  gentle  gale,  and  lights  on  £axt& 

again* 


JUJTEltlES  GAUDET  VI INERTIM. 

▼  KRrzcuM  in  patria,  qu&  lati  Hibemica  squalent 
Arva  inaratia,  palus  horrenda  vbragine  crebr4 
Antepculos  jacet ;  baud  illic  impune  viator 
i'er  tenebras  iter  institnat ;  tremit  undlque  tellus 
$ub  pedibos  malefida,  vapores  undtque  densos 
^ndathnmus,nebtUJsque  amicitor  tristibus  herba. 


THE  TEMPLg  OF  DULLNESS. 

Translated  by  the  same  Hand. 

Iv  Ireland's  wild,  upcultivated  plains, 
Where  torpid  slotb»  and  foggy  dulness  reigmy 
Full  many  a  fen  infests  the  putrid  shore. 
And  many  a  gutph  the  melancholy  moor. 
Let  not  the  stranger  in  these  regions  stray. 
Dark  is  the  sky  an4  perilous  the  way ;  [ground, 
Beneath  his   foot-steps^  shakes   the  tremblinip 
Dense  fogs  and  exhalations  hover  round. 
And  w|(h  black  clouds  the  tender  turf  b  crfrnn'A, 
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Hue  firio  infelis  si  ^ndo  aglteris  iniquo, 
Et  tm6  in  Diediam  Iiceat  peneCrare,  videbis 
AttooitiiSfiiigrft  de  nube  emergere  tempi  am, 
Tempiiiin  iapaoB,  immaDe,  altum  peoetarale  Stu- 

poria. 
Pltambeft  statturrii,  plumbniu  sinoatur  in  areas, 
£i  nliild  limoaa  tumebt  fimdamitm  plumbo. 
Banc,  pia  Materies,  divo  aidem  extiiixit  incrti, 
ftoltitie  impofam— quid  enim }  J..etbargica  sem- 
per 
SpoDte  0u4  nihil  ftggreditur,  dorrtiitat  in  floras, 
Et  ane  vi,  nuUo  gaodet  dea  languidk  mbto. 


Hie  en  momtra  habitant,  qua  oliih  sub  lumi- 

nis  auras 
If aleries  peperit  somno  patrfe,  laridus  itte 
Zaihs,  &  BaVio  non  impar  Msvius;  audax 
Spinoca,  fcPjrrbo^  cnmque  Hobbesio  Epicurus. 
Ast  omnes  raleatquae  Muaa  referre }  frequentea 
Usque  adeo  yideas    hebetes    prdperare  ?^-Hieb 

adfert 
Quidquam  opis  Anglortun  doctae  vicinia  gentis. 
Sc  quoodamiut  perbibent,stupuit  Boeoticatellus 
VidnA  licet  AntycirA,  nihil  inde  salutis,     [squor 
Nil  tttlit  bellebori  Zephyms,  cum  ssepe    per 
Feiioem  ad  Lesbon  levibus  volitaverit  ali^ 
Indigoue  meUita  fereql  suspiria  Floret 


I  ilia  videtf  I  Gbthicls  siiffulta  oolnmnii, 
TempUaditus,qnlWlaxapatetI  custodiaqualis. 
Ante  fores !  quatoor  formn  sua  tollere  miris 
Ora  modis !  en !   torva  tnens  stat  limine  in  ipso 
Peraonani  Logioes  indnta  Sopbistica,deni8 
Ciacta  categoriis,  matrem  quae  maxima  natn 
Filia  Materiem  agnosdt-niiuantum   infitar    in 

ipsiest! 
Oiande  caput,  ieiines  oculi,  cutis  atida  prbdunt 
PaHaoem :  icte  una  manus  tenet,  altera  iuttem. 
Veslia  aiacbneis  sordit  circumdata  telis, 
J^moM  gaudet  labyrinthseos  dea  dalUda  nodos; 
A^cias  jam  ftinereo  gradientem  incesRU-^- 
Qi^m  leat^  celo  Satumi  voWitur  astrum, 
QaJuoB  lent^  saltavemnt  post  Orphea  montes, 
t^n^m  lentd,  Oxonii,  solenmis  |i0Ddera  cense 
tergeninorumabdomiiia  bedeUonim. 


J^raadma  deiiMte  tenet  loca  soite  iiisaoa  Ma- 
tfaflflis,  [pillos, 

Kndapedet,  cblamydemdisdncta,  incompU  ca- 
l^.ii«ii>m  exterai,  punctoque  innita  reclinat  ■ 
Anie  pedes  ▼alio  inscriptam  diagrammatearenam 
GeniBS,  veetis  cnrvk,  atque  intertexta  rotunda 
SdMmata  qoadtatia— qu«is  scilicet  abdita  rerum 
Pandere  se  jactat  aolam,  doctasque  sorores 
Fastidik,  propriseqne  nihil  non  arrogatarti. 
lUJUtt  oUm*  dnoe  Neuntono,  turn  tendit  ad  astra, 
jUwriatqiM  itaiM  saperdiSi  indignaU  Tolaotem 
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Here  shou'dst  thou  roVe,  by  fiite»i  teveta 
command, 
And  safely  reach  th6  centre  of  the  land ; 
Thine  eyes  shall  view,  with  horror  and  surpri^e^ 
The  fane  dfDulneto,  of  enormous  size, 
Emer^ng;  from  the  sable  cloud  arise. 
A  leaden  tow'r  upheaves  iU  heavy  head. 
Vast  leaden  arches  press  thb  sliiny  bed. 
The  Soft  Mil  swells  beneath  the  load  of  lead* 
Old  ]Matter  here  erected  hitt  abode, 
Ai  Folly's  impulse,  to  the  slothful  god. 
And  here  the  drone  lethargic  loves  to  stray, 
Slumb'ring  the  dull,  ihactive  hours  away ; 
For  still,  unless  by  foreign  force  imprest. 
The  languid  goddess  holds  her  state  of  rest 

Their  habitation  here  those  monsters  keep. 
Whom  Matter  father 'd  on  the  god  of  sleep : 
Here  Zoilus,  with  cank'ring  envy  pale, 
Here  MsBvius  bids  bis  brother  BiiVius,  hail; 
Spinoza,  Epicure,  and  all  tho«te  mobs 
Of  «ricked  wits,  from  Pyrrho  down  to  Hobbed; 
How  can  the  Muse  recount  the  numerous  cre# 
Of  frequent  fools  that  crowd  upon  the  view  ? 
Nor  can  leam'd  Albion'^  sun  that  bums  so  cleaTj 
Disperse  the  dulness  thatinvolves  them  here. 
BflBotia  thus  remained,  in  days  of  jrore. 
Senseless  and  stupid,    though  the  neighboring 
Afforded  salutary  hellebore.  [shoi^ 

No  cure  exhal'd  from  Zephyr's  bUxom  breeze. 
That  gently  brushM  the  bosom  of  the  seas. 
As  oft  to  Lesbian  fields  he  wing'd  his  way, 
Fanniuff  fair  Flora,  and  ill  airy  play 
Br^th^  balmy  sighs  that  melt  the  soul  away. 

Behold  that  {Mrtico  1  how  vast,  how  wide  ! 
The  pillars  Gothic,  wrought  with  barb'rous  pride  i. 
Vatiir  thonstrous  shapes  before  the  portal  wait, 
Of  horrid  aspect,  centry  to  the  gate ; 
Lo  1  in  the  entrance,  with  disdainful  eye. 
In  Logic's  dark  disguise,  staiidir  Sophistry : 
Her  very  front  would  ttSmiboti  sense  confound, 
Encompass'd  with  teti  categories  ro^md : 
She  from  old  Matter,  the  rreat  mother,  came. 
By  birth  the  eldest-^ndnolv  like  the  dame  ! 
Her  shrivel'd  skin,  small  eyes,  prodigious  pate^ 
Denote  her  bbrewd  and  fiubtle  in  debate ; 
This  hand  a  net,  and  that  sustains  a  club, 
1"  fedtaiigle  her  anta^ist,  or  drub. 
The  spider's  toils,  all  o'er  her  garment  ^read. 
Imply  the  mazy  errburs  of  her  head. 
Behold  her  marching  with  funereal  pace, 
Slow  as  qld  Saturn  rolls  thro*  boundlcJas  space, 
SlOiVr  as  the  mighty  mountains  nioV'd  along. 
When  Orpheus  rais'd  the  lyre-attending  song : 
Or,  as  at  Oirfbrd,  on  some  gaudy  day. 
Fat  beadles,  in  magnificent  array, 
With  big  round  bellies  bea^  the  poiid'rous  treaty 
And  heavily  lag  on,  with  the  vast  load  of  meat. 

The  next,  madMathfesitf;  her  ftetall.bare^ 
UtJgirt,  untrimm*d,  with  dissoluted  hair : 
No  foreign  object  can  berihoughte-  disjoint ; 
Reclined  she  sits,  and  ponders  o'er  a  point* 
Before  her,  lo  I  inscribed  upon  the  ground. 
Strange  dfaigrams  th^  astlmish'd  sight  confotrnd. 
Right  lines  and  cur^s,  with  figured  square  aiMt 

r6nnd. 
With  these  the  fnonster,  arrogant  and  vam, 
Boasts  that  she  can  all  mysteries  explain. 
And  treats  the  sacred  sisters  with  disdaim 
She,  when  great  Newton  sought  his  kindred  skies^ 
Sprung  high  in  air,  and  strova  with  him  lo  rifely 
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Tuiba  uatlieiiiaticAm  retrahit,  poenasque  repo- 


Detinet  in  terns,  nagisque  exeroet  ineptis. 

Tertia  Microphile,  proles  {uTtiva  parentis 
XKyidsb  ;  produxit  enim  oommixta  furenti 
Diva  Tiro  Physce — muscas  '&  paptllpnes 
Lustrat  inezpletam,  oollumque  &  teniporarident 
Floribus,  &  ftingis,  tot&que  propagineveris. 
Kara  .ocalis  nuganim  avidis  animalia  querit 
Onine  genus,  seu  serpkhnmi,  selulndit  in  uodis, 
Seu  Tolitans  tremulis  liquidum  secat  aera  pennis. 
O!  utrilittoribusnostrisfelicioraara 
Polypon  appulerit,  quanto  cava  templa  Staporis 
Mug^tu  concnssa  trement*  reboabit  &  ingens 
Pultt  palus!  Flausu  excipiet  dea  blanda  secundo 
Microphile  ante  omnes;  jamnon  crooodilon  adorat; 
Nonbombyx,conch»ve  juvant:  sed  polypon  ardet, 
Soimn  polypon  ardet, — &  eooe !  iaoeta  feraci 
Falce  novos  creat  assidue,  pascitque  creatos, 
Ahl  xDododilectitpascitnoTagaudiamuscis. 


Qnattam  Materies  peperit  conjuncta  Stupori, 
Komen  Atheia  illiy  mooitrumcinlamenademp- 

tum> 
Atqne  anres}  coi  sensusabest;  sedmilletrisQlce 
Ore  micant  lingue,  refogas  quibus  inficit  auras. 
Hanc  Stupor  ipse  parens  odit,  vicina  neiandoa 
Horret  sylva  sonos^neqne  surda  reperoatit  Echo. 
Mendacem  natura  redarguit  ipsa,  Deumque  ^ 
£t  cfdum,  &  terre,  veraciaque  astra  fiitentur. ' 
Se  simul  agglomerans  surgit  chorus  omnis  aqua^ 

mm, 
fit  puA)  sublimit  sonat  grave  fnhnen  Olympo. 


Fonte  ortns  Lethsro,  tpsius  ad  ostia  tempi!. 
Ire  soporifero  tendit  cum  murmure  rivus. 
Hue  potum  Stolidos  Deus  evocat  agmine  magno: 
Crebri  ad3unt,largisque  sitim  restingueregaudent 
Haustibus,  aique  iterant  calioes,  certantque  stu- 
pendo.  [aurem 

Me,  me  etiaqi,  damo,  occnrrens ; — sed  vellicat 
CiUiope,  Bocuasque  vetat  oontingere  Jymphas. 


In  vain— the  mathematic  mh  mM^ 
Her  flight,  indigiiant,  and  on  Earth  detains; 
E'er  since  the  captive  wretch  her  brains  em^kfi 
On  trifling  trinkets,  and  on  gewgaw  toys. 

Microphile  is  stationed  next  in  place. 
Hie  spurious  issue  of  celeaiial  rAo6 ; 
From  heav'nly  Physice  she  tool  her  birth. 
Her  sire  a  madman  of  the  sons  of  Earth ; 
On  flies  she  pores  with  keen  unvaried  siglit. 
And  moths  and  butterflies,  her  dear  delight ; 
Mushrooms  and  flow*rs,  collected  on  a  aMng, 
Around  her  neck,  around  her  temples  ding. 
With  all  the  strange  production  of  the  spring. 
With  greedy  eyes  she'll  search  the  world  to  flmf 
Rare  uncouth  animals  of  every  kind; 
Whether  along  the  humble  ground  they  stray. 
Or  nimbly  sportive  in  the  waters  play. 
Or  through  the  light  expanse  of  ether  fly, 
And  with  fleet  pinions  cleave  the  liquid  dcy^ 
Ye  gales,  that  gently  breathe  upon  our  shore', 
O!  let  the  polypus  be  wafted  o'er; 
How  will  the  hollow  dome  of  dulness  ring. 
With  what  loud  joy  receive  the  wond'rous  thing  f 
Applause  will  rend  the  skieai,  and  all  around 
The  quivering  quagmires  bellow  back  the  sound  s 
How  will  Microphile  her  joy  attest. 
And  glow  with  warmer  raptures  than  the  lestF 
This  will  the  curious  crocodile  excel, 
The  weaving  worm,  and  silver-shining  shdU 
No  object  e'er  will  wake  her  wonder  Uius 
As  polypus,  her  darlmg  polypus: 
U>1  by  the  wounds  of  her  creating  knife 
.New  polypusses  wriggle  into  life. 
Fast  as  they  rise,  she  feeds  with  ample  store 
Of  once  rare  flies,  but  now  esteem'd  no  more. 

The  fourth  dire  shape  fiwrn  mother  Matter 
Dulness  her  sire,  and  Ath^sm  her  name,  [cam^ 
In  her  no  glimpse  of  sacred  sense  appean. 
Deprived  of  eyes,  and  destitute  of  can; 
And  yet  she  brandishes  a  thousand  tonguef. 
And  blasts  the  world  with  air-infecting  lungs. 
Curs'd  by  heir  sire,  her  very  words  are  wottod^' 
No  grove  re-ecboes  the  detested  sounds. 
Whatever  she  speaks  ^nature  proves  a  lye. 
The  Earth,  the  Heav'ns.  the  starry  ntaogled  sky. 
Proclaim  the  wise,  eternal  Deity: 
The  congregated  waves  in  mountains  driven 
Roar  in  grand  chorus  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  ; 
Thro'  skies  serene  the  crlorious  tfannden  roll, 
Ii>udly  pronounce  the  Gk)d,  and  shake  the  sound* 
ing  pole. 

A  river,  mimnuring  from  Lethsan  source. 
Full  to  the  fuie  directs  its  sleepy  course ; 
The  pow'r  of  Dulness,  leaning  on  the  brink. 
Here  calls  the  multitude  of  fools  to  drink. 
Swarming  they  crowd  tostupify  the  skull. 
With  frequent  cups  contending  to  be  dull 
Me,  let  me  taste  the  sacred  stream,  I  cry'd. 
With  out-stretch'd  arm-*4he  Muse  my  boond»« 

ny'd. 
And  sav'd  me  from  the  sense-intooucati^g  tide* 
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MnntJ  OSCtTATIONUM  PROPM 

GJTio  soiri  I'OTSsr 

MECHANISE. 


]loitin»  Kiim,  pvoc«t  topen^m,  qno  tempore 

Pallas 
Enhiit  (Ser^^  Jovjs,  eft  pro  more  jociatiis 
Keicio  qdid  stoltam  de  partu :  excanduit  \t\ 
Japiter«  asper,  acerba  taens;    "  et  tu  quoqne, 

dixit, 
Oamile,  ooocipies,  ftetQmqtte  ex  ore  profondes:  ** 
Hand  mora,  jamqae  sapinus  in  auii  ext^itur 
Deriaor  ;  dobi A  vftbuitiir  lamina  nocte ;  [irigeni 
^tertithiaiMimiliane;— e  naso  Gfillica  clangunt 
tliariraj  Oandaniqiie  simdl  nrmonitt  amaror  :  . 


Edita  viz  tandem  ^H  monttmnl  MycAiagmia 
proles 
laatodigna  pareote*  arisqne  nmiliiam  Nocti. 
tUa  ocitloa  tentat  nequiequam  aperire,  Tetemo 
Torpida,  &  horreridoYultuoi  distorta  cacbinoo. 
fmalns  bancJovlsaspicieos,  qui  fictile  Taigas 
Feoeratinlelix,  imitaner  arte  Prometheus  * 
Andefc— nee  flamniis  opus  est  coelestibus :  aura 
IVes  Stygitt  flatot,  nigrs  tria  pocula  Lethe« 
Miaeety  ft  imraptsB  snspiria  iDngapaelliD ; 
His  nfipem  suis  ft  gnttor  cbnJuDgit  aseili, 
Teosaqiie  cnm  gemitn  somnisqoe  sequaciblis  era. 
Sic  ctiam  in  terris  Dea,  qua  mortalibos  sgris 
Ferret  opea,mqae  bebetes  dominarier  apta,  cre- 


Nnne  Yides»  at  prsMiipiti  petit  oppida  carsd 
Baatica  plebs,  stipatqae  forum }  soUime  tribunal 
Araiifenqne  eqditesqne  premunt,  de  more  parati 
Jutitise  lanee^  profierre  fidditer  «qna^ 
Oragide  eapiliitiom  induti,  Irontemqne  mina(«sm. 
Hon  teoier^  attmriti  caopones,  turbaque  filrum 
Anfogiont,  gnmdttqoe  timent  trucia  ora  paellas. 
At  moK  fida  eomes  Pnlyehasmla,  matntiois 
Qnse  se  miscnerat  poc'lis  Cerealibus,  ipsum 
Jndicts  in  oerebrumseandit— jamque  uunsfc  alter 
Csperasit  kmgas  in  hiatirai  docere  voces : 
Donee  per  cilnclos  dea  jam  soteiine,  proftindom 
Sparsent  hnm    'nntat  taciti,  torn  bratihia  magno 
KrteaJunt  nisa,  patulis  fc  fiiacibas  hiscunt. 
Interelk  l^gum  canpones  jurgia  miscent, 
Qneis  nilrlietorieeest,  nisi  copia  major  faiandi : 
Vodbos  ambiguis  oertant,  nugasque  strophasque 
Alfeeraisjacttladtur,  ft  irascuntur  amici, 
Donantqne  accipinntque  stnporis  missile  plom- 


Vooc,  fimatiea  turba,  nequit  pia  Musa  tacere. 
Majorenme  aliunde  potest  diducere  rictum  ? 
Asoendit  grayis  orator,  miserAque  loqnelA  !* 
Expromittbesinj  in  partiBsqoamdeinde  minutes 
Distrahit,  ut  oonnectat,  ft  explicat  obscmando : 
flpargitnr  ben !  pigris  verborum  somdus  ab  alis, 
Qicx  dtc&oi  gcaut,  ft  plansum  declant  biando. 


Kee  inos,  qui  fii1s5  matrem  jilctatis  Hygeian 
ttoMMiqnc    Hippoentem,  taeeam— Polycbas* 


A  MECHANICAL  SOLUTION 


PROPAGATION  OF  YAWNING. 
IVandated  by  tbe  same  hand. 

^H8N  Pallas  issued  from  the  brain  of  JoTe, 
Momus,  the  mimic  of  the  gods  abovei 
In  his  ihock  mood  impertinently  spoke 
About  the  birth,  some  low,  ridi<f  lousjoke: 
Jo\e,  sterdly  frowning,  glow'dwith  vengeflilire^ 
And  thus  indignant  said  th'  almighty  sire; 
"  Loquacbas  slave,  that  laugh'st  without  a  cause. 
Thou  Shalt  conceive,  and  bring  forth  at  thy  jaws.'' 
He  spoke^^stretch'd  in  the  hall  the  mimic  lies. 
Supinely  dull,  thick  vapours  dim  his  eyes  i 
And  aB  his  jaws  a  horrid  cbasm  disclose, 
It  seem'd  he  made  a  trumpet  of  his  nose  j 
Tho*  harsh  the  strain,  and  horrible  to  bear, 
like  German  jargon  grating  on  the  ear. 

At  length  was  Polyebasmia  brought  to  ligtat, 
Wdrthy  her  sire,  a  mcAi^teT  of  a  sight. 
Resembling  her  great  grandmother.  Old  Nigfati 
Her  eyes  to  open  oft  in  viin  she  try'd^ 
Lock'd  were  the  lids,  her  dfouth  distended  wide* 
Her  when  Prometheus  happened  to  survey 
(Rival  of  Jove,  that  made  mankind  of  clay) 
He  formM  without  the  aid  of  heavenly  ray. 
To  three  Lethsean  (taps  be  learnt  to  mix 
Deep  sighs  of  vi  rgins,  with  three  blasts  from  Styx^ 
Ilie  bray  of  asses,  with  the  fot  of  brawn, 
The  sleep-'precediog  groan,  and  hideous  3rawn* 
Thus  Polyebasmia  took  her  wond'rous  birth, 
A  goddess  helpfol  to  tbe  sons  of  Earth. 

Lo !  how  the  rustic  multitude  from  far 
Haste  to  the  town,  and  crowd  the  clam'rous  bar. 
The  prest  bench  groans  with  many  a  squire  and 

knight. 
Who  weigh  oat  justice,  and  distribute  right: 
Severe  they  seem,  and  formidably  big, 
With  front  important  and  huge  periwig. 
The  little  villains  skalk  aloof  dismay'd. 
And  panic  terrours  seize  the  pregnant  maid. 
But  soon  friend  Poly  chasm*,  who  always  near^ 
Herself  had  mingled  with  their  morning  beer. 
Steals  to  the  judges  brain,  and  centers  there  | 
Hieo  in  the  dourt  the  horrid  yawn  began,  [man : 
And  hum  profound  and  solemn  went  from  man  t0 
Silent  they  nod,  and  with  prodigious  strain 
Stretch  out  their  arms,  then  listless  yawn  again  i 
For  al!  the  flow'rs  of  rhetoric  they  can  bpast 
Amidst  their  wranglings  is  to  gape  the  most : 
Ambiguous  quirks,  and  friendly  wrath  they  vent^ 
And  give  and  take  the  leaden  argument 

Ye  too,  fanatics,  never  shall  escape 
Tlie  faithfol  Muse;  fur  who  so  greatly  gape? 
Mounted  on  high,  with  serious  care  perplext^ 
The  miserable  preacher  takes  his  text ; 
Then  into  parts  minute,  with  wond'rous  pain. 
Divides,  connects,  and  then  divides  again. 
And  does  with  grate  obscurity  explain : 
While  from  his  lips  lean  periods  Ung*ring  creeps 
And  not  one  meaning  interrupts  their  sleep. 
The  drowsy  hearers  stretch  their  weary  jaws 
With  lamentable  groaft,  and  yawning  gape  ap« 
plaiLse. 
The  quacks  of  physic  next  provoke  my  ixtg 
Who  folsely  boast  Hippocrates  tbeir  sirei 
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Agnotoonmtott  tumidas  nne  poiidere  vocea 
Id  vulgum  enictant;  emonctoquiaquebacillttm 
Applicataomtmn  naso^  gmviterqnenoetus 
Totnm  fe  in  Tultum  cogit  medicamim  pandeiw— 
Rasttcos  hoarit  AmarA,  atqoe  itisaxttbile  donnit; 
Kec  sensos  revocare/|tteaat  fomenta,  nee  bertMB, 
Non  an,  non  minB  liiagiciis  aoous  Abracadabrae. 


.   Ante  alios  sanuiia  a,  Polychasmia,  cura  So- 

phisUB: 
Hie  toicacafl  vires,  cansamqne  lateDtem 
Sedalos  exquiritr— quo  scilicet  impete  fauces 
In^itadiqungantur;  qooTorticeaquoss 
Particnls  fl  uitent,  oomitesqueyutfulminis  imbres, 
Cum  strepitu  erumpant;    at  deinde  vaporet 
Materies  subtilis;  ut  in  cusinininuetse  [obdlos. 
Retia;  turn,  si  forte  datnr  oontingere  nenrios 
GcMioordes,  cimctorum  om  expanduntur  hinlca. 
Sic  ttbi,  Pbcebe,pat€r,  sumis  chelirn,  bannooi- 

amque 
Abstnisam  in  chordis  simul  elicts,  altera,  siqnam 
iEqualis  tenor  aptarit,  tremit  emnla  cantCit, 
Memnonianiqoe  imitata  lyram  sine  poUicis  ictu 
Divinum  resonat  propiio  modulamine  carmen. 
Me  quoque,    mene  taum    tetigiMi,  ingrata, 

Poetam? 
Htt  mihi !  totus  bio  tibijam  stupefisctus ;  in  ipso 
Pamasso  captus  Umgh  kogique  remotes    - 
Prospecto  Musas,  sitioque,  nt  Tantalus  alter, 
Castalias  situs  inter  aquas,  inbiantis  ab  ore 
Nectarei  fugiuntlatices— 4ios  PopiusumA 
Eicipit  undanti,  &  fontem  sibi  rendicBtoDiDein. 


Hand  altter'soeiam  esnriens  Siator  edaoem 
Bum  TidetjappoBitusquecibus  frustratnr  blantem, 
Bentibus  infrmdens  nequicquam  lumine  torvo 
Sepius  exprobrat;  nequicquam  brachiatendit 
Sednlus  offlciosa,  dapes  removere  paratns.    [ma 
OUi  nunqoam-exempta  frmes,  ))uin  fimsta  supre- 
Devoret,  &  peritura  immani ingniigitet  ore: 
Turn  demum  iubet  auferri ;  nudata  capaci 
Oasa  sonant,  lugubre  sonant,  allisa  catino. 


Goddess !  thy  sons  I  ken    feibuse  and  kmd. 
They  puff  their  windy  bubble  on  the  crowdi 
With  look  important,  critical,  and  vain, 
Each  to  his  nose  applies  the  gilded  came  ; 
And  as  he  nods  and  pouders  o*er  the  case. 
Gravely  collects  himself  into  his  face, 
ExphuD  his  iped'cines — which  the  rustic  huj9f 
Drinks  the  dire  dmughtj  and  of  the  doctor  dies  ; 
No  pills,  no  potions  can  to  life  restore ; 
Abracadabra,  necromantic  pow'r, 
Can  charm  and  conjure  pp  from  death  no  more. 

But  more  than  aught  that's  marvellou  s  and  rare. 
The  studious  Soph  makes  Potychasm' his  care; 
Explores  what  secret  spring,  what  hidden  cause 
Diabends  with  bideooachasm'  the  nowtlling  jaws. 
What  latent  ducts  the  dewy  moisture  pocgr 
With  sound  tremendous,  like  a  thonder-sbow'r  : 
How  subtle  matter,  evqnisttely  thin, 
Pervades  the  curious  net-work  of  the  skin. 
Affects  th'  accordant  nerve — all  eyes  are  drown'd 
In  drowsy  vapourb,  and  the  y^wa  goes  round. 
When  Fbmbus  thus  his  flymg  fingers  flings 
Across  the  chords,   and  sweeps  the  tremblin|^ 
If  e*er  iC  lyre  at  unison  there  be,  [strings  ; 

It  swells  with  emulating  harmony. 
Like  Memnoo's  harp,  in  ancient  times  renown'd^ 
Breathing,  untouched,  sweet  modulated  sound. 

But  oh !  ungrateful  to  thy  own  true  bard. 
Oh !   Polychasm',  is  this  my  just  reward ! 
Thy  drowsy  dews  upon  my  head  distill. 
Just  at  the  ientrance  of  th'  Aonian  hill ; 
Listless  I  gape,  unactive,  and  supine, 
And  at  vast  distance  view  the  sacred  Nine ; 
Wistful  I  view — the  streams  increase  my  thirsty 
In  vain— like  Tantalus,  with  plenty  curst ; 
No  draughts  nectareous  tomy  jxMtion  fall. 
These  godlike  Pope  exhausts,  and  greatly  claims 
them  all. 

Thus  the  lean  Sizar  views,  with  gaae  agast^ 
The  hungry  tutor  at  hianoon's  repast ; 
In  vam  be  grinds  his  teeth— his  grudging  ey»- 
And  visage  sharp,  keen  appetite  imply  ; 
Oft  he  attempts,  officious,  to  convey 
The  lessenmg  relics  of  the  meal  away— 
In  vain— no  morsel  'scapes  the  greedy  jaw. 
All,  all  is  gorg'd  in  magisterial  maw ; 
Till  at  the  last,  observant  of  his  word. 
The  lamentable  waiter  clears  the  board. 
And  inly-murmuring  miserably  KrotaoSf 
Tosee  the  emptydish,and  hear  the  sonndingbonett 


THE  HORATUN  CJNONS  OP 
FRIENDSHIP. 

Nay\  'tis  the  same  with  aU  th'  affected  crew 
Of  singing  men  and  singing  women  too : 
Bo  they  not  set  their  catoUls  up  of  course  ? 
The  king  himself  may  ask  them  till  he's  boane; 

I  Omnibus  hoc  vitiom  est  eantoribos,  rater 
amioos 
Ut  nonquam  inducant  animnm  cantare  rogati : 
Injussi  nunquam  desistant    Sardus  habebat 
lUe  Tigellius  hoc.    OBSsar,  qnt  oogere  posset. 
Si  peteret  per  amicitiam  patris  atque  suam,  non 
Quidquam  profioeret :  si  coUibuisset,  ab  ovo 
Usquead  mala  iteraret,  lo  Bacche  \  modo  summa 
Voce,  modo  bac  resooat  qos  chordis  qnatoor 


But  woo'd  yon  amsSk  their  windpipes  and  tlieh- 

lungs. 
The  certain  way's  to  bid  them  hold  their  tpngues* 
Twas  thus  with  Minum — Minum  onewou'd  think. 
My  lord  mayor  might  have  govem'd  with  a  wink. 
Yet  did  the  magistrate  e'er  condescend 
To  ask  a  song,  as  kinsman  or  as  friend. 
The  urchin  coin'd  excuses  to  get  off, 
nVas— hem — the  devil  take  tUs  whoreson  congl^ 
But  wait  awhile,  and  catch  him  in  the  glee. 
He'd  roar  the  Lion*  in  the  lowest  key. 
Or  strain  the  Morning  Lurk  f  quite  up  to  Q. 

*  The  Lion's  song,  in  Pyramns  and  Thisbe. 
f  A  song  in  one  <^Mr.  Jiandel's  Oratorios. 
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let  Betrd,  or  Loire,  and  show  his  tuneful  art 
Fram  tiie  plamb-puddiog  down  to  the  desert. 
'  Never  oo  Earth  was  such  avarious  elf, 
He  every  day  possess'd  a  difiierent  self; 
Sometimes  he'd  soow^  along  the   streets  like 

windy 
Am  H  some  fifty  bailiffs  were  behind : 
At  other  times  he'd  sadly  sauDt'ring  craw], 
As  tho^  be  led  the.  hearse,  or  held  the  sable  pall. 
*  Now  forpromotioo  he  was  all  on  flame, 
Aod  ev*ry  sentence  from  St.  James's  came. 
He'd  bn«  how  Sir  John*  *  *  «  met  him  in  the 

Strand,  [hand; 

And  bov  bis  Graceof *  ****  took  him  by  the 
How  the  prince  saw  him  at  the  kst  review, 
And  ask'd  who  was  that  pretty  youth  in  blue  } 
Now  wou'd  he  praisethe  peaceful  sylvan  scene, 
Tbe  benlthfol  cottage,  and  the  golden  mean. 
Now  wott'd  he  cry,  "  contented  let  me  dwell 
Safe  in  tbe  harbour  of  my  college  cell; 
No  fiireign  oooks,  nor  livery'd  servants  nigh. 
Let  me  with  oomlbrt  eat  my  mutton  pye; 
Vnule  my  pint-bottle,  of^d  by  help  of  fork. 
With  wine  enough  to  navigate  a  cork, 
My  sober  solitary  meal  shall  crown,        [down. '' 
To  study  edge  the  mind,  and  drive  the  vapours 
Yet,  strange  to  tell  1  this  wonct'rous  student  lay 
Snoring  in  bed  for  all  the  livelong  day; 
Night  was  bis  time  for  labour — in  a  word. 
Never  was  man  so  cleverly  absurd. 
4  Bat  here  a  friend  of  mine  turns  up  bis  nose, 
"And  yon"  (be  cries)  "are  perfect,  I  suppose:" 
''Peiiect !  not  I  (pray,  gentle  sir,  forbear) 
In  this  good  age,  when  vices  are  sorare> 
I  plead  humanity,  and  claim  my  share. 
Who  haa  toot  faults }  great  Marlborough  had  one, 
Nflr  Chesterfield  is  spotless,  nor  the  Sun.*' 
Grubworm  was  railing  at  bis  firiend  Tom  Queer, 
When  Witwond  thusreproach'd  him  with  a  sneer, 
'*  Have  yoa  uo  flaws,  who  are  so  prone  to  snub  ?"j 
'*  1  have— but  I  forgive  myself,"  quoth  Grab. 

■  Nn  SBq[ua]e  bomini  fuit  illi :  ssepe  velat  qui 
Cnrrebai  liigiens  bostem :  persaepe  velutqui 
Jnnonis  sacra  ferreu     fiabebat  ssepe  duceutos, 
Scpe  decern  servos :  modo  reges,  atque  tetrar- 

chas. 
<  Omnia  magna  loquens.      Modo,  Sit  mihi 

meosatripes,  & 
Cboeba  salis  puri,  it  toga,  quie  defcndere  frigns, 
Qnamvis  crassa,  queat,  deciescentena  dedisses 
Hnic  paroo  panels  contenio :  quioque  diebus 
Nil  ermt  in  loculis.    Noctes  vigilabat  ad  ipsum 
Mane :  diem  totnm  stertebat:  nil  fuit  unquam 
Sic  impar  sibi.  Nunc  aliquis  dicat  mihi :  Quid  tu? 
4  Nnilane  babes  vitia  i  immoalia,  &  fortasse 

minora. 
Maemns  absentem  Noviom  cum  earperet;  heus  tu, 
,Qnidam  aiL  igooras  te?  an  ut  ignotum  dare 

nobis 
Verba  patas  ?  egomet  mi  igno8co,M«nius  inquit 
SbiltBs,  Jt  improbus  hie  amor  est,  dignusque 

notari 
Com  turn  penrideas  oculb  mala  lippus  iounctis. 
Cur  in  amioorum  vttiis  tam  cemisacutum. 
Qaam  aut  aquila,  aut  serpens  Epidaurius }  at 

tibi  contra 
Eveaity  inqiitraiit  vitia  at  tva  runnt  5c  illi. 


This  is  a  servile  selfishness,  a  &ult 

Which  Justice  scarce  can  punish  as  she  6a^t. 

Blind  as  a  poking,  dirt-eompelling  mole/ 

To  all  that  stains  thy  own  polluted  soul. 

Yet  each  small  failing  spy'st  in  other  men, 

Spy'st  with  the  quickness  of  an  eagle's  ken* 

Tho'  strong  resentment  rarely  lag  behind. 

And  all  thy  virulence  be  paid  In  kind. 

s  Philander'^  temperas  violenc,  nurfits 

The  wond'rous  waggishness  of  modem  wits  ; 

His  cap's  awry,  all  ragged  is  his  gown. 

And  (wicked  rogue!)   he   wean  his  stocking! 

down  J 
But  h'as  a  soul  ingenuous  as  his  face, 
To  you  a  friend,  and  all  the  human  race ; 
Genius,  that  all  the  depths  of  learning  sounds 
And  generosity,  that  knows  no  bounds, 
(n  fruits  like  these  if  the  good  youth  excel. 
Let  them  compensate  for  the  awkward  shell. 
Sift  then  yourself,  I  say,  and  sift  again. 
Glean  the  pernicious  tares  fiom  out  t he  grain  ; 
And  ask  thy  heart,  if  custom,  Nature's  heir, 
Hath  aownno  uodiscover*d  fern-seed  there  ; 
This  be  our  standard  then,  on  this  we  rest. 
Nor  search  the  casuists  for  another  t«it 
•  Let's  be  like  lovers  gloriously  deceiv»d. 
And  each  good  man  a  better ^ill  believ'd  ; 
E'en  CeHa's  wart  Strephon  will  not  neglect. 
But  praises,  kisses,  loves  the  dear  defect. 
Oh  !  that  in  friendship  we  Were  thus  to  blame. 
And  ermio'd  candour,  tender  of  our  fome, 
Woii'd  ck>the  the  honest  errour  with  an  booett 

^     name ! 
Be  we  then  still  to  those  we  hold  most  dear. 
Fatherly  fond,  and  tenderly  severe. 
The  sire,  whose  son  squints  forty  thousand  myt. 
Finds  in  his  features  mighty  room  for  praise: 
"  Ah  !  born"  (be  cries)  "  to  make  the  ladies  sigl^ 
Jacky,  thou  hast  an  amorous  cast  o'  th'  eye.'* 

s  Iracundior  est  paullo  >  minus  aptus  acutis 
Naribua  horum  hominum  ?  rideri  possit,  eo  quod 
Kusticiustonso  toga  defluit,  and  malelaxus 
in  pedo  calceus  haeret.  At  est  bonus,  ut  melior 
vir  t'D^ens 

Non  a3iu8quisquam:  at  tibi  amicus:  atingenium 
Inculto  latet  hoc  sub  corpore.   Denique  teipsum 
Concute,  num  qua  tibi  vitionim  inseverit  olim 
Natura,  aut  etiam  consuetude  mala.  Namque 
Neglectis  urenda  fllix  innascitur  agrts. 

^  illuc  prsevertaniur :   aroatorem  quod  amicsfr 
TuTpia  decipiunt  csecnm  vitia,  aut  etiam  ipsa 

baec 
Delectant :  velnti  Balbinum  poljrpus  Hagnaa : 
Vellem  in  amicitia  sic  erraremus  ^  &  isti 
Errori  nomen  virtus  posuisset  honestum. 
At,  pater  ut  nati,  ric  noc  debemus  amici. 
Si  quod  sit  vitium,  non  fai^tidire.  Strabonem 
Appellat  pgetum  pater :  &  pullum,  male  parvus 
Si  cui  filius  est :  ut  abortivus  fuit  olim 
Sisyphus,  hunc  varum,  distortis  cruribus,  illunk 
BalUutit  scaurum,  pravis  fuHuni  male  talis. 
Parcius  hie  vivit }  frogl  dicatur.  Ineptus, 
Kt  jactantior  Me  pauUo  est  ?  concinnu^i  amicia 
Postulat  ut  videatur.  At  est  turculentior,  atque 
Plus  setjuo  liber  ?  simplex,  forti^quehab*  atur. 
Caldiorest?  acres  inter  o<uneietur.  Opinor, 
Hsec  res  flc.jungit,  junclos  fc  servatamicos. 
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Anotherchild's  abortiTe— 4ie  believei 
Natnre  most  perfect  in  diminutives ; 
And  men  of  ev'ry  rank  with  one  acorn 
Salute  each  trooked  rascal  with  my  k>ttl. 
(For  bandy  legs,  bump-back,  and  knocking  knte, 
Are  all  excessive  signs  of  q—ty.) 
l*hus  let  us  judge  our  friends — if  Scrub  subsist 
Too  meanly.  Scrub  is  an  economist ; 
And  if  Tom  Tmkle  is  foil  loud  and  pert^ 
He  aims  at  wit,  and  does  it  to  divert 
t^rgus  is  apt  to  bluster^  but  you'll  find 
'Tis  owing  to  his  magnitude  of  mind : 
IjoIUus  is  passionate,  and  k>ves  a  whore, 
spirit  and  constitution  I — nothing  morfr^ 
Ked  to  a  bullying  pete  is  ty'd  for  life, 
And  in  oommendam  holds  a  sooldibg>  wife ; 
dlaveto  a  foot's cafft'ice,  and  woman's  will; 
But  patience,  patience,  is  a  virtue  still ! 
Ask  of  Chaihorit  a  kingdom  for  a  fish, 
He'll  give  you  ihree  rather  than  spoil  a  dish; 
Nor  pride,  nor  luxury  is  in  the  case,        ^ 
But  hospiUlity— «u't  please  your  grace. 
Should  a  great  gen'ral  give  a  drab  a  pension — 
Meanness!— the  devil— ^tis  perfect  oondesOension. 
Such  ways  milkemany  friends,  and  make  friends 

long,     . 
Or  ebe  my  good  friend  Honc^  reasons  wrong. 
^  But  ife  alas !  e'en  virtuous  deeds  invert, 
And  into  tice  misconstrue  all  desert* 
See  we  a  foan  <»f  modesty  and  merit. 
Sober  and  mett— we  swear  he  has  nO  Spirit ; 
We  call  biffl  stupid,  who  with  caution  breaks 
Ifis  silence,  and  will  think  before  he  speaks. 
Pidelio  treads  the  path  of  life  with  care, 
And  eyes  his  footsteps ;  for  be  fears  a  snarb 
His  wary  way  still  scandal  misapplies. 
And  calls  him  subtle,  who's  no  more  than  wisd* 
If  any  man  u  unooostrain'd  and  free. 
As  oft,  my  Iditis,  I  have  been  to  thee. 
When  rudely  to  thy  room  I  dhance  to  scouf. 
And  interrupt  thee  in  the  studiotts  hour, 
I^rom  Coke  and  Lyttletcn  thy  mind  unb^. 
With  more  frmdUiar  nonsense  of  a  friend ; 
Talk  of  my  friendship,  and  of  thy  desert. 
Show  thee  my  works,  and  candidly  impart 
At  once  the  product  of  my  bead  and  heart, 
Nasutus  calls  me  fool,  and  clownish  bear. 
Nor  (bat  for  perfect  candour)  stops  he  there.      • 
5  Ah  1   what  unthinking,  heedless  things  are 


9  AtmMivfartiitesipsaflinvertimus,atqua 
Sincemm  cupimos  vas  incrustare.  Probus  quis 
MoUtnun  nfk}   multum  est  demissus  homo 

aie. 

Tardo,  cognomen  plngni  damns.  Hie  fogit  omlies 
Insidias,  nulliqoe  malo  latus  obdit  apertum  ? 
(Cttm  genus  hoc  inter  vitsB  versetnr,  ubi  acris 
Invidia,  atque  vigent  ubi  crimiua)pn>  bene  sano, 
Ac  oon  incantoi  Actum  astutumque  vocamus. 
SimpUckH*,  qnis,  qualem  mesepe  libenter 
Obtulerim  tibi,  Macenas,  ut  forte  legentem 
Aut  tacitum  impeHat  quovis  sermone  I  motestus  I 
Communi  sensu  plane  caret,  inquimus.  *  Kbeu ! 
Quam  temerein  nosmet  legem  sancimus  iniquam? 
Nam  vitiis  nemo  sine  naicitur :  optimus  ille  est, 
Qui  minimis  urgetur.  Amicus  dulcis,  ut  «qoum 

Cam  iBea  compcnact  vitiii  bona,  ploribufl  hisoe, 


T*  enact  such  laws  asmnst  thenaelvei  oondeum  f 

In  every  human  soul  some  vices  spring 

(For  feir  perfection  is  no  mortal  thing) 

Whoe'er  is  with  the  fewest  feults  endu'd. 

Is  but  the  best  of  what  cannot  be  good. 

Then  vi^w  me,  friend,  in  an  iiApartial  light. 

Survey  the  good  and  bad,  the  black  and  wbit6| 

And  if  you  fond  the,  sir,  upon  the  whole. 

To  be  an  honest  and  mgennous  soul. 

By  the  same  rule  PJl  measure  yau  again. 

And  give  ^ou  your  allowanoe  to  a  grain. 

'Tis  fri^dly  and  'tis  frur,  on  either  hand, 

To  grant  th'  indulgence  we  ourselves  demalilj 

If  on  your  bump  we  cast  a  fov'riQg  eye. 

You  must' excuse  all  those  who'  Mte  awry. 

In  short,  since  vice  or  folly,  great  or  small. 

Is  morfe  or  less  inherent  in  us  all , 

Whoe'er  offends,  our  censure  let  us  gutde^- 

With  a  strong  bias  to  the  candid  side ; 

Nor  (as  the  stoics  did  in  ancient  times) 

Rank  little  foibles  with  enormous  crimes. 

^  If,  when  your  butler,  e'er  he  brings  a  disb^ 

Shou'd  lick  bis  fingers,  or  shou'd  drop  a  fish^ 

Or  from  the  ftid^-board  filch  a  cuji^  <if  ale, 

Enrag'd  you  send  the  puny  thief  to  gaol ; 

You'd  be  (methink)  as  infamous  an  oaf. 

As  that  immense  portentous  seoahdrel        ♦♦ 

Yet  worse  by  for  (if  worte  at  all  can  be) 

In  folly  and  iniquity  is  he, 

Wl.o,  for  some  trivial,  social,  well-meant  joka,' 

Which  candour  shou'd  forget  as  soon  as  spoke^' 

Wou*d  shun  his  friend,  neglectful  and  unkind^ 

As  if  old  parson  Packthread  #as  behind. 

Who  drags  up  all  his  visitois  by  force. 

And  without  mercy  reads  them  bis  discoanei. 

'<*  If  sick  at  heart,  and  heavy  at  the  head, 

My  drunken  friend  should  re6l  betimes  to  bed^ 

And  in  the  morn,  with  affluent  discharge, 

Sbomid  sign  and  seal  his  reaideiice  at  large  ; 

Si  Hiodo  phtra  mihi  bona  sunt,  f  nclinet ;  amari 
Si  volet  hac  lege,  in  trutina  ponetur  eadem. 
Qui  ne  tuberibus  propriis  offisndat  amicum 
Postnlat ;  ignoscat  venrucis  illius.  ^uum  es^- 
Peccatis  veniam  poscentem  reddere  rursuS. 
Denique,  quatenus  excidi  penitos  titinm  im, 
Csetera  item  nequeunt  stultis  haerentia ;  cur  nod 
Ponderibus,  modulisque  suis  ratio  tititur }  ac  ret 
Ut  qusque  est,  ita  supplidis  delicta  coercet  ? 

9  Si  quis  eum   servum^  patinaOi  qui  toUertf 
jossos, 
Semesos  pisoes,  tepidumqueligurierit  jus, 
in  cruoe  suffigat ;  Labeone  insanior  inter 
Sauos  dieatur.     Quanlo  hoc  fnriosius  atque 
Majus  peoCatum  est  >  paullum  d^liquit  amicin^ 
(Quod  nisi  concedes,  babeare  tnsnatis,  acerbus  ;/ 
Odisti,  3c  fogis,  ut  Drusonem  debitor  ens  ? 
Qui  nisi  cum  tristes  misero  venere  CalensB, 
Mercedem  aut  nummos  unde   unde  extricate 

amaras 
Porrecto  jugulo  bistorias,  capKivds  ut,  andit.- 

'^  Comminxit  lectum  potus,  mensavecatiliuoi 
Evandri  manibus  tritum  dejecit :  r«b  hanc  rem, 
Aut  positum  ante  mea  quia  puUum  in  parte 

catini 
Sustnlit  esuriens,  minus  hoc  jucundus  ami^s 
Sit  mihi  ?  quid  faciam,  si  furtnm  fecerit  ?  aut  if 
*  An  inl'aiatMis  attomeyw 
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<)r  ^kmld  lie  in  niite  pusioDate  ddttte, 
pj  way  of  ingtande*  braak  an  earthen  plate  | 
Woa*d  I  Ibnake  him  f>r  a  piece  of  delph  ? 
Ho— «ot  for  Cbidi^  wide  domain  itself. 
Iftoytliketheie  were  caoseofreal  c^ief. 
What  AoM  I  do,  ot  whither  leek  relief, 
*■  Suppose  him  peijar'd  laithless,  pimp,  or  thief?" 
Away— a  foolish  knavish  tribe  you  are. 
Who  foisely  put  all  Tices  on  a  par. 
Fkom  this  folr  reason  her  tissent  withdraws, 
Fen  nrdid  interest  gives  up  the  cause. 
That  mother  of  our  customs  and  our  laws. 
When  fint  ycoi  golden  Sun  array'd  the  eastt 
Stattll  was  the  difference  twiat  man  and  beast ; 
With  hands,  with  nails,  with  teeth,  with  clubs 
they  fought,  [wrought 

TW  malice  was  improT*d,  and  deadlier  weapons 
langnaLge  at  length,  and  words  experience  found, 
Ind  sense  obtaln'd  a  vehicle  in  sound,  [built. 
Then  wholesome  Uws  were;fram'd,and  towns  were 
And jnstioe  seiz'd  the  lawless vagnnt's  guilt; 
Ind  theft,  adultery,  and  fornication,  [fashion: 
Weie  punish'd  much,  fomoth,  tho^  much  in 
^  For  long  before  fair  Helen's  fatal  charms 
Badnanya-------  ---------- 


>  Hiatus  magnus  lacrymabilii 


•etthe  woridin  arms. 
But  tiadly  kept  hy  no  historian's  care. 
They  all,  goodlaA,  have  perished  to  an  hair. 
Bat  he  that  as  it  may,  yet  in  all  climes, 
There^  diiPrent  punishment  for  different  crimes. 
<<BoldA>lockhead,  hold— this  sure  is  not  the  way, 
fbr  all  alike  Vd  lash,  and  aU  Fd  sUy,** 
Cries  W«»»»»»a,  •*  if  Pd  sovereign  sway.» 
Have  sovereign  sway,  and  an  imperial  robe. 
With  lury  tukanate^  o^er  half  the  globei 
If eanwhOe,  if  I  from  each  indulgent  friend, 
Ohlain  reniissioB,  when  I  chance  t^  oflbod. 
Why,  la  return,  Pll  make  the  balance  even. 
And,  Ibrfoigivmg,  they  shall  be  forgiven. 

Prodiderit'oommissaflde?  sponsomvenegarit? 
Quae  park  esse  fere  placuit  peocata,  laborant. 
Com  ventum  ad  varum  est ;  sensus,  moresqoe 

repugnant 
Atque  ipsa  utilitas,  jnsti  prope  mater,  &  aqui. 
Com  prorepsemnt  prinnis  animalia  terns, 
Mntnm  It  tnrpe  pecns,  glandem  atque  cubilia 

propter, 
t^ngnibns,!^  pugnis,dein  fiistibus,  atque  ita  porro 
Pognabant  armis,  qu»  post  fabricaverat  usos : 
Donee  verbi,  quibus  voces,  sensustjue  notarent, 
Nominaqne  invenere ;  dehinc  absistere  hello, 
Oppida  coeperunt  munire,  &  ponere  leges ; 
Ke  qnis  for  esset,  neu  Utro,  neu  quis  adulter. 
■■  Nam  fuit  ante  Helenam  cunnus  teterrima 

bdii 
Cansa :  sed  ignotis  perierunt  mortibus  illi, 
Qoos  Venerem  hicertam  rapientes  more  fenurum 
Viribos  editior  Cttdebat,  ut  in  grege  taurns. 

-----  dnm  tu  quadrante  lavatum 
Rex  ibis,  ne^etequisquamstipator,  ineptum 
Prater  Crispinum,  sectabiturt  ic  mihi  duloes 
Ignoscent,  si  quid  peocavaro  stultus,  amici : 
*  A  wonl  coined  is  the  nanaer  of  Mr.  War- 


s' With  seat  Fll  love,  be  oointeoiif  e'en  to  strifi^ 
More  Ueit  than  emperon  in  private  lifh. 


4N  occAiioitAi.   moiodua    a«s    epilooob   r4 

OTHELLO,   AS  IT   WAS   ACTin  £T  THB  THBATEX- 
itOTAL    IM     naUEY-LANX,      OH     TBUESDAY    THfl 

7th   of  maech,  175  1»    bt   pbbsoiis  o$  m9^ 

TIMCTXOM,   POE  TEBIE  mVEBSIOM. 

Wuii.B  mercenary  acton  tinted  the  stagey 
And  hireling  scribblers  lash  or  lutf  the  age, 
Onr's  be  the  task  t'  instruct,  and  entertain^ 
Without  one  thought  of  glory  or  of  gain. 
Virtue's  her  own--lrom  no  external  cause—: 
She  gives,  and  she  demands  the  self-applause ; 
Home  to  her  bteast  she  brinp  the  heart-felt 

bays, 
Heedless  alike  of  profit,  and  of  praise. 
This  now  perhaps  is  wrong-^yet  this  we  kaow^ 
'Xwas  sense  and  truth  a  century  ago : 
When  Britain,  with  transcendant  glory  crown'd^ 
For  high  achievements,  as  fbf  wit  renown'd, 
CuIlM  fnm  each  growing  grace  the  purest  par^ 
And  cropt  the  flowers  from  every  blooming  art. 
Our  noblest  youths  would  then  embrace  the  task 
Of  oopiic  humour,  or  the  mystic  masque. 
'Twas  theirs  t'  encourage  worth,and  give  to  baidi 
What  now  is  spent  in  boxing  and  in  cards: 
Good   sense  their  pleasure — ^virtue  stiU  their 

guide. 
And  English  magnanimity — th^r  pride. 
Methinks  I  see  with  Fancy's  magic  eye, 
The  shade  of  Shakespeare,  in  3ron  azure  sky« 
On  yon  high  doud  behokl  the  bard  advance* 
Piercing  all  Nature  with  a  single  glance : 
In  various  attitudes  around  kiqn  stand 
The  Passions,  waiting  for  his  dread  command. 
First  kneeling  Love  before  hb  feet  appears. 
And  musically  sighing  melts  in  tears. 
Near  him  fell  Jealousy  with  fiiry  bums. 
And  into  storms  the  amorous  breathings  turns  ; 
Then  Hope  with  heavenward  look,  and  Joy  drawi 


While  palsied  Terronr  trembles  in  therear. 

Such  Shakespeare's  train  of  horrour  and  de- 
And  sudi  we  hc^  to  introduce  to-night,    [ligh^ 
Bui  if,  though  just  in  thought,  we  foil  in  fhot. 
And  good  intentkm  ripens  not  to  act. 
Weigh  our  design,  your  censure  still  defhr. 
When  truth's  in  view  'tis  glorious  e'en  to  err. 


EPILOGITE. 

IPOKXH  BT  OBSnaMOtfA. 

Tftoi  woman  to  the  last—my  peroratkm  r 

Icoma  to  speak  in  spite  of  suflocatioa  ; 
To  show  the  present  and  the.  age  to  oome. 
We  may  be  choked,  but  never  can  be  donh. 
Well  now  methinki,  I  see  you  all  run  out. 
And  haste  away  to  lady  Bragwell's  rout; 
Each  modish  sentiment  to  hear  and  weigh. 
Of  those  who  nothing  think,  and  all  things  say.  - 

'*  Inqne  vicem  illomm  patiar  delieU  libenter, 
Privatttsque  magii  vivam  te  lagebeatuii. 
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Pnidella  first  id  ptixoij  begids, 

(For  nonsense  and  bafibonery  are  twins) 

*'  Can  beaox  the  court  for  theatres  exchange? 

I  swear  by  HeaTen   'tis  strange,    His  passing 

strange ; 
And  very  whimsial,  and  mighty  dnll. 
And  pitiful,  and  wond*rous  pitiful : 
I  wish  I  had  not  heard  it"— blessed  daiAe ! 
Whene'er  she  sj^eaks  her  audience  wish  the  tame. 
Next  Neddy  Nicely—"  Fye,  O  fye,  good  lack, 
A  nasty  man  to  make  his  face  all  black.'* 
Then  lady  Stiffiieck  shows  her  pious  rage. 
And  wonders  we  shou'd  act — upon  a  stage. 
**  Why*  ma*am,»»  sajrs  Coquetilla,  "  a  disgrace  ? 
Merit  in  any  form  may  show  her  face: 
In  this  dull  age  the  male  things  ought  to  play, 
'fo  teach  them  what  to  do,  and  what  to  say." 
in  short,  they  all  with  ditfVent  cavils  oram  us. 
And  only  are  unanimous  to  damn  us: 
Sut  still  there  are  a  feir  judicious  few, 
"Who  judge  unbiassed,  and  with  dandour  view  ; 
Wha  value  honesty,  though  clad  in  buff. 
And  wit,  thougli  dress'd  in  an  old  English  nifil 
33ehoId  them  here — I  beaming  sense  descry, 
Shot  from  the  living  lustre  of  each  eye.  ' 

Such  meaning  smiles  each  blooming  face  adorn. 
As  deck  the  pleasure-painted  brow  of  mom ; 
And  show  the  person  of  each  matchless  fiair, 
^oiigh  rich  to  rapture,  and  above  compare, 
is,  ev'n  with  all  the  skill  of  Heav'n  designed, 
l3ut  an  imperfect  image  of  their  mind ; 
While  chastity  unblemish'd  and  unbrib'd 
Adds  a  majestic  mien  that  scorns  to  be  described: 
Such  we'will  vaunt,  n'nd  only  such  as  these, 
*Tis  our  ambition,  and  our  ftime  to  please. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  APPRENTICE. 

(Eniettnadrnf  a  Play  Bill.  J 

A  vsav  pretty  biIi--«8Fm  alive  1 
The  part  of— nobody — ^by  Mrs.  Clive  f 
A  paltry  scribbling  fbol^-^to  leave  me  on^— 
He'll  say,  perhaps— bethought  I  cou'dnot  spout 
JMalice  and  envy  to  the  last  degree! 
^j^  ffYiy  ? — ^1  wrote  a  fiurce  as  well  as  he. 
And  feuriy  ventni'd  it — ^without  the  aid 
Of  prologue  dress'd  in  black,  and  foce  in  mas- 
querade j 
Oh !  Pitr— have  pity — see  how  Fm  dismayed  t 
Poor  soul !  this  canting  stuff  will  never  do. 
Unless  4ike  Bayes  he  bring  his  hangman  too. 
But  granting  that  from  these  same  obsequies, 
Some  pickings  to  our  bard  in  black  arise ; 
Should  your  applause  to  joy  convert  bis  fear. 
As  Pallas  turns  to  feast — Lardella's  bier ; 
Yet  'twould  have  been  a  better  scheme  by  half 
T  have  thrown  his  weeds  ftside,  and  learnt  with 

me  to  laugh. 
I  coa'd  have  shown  him,  had  he  been  inclin'd, 
A  spouting  jnnto  of  the  female  kind. 
There  dwells  a  milliner  in  yonder  row, 
Well  dress'd,  full  voic*d,and  nobly  built  for  show. 
Who,  when  in  rage  she^soblds  at  Sue  and  Sarah, 
Damn'd,damn'd  dissembler  J— thinks  she's  more 
tbanZanu 


She  has  a  daughter  too  that  deals  in  laoe^ 
And  sings— O  ponder  well— and  Chevy  Chase; 
And  fain  wou'd  fill  the  fair  Ophelia's  place. 
And  in  her  cock'd  up  hat,  and  gown  of  camblet,- 
Presumes  on    something — ^touching    the   lord 

Hamlet. 
A  oouain  too  she  has  with  squinting  eyes. 
With  waddling  gait,and  voice  like  London  Criesj 
Who  for  the  stage  too  short  by  half  a  stoiy^ 
Acts  Ladyl'ownly-^^us — ^in  all  her  glory. 
And  Wiiile  she^s  traversing  her  scanty  room. 
Cries — *<  lord!  my  lord, what  can  I  do  at  home!'' 
In  short,  we've  girls  enough  for  all  tbe  fellows. 
The  ranting,  whining,  starting,  and  the  jealous. 
The  Hotspurs,  Romeos,  Hamlets,  aiid  OthelloM 
Oh  I  little  do  these  silly  people  know. 
What  dreadful  trials — actors  undergo. 
Myself— who  most  iii  harmony  delight. 
Am  scolding  here  fh>m  morning  until  night, 
llien  take  advice  from  nie,  ye  giddy  things 
Ye  royal  millihers,  yeapron'd  kings; 
Young  men  beware,  and  shun  our  slippery  wsysy 
Study  arithndetic,  ^d  sliun  our  plays; 
And  you,  ye  girls,  let  not  our  tinsel  train 
Enchaiht  your  eyes,  aind  turn  your  madid*nii]|| 

brain ; 
Be  timely  wise,  for  oh  f  be  sure  of  t&is  ; 
A  shop,  with  virtue,  is  the  hdght  of  blidk^ 


EPILOGUE 

SPOKBN  Wi  MR.  SnUTSB,  AT  COVXMT-GABOBN,  AFTBB 
THE  PLAY  OP  THE  CONSCIOOS  LOVERS,  ACTED  FOR 
THE  BBNBFrr  OP  THE  MIDDLESEX  HOSPITAL  POft 
LYIMG-IN  WOMBN,  1755,  IN  THB  CBARACTEE  Of 
A  MAN-MIDWIFS. 

(inters  vnth  a  ckUd, ) 

Whoe'er  begot  thee,  has  no  cause  to  Uush : 
Thoi^'rt  a  brave  chopping  boy,  (child  criaj-  nay/ 

hush!  hush  I  hushl 
A  workman,  faith !  a  man  of  rare  discretion, 
A  friend  to  Britain,  and  to  our  profession: 
With  face  so  chubby,  and  with  lool[^  so  glad, 
O  rare  roast  beef  of  Enriand — there's  a  lad  f 

f Snows  Iwn  to  the  Comptdiy.f 
(Child  makes  a  noise  again,  / 
Najr  if  you' once  b^in  to  puke  and  cough, 
Oo  to  the  nurse.    Within ! — here  take  him  oiff* 
Well,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  it  is  tL  peopling  age. 
Thanks  to  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  stage  ;. 
But  not  to  th'  army — that's  not  worth  a  farthinf  ^ 
The  captains  go  too  much  to  Govent  Garden, 
Spoil  many  a  girl, — but  seldom  make  a  mother^ 
They  foil  us  one  way— butwie  have  them  toother. 
(Shakes  a  box  qf  pills./ 
The  nation  prospers  by  sucfi  joyous  souls, 
Hence  smokes  my  Cable,  hence  ifay  charioCroUs^ 
Tho'  some  snug  jobi^  from  surgery  may  spring, 
Man-mid wifry,  man-midwifry's  the  thing ! 
Lean  shou'd  I  be,  e'en  as  my  own  anatomy. 
By  mere  cathartici  and  by  plain  phlebotomy. 
Well,  besides  gain,  besides  the  pow'r  to  pleaa^ 
Besides  the  music  of  such  birds  as  these, 

(Shakes  a  futm./ 
It  is  a  joy  refin'd,  unmix'd  and  pore, 
To  bear  tbe  praises  of  the  grateful  poor^ 
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ItiM  di^  comes  honest  Tuiiy  to  my  liOQse, 
*'  Cotplessber,  her  hessav*d  herpoy  and  spouse; 
Bar  sav'd  her  6friiiiiifnd«  or  death  bad  swaUow'd 
her,  [CadwaUader." 

T^t/  craat  crand  creat  crand  crand  child  of 
Cries  Patrick  TouzPem,  "  I  am  bound  to  pray, 
Yoa>e  aar'd  my  Sue  in  yoar  same  physic  way, 
And  further  shall  I  thank  yon  yestcaday.'* 
Tlicn  SewB^  came  and  thank'd  me  for  my  love, 
(I  very  readily  excos'd  his  glove} 
He  blesa^d  the  mon,  e'en  by  St  Andrew's  cross, 
''Who  fim'd  his  bomiy  beam  and  blithsome  lass." 


But  merriment  and  mimicry  apast, 
Thanks  to  each  bounteous  hand  and  gen'roiM 

heart 
Of  thoee,  who  tenderly  take  pity's  part ; 
Who  in  good-natur'dacts  can  sweetly  grieve* 
Swift  to  lament,  but  swifter  to  relieve. 
Thanks  t<)  the  lovely  fair  ones,  types  of  Heaven* 
Who  raise  and  beautify  the  bounty  given ; 
Bnt  chief  to  *  him  in  whom  distress  oonfides* 
Who  o'er  this  noble  plan  so  gloriously  presides. 

>  The  earl,  afterwards  duke,  of  Northumber- 
land. 


DE   ARTE    CRITICA. 

A  LATIN  VERSION  OF 

MR.  POPE'S  ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM. 

Necmeanimi  fisllit— ^~ 
Difficile  illustrare  Latinisversibntesse 
(Multa  novis  veri>is  prsesertim  cum  sit  agendum) 
Propter  egestatem  lingnse,  &  rerum  novitatem.  ^ 

LUCRBT. 


BE  ARTE  CRITICA. 

^cnr  difficile  est,  an  sit  dementia  major 
^gisae  invitA  vatem  criticumne  Minervd; 
llie  tamen  certe  venia  tibi  dignior  errat 
Qni  lassat,  quam  qui  sedudt  in  aria,  sensus. 
Suit,  qui  absurda  canunt ;  sed  enim  stultisrima 

stultos 
Qnam  knge  exuperat  criticorum  natio  vates ; 
8e  solom  exhibnit  quondam,  meltoribos  arniis 
Natos  hebes,  ridendum;  at  nunc  musa  improba 

prolem 
Innameram  gignit,  que  mox  sermone  soloto 
iBquiparet  stolidos  versos,  certelqoe  stupendo. 

Nebis  judidnm,  veluti  qiiSB  dividit  boras 
Machina,  construitur,  motus  non  omnibus  idem, 
Noo  predom,  regit  usque  tamen  sua  quemque. 

Poetas 
Brrite  perpauoos  venA  donarit  Apollo, 
£t  critids  recte  sapere  est  rarissima  virtos  $ 
Arte  in  otraque  nitent  felioes  indole  soli, 
Sf nsaqoe  quos  placido  nasoentes  lumine  vidit. 
llle  alios  melius,  qui  inclaruit  ipse,  docebit, 
Jnieque  quam  meruit,  potent  tribnisse  ooronam. 
Scriptores  (fiiteor)  fidunt  propriss  nimis  orti, 
Nome  aotem  critseos  pravu&  fevor  unret  ibidem? 
At  vero  propins  si  stemus,  cuiqoe  fateodum  est. 
Judicium  quoddam  Natura  inraverit  olim : 
VOa  diem  certe  dubiam  diffiindere  callet 
Et,  strictim  descripta  licet,  sibi  linea  constat. 
Sed  minimnm  ut  specimen,  quod  pictor  dooti|s 

adumbrat, 
Deterins  tibi  fiat  eo  mage,  quo  mage  vilem 
Indncas  isti  fucom,  sic  mentis  honestse 
Doctrinaeffigiem  maculabitpravadecoram. 
pis  inter  csBcaji  inens  illaqueata  scholarum 


AN  ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM. 

'Xis  hard  to  say,  if  greater  want  of  skill 
Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  ill ; 
But  of  the  two,  less  dang'rous  is  th'  offence 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  mislead  our  sense* 
Some  few  in  that,  but  numbers  err  in  this. 
Ten  censure  wrong,  for  one  who  writes  amiss. 
A  fool  might  once  himself  alone  expose. 
Now  one  in  veise  makes  many  more  in  prose. 


Tts  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,  none 
Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own. 
In  poets  as  tnie  genius  is  but  rare, 
True  taste  as  seldom  is  the  critic's  share; 
Both  roust  alike  from  Heaven  derive  their  lights 
These  bom  to  judge,  as  well  as  those  to  write. 
'  Let  such  teach  others  who  themselves  excel. 
And  censure  freely  who  have  written  well. 
Authors  are  partial  to  their  wit,  'tis  true  ; 
But  are  not  critics  to  their  judgment  too  ? 

Yet  if  we  look  more  closely,  we  shall  find, 
•  Most  have  the  seeds  of  judgment  in  their  mind: 
Nature  afibrds  at  least  a  glimm'ring  light ; 
The  lines,  though  toncfa'd  but  faintly,  are  drawn 
right.  . 

*  Qui  srribitartiliciose,aballisoonmiode  scrip- 
ta  facile  intelligere  poterit. 

Cic.  ad  Herenn.  b.  4. 

*  Omnes  tadto  quodam  sensu,  sine  ull&  arte, 
aut  ratione,  quae  sintin  artibusad  ntionibus  rec- 
ta ac  prava  dijudicant. 

CiCf  de  Orat  lib.  3, 
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Ambages  emt,  ftolidisqiie  snpenrenit  tUjg 
(Diis  aliter  ▼isum  est)  petulantu.    Perdere  sen- 
sum  [Pindum 
CommttDem  hi  sodant,  dam  firastre  aaoendeie 
CoDsntur,  moK,  ut  se  defensorilms  ipsis 
VUntar,  critici  qaoqae  fiunt :  omnibus  idem 
Avdor  scribeodi,  studio  hi  rivalis  aguntur, 
Illis  invalida  eanuchi  violeatia  gliecit. 
Bidendi  propriom  est  fatuts  caooetbes,  amantqne 
Tuibn  perpetuo  sese  immiscere  jocoan. 
JdsBviuB  invito  dum  sndat  Apoltine,  multi 
fiDgw  opnsexup6rant(8idiisplaoet}^meiid«||^ 


Suit  qui  belli  bomiiies  prime,   tqm  deinde 

poctsB, 
Mox  critici  evaa^Te,  meri  turn  deniqne  stulti. 
Est,  qui  nee  criticum  n^  vatem  reddit,  inersque 
Ut  mirius  medium  quoddam  eat.aainum  inter 

ec^uumque.  [eotum 

Velliila  semi-bominum  y\x  poene  elementa  sd- 
Primula  gens  borum  est,  premitur  quibus  Anglia, 

quantum 
Imperfecta  scatent  ripis  arimalcula  Nili, 
Futile,  abortivum  genus,  &  prvpe  nominisezpers. 
Usque  adeo  ssquivoca  est,  e  qui   generaniur, 

origo. 
Hos  centum  nequeunt  linguae  nomerare,  nee  una 
Unias  ex  ipeis,  quse  centum  sola  fatiget 

At  tu  qui  famam  pimal  engis  atque  redunas 
pro  meriti^  criticique  affectas  nobile  nomen. 
Metitorte  ipsom,  pnidensqoe  ezpendito  qus  sit 
Judicii,  ingenii  tibi,  doctriiuDque  iacoltas  ; 
Si  qua  profunda  nimis,  cauto  vitentor,  &  ista 
IJnea,  qu&  ooeunt  stupor  ingeniumque,  notator. 
Qui  finem  imposuit  rebus  Beus  omnibuti  aptum, 
Humani  vanum  ingenii  restrinxit  acumen. 
Qualis  ubi  ooeam  v'n  nostra  imimpit  in  afva. 
Tunc  deaolatas  alibi  denudat  aronas ; 
Sic  animfD  reminiscendi  dum  copia  resta^ 
punsilii  granoris  abest  pienimque  potestas  ; 
Ast  ubi  Pbantasis  fulgent  radiantia  tela, 
Mnemosyne  teneris  cum  formis  victa  liquescit. 
Ingenio  tantum  Musa  uni  suffidt  una, 
Tanta  ars  est,  tantilla  scientia  nostra  videtur : 
l^on  solum  ad  certas  artes  astricta  sequendas, 
S»pe  has  nop  nisi  qu^dam  in  simplice  parte  se- 

qua(ur. 
Peperdas  partos  utounqne  labore  triumphos, 
Pumplures,  regum  instar,  aves  aoquirere  laurosj 
8ed  sua  tractaiu  facilis  provincia  cuique  est, 
fli  non,  que  pulchre  sdat,  ut  vulgaria,  temnat. 

Naturam  sequere  imprimis,  atque  llli  us  ^qui 
jfndicium  ex  nqnni  fingas,  qusD  nescia  flecti : 
Ilia  etenim,  sifie  labe  micans,'aborigine  divA, 
Clari,  constanti,  lustrantique  omnia  luce, 
Vitamqne,  spfciemqne,  fc  vires  omnibus  addat, 
£t  ions,  fc  finis  simuf ,  atoue  criterion  artis. 
Qucrit  opes  ex  hoc  tbesauro  ars,  &  sine  pompA 
Prxsidet,  &  nuUas  turbas  facit  inter  ageudum. 
Talis  vivida  Vis  formoao  in  corpora  mentis 
IdBtttiam  toti  insp'.rans  &  robora  masss,      ^ 
Ordijiat  It  motus,  k.  nervos  siutinetomnes, 
Inter  opus  variuiii  lainen  ipsa  abscondita  fallit. 
'Ssepe  is,  cui  Biagnum  ingenium  Deus  addidit, 

idem 
(ndigus  est  majoris,  ut  hoc  henh  caileat  uti ; 
(ngmuin  na^i  jqdiciovelut  u^r  habendum  est 


But  as  the  slightest  sketdi,  if  jusUy  tiw^Ap 
Is  by  ill-colouringbut  the  more  disgrac'd, 
Sol^  iaiae  leaming  is  good  sense  defaic'd. 
Some  are  bbwilder'd  in  the  maze  of  sebools. 
And  some  nude  coxcombs,  Natural 

fools. 
In  search  of  wit,  ttiose  lose  their  commoa  senseb 
And  then  tutn  ciitics  in  their  own  defence. 
Each  bums  alike^  who  can,  or  cannot  write, 
Or  with  a  rival's,  or  an  cunach's  spite. 
AH  fools  have  still  an  itching  to  deride, 
And  fein  would  be  upon  the  laughing  side : 
If  Msevlps  scribble  in  Apollo^ s  spite, 
There  are,  who  judge  still  woi^se  than  he  can 

write. 
Some  have  at  first  for  wits,  then  poets  past, 
Tam'd  critics  next:  and  provM  plain  fools  at  last 
Some  neither  can  for  wits  or  critics  pass. 
As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horse,  nor  ass. 
Those  half-leam'd  witlings  numerous  in  our  isle*/ 
As  half.form'd  insects  on  the  banks  of  Nile, 
UnfiniahU  things  one  knows  not  what  to  callj 
Hieir  generation's  so  equivocal  $ 
To  tell  'em,  wou'd  a  hundred  tongues  reqairCf 
Or  one  vimh  irilf  s,  that  might  a  iiundred  dre. 


But  you  who  seek  to  give  and  merit  fome. 
And  justly  bear  a  critic's  noble  name, 
Be  sure  yourself  and  your  own  reach  to  kno^. 
How  for  your  genius,  taste,  and  leammg  go. 
I jincb  not  beyond  your  depth,  but  be  discreet 
And  mark  that  point  where  sense  and  dulnea^ 

meeL 
Nalure  to  all  things  fix'd  the  lim^s.  fit. 
And  wisely  curi>'d  proud  man's  pretending  wit. 
As  on  the  land  while  here  the  ocean  gains. 
In  other  parts  it  leaves  wide  sandy  plains, 
Thus  in  the  soul,  while  memory  prevails. 
The  solid  pow'r  of  understanding  fails ; 
Where  beams  of  warm  imagination  play, 
Tlie  memoiy's  soft  figures  melt  away. 
One  sdence  only  will  one  genius  fit : 
So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit  i 
Not  only  boimded  to  peculiar  arts. 
But  oft  in  those  confin'd  to  single  parts. 
Like  kings  we  lose  the  couquests  gaip'd  before^ 
By  vain  ambition  still  to  make  them  more. 
Each  might  his  several  province  well  command. 
Would  all  but  stoop  to  what  they  understand. 

Fint  follow  Nature,  and  your  judgment  fram» 
By  her  just  standard,  which  is  still  the  same, 
Unerring  Nature,  still  divinely  bright. 
One  clear,  unchanged,  and  ^niversal  light. 
Life,  force,  and  beauty,  must  to  all  impart. 
At  once  the  souroe,  and  end,  and  testof  arL 
Art  from  that  fund  each  just  snpply  provides. 
Works  without  diow,  and  without  pomp  presidef  \ 
In  some  foir  body  thus  th'  informiog  ft>ul 


With  spirits  feeds,  with  vigour  fills  the  whole. 
Each  motion  guides,  and  every  ne^ve  sustains  | 
Itself  unseen,  but  in  th'  effect,  remaina. 
Tliere  are  whom  Heav'n  has  blest- with  store  of 
Yet  want  as  much  again  to  manage  it;  [wit^ 

For  wit  and  judgment  ever  are  at  strife,       [wife. 
ThoMgh  weapt  ^aeh  other's  aid^  like  main  ai4 
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JUqM  viTOkCm  Am  uipaieflk,  mque  repugnat. 
liusae  quadnipedem  labor  ait  inbibere  cmpittro> 
Piscipites  regere,  atnoo  iiriUure  volatui, 
Pegasus,  instar  equi  generosi,  gnmdior  ardet 
Cum  sentit  retioacula,  iiobiliorque  tuetur. 

Regola  qiueqne  vsetus  tantum  obsernUa  peritis 
KoD  invente  foil  cfiticis,  debetqae  profecto 
Ifatone  ascribi,  led  eDini  quam  lima  polint; 
Kullas  natuns  dirina  monarchia  leges, 
^xcepttt  solum  jfoas  sanxprit  ipsa,  veretiir. 

Qualibas,  audistin*  retonatceleberrima  nonnis 
GnDcia,  sen  doctam  premit,  indulgetT^  furorem } 
|Ua  soos  sistit  l^tfnassi  in  vertioe  natos^ 
£t,  quibos  aseendto  docet,  salebrosa  vianim, 
SaUnniqiM  manu  dona  immortalia  roonstrat, 
Atqoe  0qui8  reliquos  procedere  passibus  urget^ 
Sic  magnis  doctrini  rx  exemplaribus  hausti, 
Samit  ab  hisce,  quod  b»c  ditterunt  ab  Jove 


Ingeaaus  judex  musamm  vnitilat  ignes, 
^  firetns  ratione  dooet  pneoepta  placendi. 
Ai«  critica  officiosa'CaiuceDa:  aenrit,  It  omat 
£gi«e;MS  veneres,  pluresqueirretitamautes. 
None  vero  docti  k>Dgd  divena  aequentes, 
pmCempti  dominn,  rilem  petierS  ministram  ; 
Fropriaque  in  miseros  TerteruDt  tela  poetas, 
Piscipaliqutf  suos  pro  more  od^re  magistros. 
Hand  aliter  san^  nostiates  pbarmacop3l« 
Ex  medicibn  crevit  quibus  an  plagi aria  chartis, 
Aadacas  erronim  adbibent  sine  iQente  medelas, 
Bt  vena  Hippocratts  jactant  oonyicia  proli. 
Hi  vetenim  auihonim  scriptis  vescuntur,  ^  ipsos 
Veimicnlos,  it  tepapus  edax  vic^re  vorando. 
StuUitiA  simplex  ille,  St,  sine  divlta  rmkf 
(Saixnina  quo  fiant  pacto  miserabile  narrat 
|>octrinam    osteatans,  mentem   alter   peididit 

omnem, 
Atqoe  alter  nodis  rafer  implicat  enodanda 

Tu  quicun^ue  cupis  judex  prooedere  rect^, 
f  ac  ceteris  cujusque  stylus  discatur  ad  nngnem  ; 
Fabola,  materies,  quo  tendat  pagina  quievis  j 
Pabria,  religio  quss  sint,  queis  moribussevum  : 
Si  non  intuitu  cuncta  Iubc  complecteris  uno, 
Scorn,  cavilator— criticus  oiibi  non  eris  nng^ain^ 
liias  esto  tibi  studium,  tibi  sol#  volupUs, 
Pcrqoe  dieoi  lege,  per  noctes  mediUre  serenas ; 
Hinc  tibi  judicium,  bine  ortum  senteniia  duc^t, 
Musarumqueundas  fontem  bibe  lasius  ad  ipsum. 
Ipse  suonim  operum  sit  commentator,  B^  author, 
Jizooidisve  legas  interpreie  scnpta  Marane. 

Com  canes«t  primum  parvus  Maro  bella  viros- 
que, 
Kec  monitor  Phoebus  tremulas jam  velleret  aures, 
l^gii^  immnnem  criticis  se  fort^  putabat, 
Kil  nisi  naturam  archetypam  djgnatus  adire: 
Sed  simal  ac  caoti  mentem  per  singula  volvit,  • 
Katuram  invcnit,  quacunque  invenit  Homerum. 
VictoSy  fc  attonitus,  malesaui  desinit  ausi, 
Jamque  laboratnm  in  numerum  vieU  omnia  cogit, 
Cnltaqne  Aiistotelis  metitur  cannina  norm&« 
Hmc  vetoram  diacas  pnscepta  fsreri^,  illo9 
fiectator^  se  li#ti||api  sectf  beris  ipsam. 


rris  more  to  guide,  than  spur,  the  M oi^i  fkeed; 

Restrain  his  fury,  than  provti^e  his  speed; 
The  winged  courser,  like  a  generous  hone. 
Shows  most  true  mettle  when  you  check  hit 
course. 
Those  rules  of  old  dtscover»d,  not  devis'd. 
Are  Nature  still,  but  Nature  methodiz*d  : 
Nature^  like  monarchy,  is  but  restraint 
By  the  same  laws,  which  first  herself  ordain'd* 

,  Hear  how  leam'd  Greece  her  useful  rules  in* 

dites. 
When  to  suppress,  and  when  indulge  our  flights! 
High  on  Parnassus'  top  her  sons  she  show*d, 
And  pointed  out  those  arduous  paths  they  trod. 
Held  ^m  afar,  aloft,  tb*  immortal  prise, 
And  urg'd  the  rest  by  e(|ual  steps  to  rise. 
Just  i  precepts  thus  (mm  great  examples  giv^. 
She  drew  from  tbem  what  they  deriv'diiom  Hea. 
The  generous  critic  fann'd  the  poet's  fire,     [v'li. 
And  taught  the  world  with  reason  to  admire. 
Tlien  Criticism  the  Muse's  handmaid  pTOv>d, 
To  dress  hercharms,  and  make  her  more  betov'd  t 
But  following  wits  fkom  that  intentkn  stray'd : 
Who  coald  not  win  the  mistress  woo'd  the  maid  c 
Againvt  the  poets  their  own  charms  they  turd'd. 
Sure  to  hate  most  the  men  from  whom  they  leam'd. 
So  modem  'potbecaries  taught  the  art. 
By  doctor's  bills  to  play  the  doctor's  part. 
Bold  in  the  practwe  of  mistaken  rules. 
Prescribe,  apply,  and  call  their  masters  fools. 
Some  on  the  leaves  of  ancient  antbors  prey. 
Nor  time,  nor  mothse'erspoii'd  so  much  astbey, 
Some  dryly  phiin,  without  invention's  aid. 
Write  dull  receipts  how  poems  should  be  made  ; 
These  lose  the  sense  their  learning  to  display. 
And  those  explain  the  meaning  quite  away. 

You  then  whose  judgment  the  ngbtcourse  wou'4 
Know  well  each  ancient's  proper  charactoryfstoer. 
His  fable,  subject,  scope  of  ev*ry  page^ 
Religion,  country,  genius  of  his  age : 
Without  all  these  at  once  before  your  eyes. 
Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticize. 
Be  Homer's  works  your  study  and  delight. 
Read  them  by  day  and  meditate  by  night  [bring. 
Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  notions 
And  trace  the  Muses  upward  to  their  spring. 
StUl  with  itself  compar'd,  his  text  peruse ; 
Or  let  your  comment  be  the  Maptuan  muse. 

4  MThen  first  young  Maro  sung  of  kings  and 
wars. 
Ere  warning  Phcsbus  touch'd  his  trembling  ears. 
Perhaps  he  seem'd  above  the  critic's  law. 
And  but  from  Nature's  fountains scom'd  to  drawj 
But  when  t*  examine  every  part  he  came,   < 
Nature  and  Homer  were,  he  found,  the  same  i 
Convinc'd,  ama^'d,  he  checks  the  bold  design. 
And  rules  as  strict  his  labour'd  work  confine^ 
As  if  the  Stagyrite  o'erlook'd  each  line. 
Learn  hence  ibr  ancient  rules  a  just  esteem. 
To  copy  Nature,  is  to  copy  them. 

*  Nee  enhn  artibus  editis  flustum  est  ut  argu- 
menta  inveniremus,  sed  dicta  sunt  onmia  ante-> 
quam  preciperentur,  mox  ea  scripkores  obser- 
vata  &  oollecta  ediderant. 

QVINTIL. 
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At  vero  virtiu  reitmt  jam  pluTima,Qullo 
Bescribenda  modo,  Dull&que  parabilis  arte, 
Kam  felix  tain  fortunaest,  qaam  cura  canendi. 
Musicam  io  hoc  reddit  divina  poesis,  ntramque 
MuIUb  ornant  veneres,  quas  verbis  pingere  non 

est, 
Qoasque  attingere  nil  nisi  summa  perilia  possit.. 
Regula  quaudocunque  nainus  diffusa  vldetur, 
(Quam  tantum  ad  propriam  collinet  singula  me- 
Si  modo  consiliis  inserviat  uUa  jqvandis        [t&m) 
Apta  liceotia,  lex  enim  ista  licentia  fiat. 
Atque  ita  quo  citius  procedat,  calle  relicto 
Oommuni  mussB  sonipes  ben^  devius  erret. 
Accidie  interdum,  ut  scriptores  iugenium  ingens 
£vehatadcalpiniegregiam,maculasquemicautes 
Quas  nemo  criticorum  audet  detergere  figat ; 
Accidik  ut  linquat  vulgaria  claustra  furore 
Magnanimo,  rapiatque  solutum  lege  decoreni. 
Qui,  quum  judicium  non  intercedat,  ad-ipsum 
Cor  properat,  fines<}ue  illic  simul  obtinetomnes. 
Haud  filter  si  forte  jugo  speculamur  aprioo, 
Luminibus  res  arrident,  quas  Dsedala  tellns 
Farcior  ostentare  solet,  velut,  ardua  montis 
iisperitas,  scopullve  exesi  pendulus  horror. 
Cura  tamen  semper  magna  est  adbibenda  poesi, 
Atque  hie  cum  ratione  insaniat  author,  uportct : 
TeX,  quamvis  veteres  pro  tempore  jura  refigunt, 
£t  leges  vblare  suas  regalit^r  audent, 
Tucaveas,  moneo,  quisquis  nunc  scri bis,  &  ipsam 
Si  legem  frangas,  memorejus  rcspice  finem. 
Hoc  semper  tamen  evites,  nisi  te  gravis  urget 
Kodus,  prsmoDstrantque  authonun  exempia  pri- 
Ki  facias,  criticus  totam  implacabilis  iram[oru]n. 
Exercet,  turpique  not&  tibi  nomen  inuriL 

Sed  Don  me  latu6re,  quibus  sua  liberiores 
Has  veteroni  veneres  vitio  dementia  vertit. 
•s  £t  quaedam  tibi  signa  quidem  raonstrosa  videntur, 
Si  per  se  vel  perpendas,  propriorave  lustres. 
Quae  recti  cum  constituas  in  luce  loooqae, 
Tormam  oonciliat  distantia  justa  venustam. 
•  Non  aciem  semper  belli  dux  callidus  artis 
Instniit  8&quali  shne  ordinibusque  decoris, 
Sed  se  temporibusque  locpque  acocmiodat,  agmen 
Celando  jam,  jamque  fugae  simulachra  ciendo. 
Mentitur  speciem  erroris  saepe  astns,  &  ipse 
Soroniat  emunctus judex,  non  dormit  Homeros. 
Aspice,  laurus  adhuc  antiquis  vemat  in  aris, 
Quas  rabidsB  violare  manus  non  amplius  audent ; 
Flammarum  a  rable  tutas,  Stygiseque  veneno 
lovidias,  Martisque  minis  &  morsibus  asvi. 
Pocta  caterva,  viden  !  fert  ut  firagi  aotia  thnra  $ 
Audin  omnigenis  resonant  prasconia  Unguis  ! 
I^udes  usque  adeo  meritas  vox  queque  rependat 
Humanique  simul  generis  chorus  omnis  adesto. 
Salvete,  O  yates  !  nati  melioribus  annis, 
2Munus  &  immoitale  aetemae  laudis  adepti ! 
Queisjuvenescit  honoslongo  maturior  asvo, 
Ditior  ut  diffiindit  aquas,  dum  defluit  amnis  I 
Vos  populi  mundique  canent,  sacra  nomina,  quos 

jam 
Inventrix  (sic  diis  visum  est)  non  contigit  stas ! 
Pars  aliqua,  o  utinam  !  sacro  scintilict  ab  igne 
]lli ;  qui  vestra,  est  extrema  &  humillima  proles  ! 
(Qui  longe  sequiter  vos  debilioribus  alis 
Lector  magnanimus,  sed  enim,  sedscriptorinau- 
Sic  critici  vani,  me  praecipiente,  priores      [daxj 
Mirari^  arbitripque  suo  di^dere  discant. 


Some  beauties  yet,  no  precepts  can  daclara,' 
For  there's  a  happiness  as  well  as  care. 
Music  resembles  poetry,  in  each 
Are  nameless  graces  which  no  methods  teac^, 
And  which  a  master-hand  alone  can  reach, 
s  If  where  the  rules  not  for  enough  extend, 
(Since  rules  were  made  but  to  promote  their  end) 
Some  lucky  license  answers  to  the  full 
Th'  intent  proposed,  th9t  licence  is  a  rule. 
Thus  Pegasus  a  ni  arer  way  to  take, 
May  boldly  deviate  from  the  common  track. 
Great  wits  sometimes  may  gloriously  offend. 
And  rise  to  faults  true  critics  dare  not  mend  ; 
From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  disorder  part. 
And  snatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art. 
Which,  without  passing  through  the  judgment. 
The  heart,  and  all  its  end  at  once  attains,   [gains 
In  prospects  thus  some  objects  please  our  eyes. 
Which  out  of  Nature's  common  order  rise, 
The  shapeless  rock,  or  hanging  precipice. 
But  care  and  poetry  must  still  be  had. 
It  asks  discretion  ev'n  in  running  mad. 
And  though  the  ancients  thus  their  rules  invade, 
(As  kings  dispense  with  laws  themselves  have 
.?tfoderns  beware!  or  if  you  must  offend    [made) 
Against  the  precept,  ne'er  tran,<<gress  its  end. 
liet  it  be  seldom,  and  compel IM  by  need. 
And  have,  at  least,  their  precedent  to  plead* 
The  critic  else  proceeds  without  remorse, 
Seisces  your  fame,  and  pots  his  laws  in  foroeL 
I  know  there  are,   to   whose   presumptuous 
thoughts 
Those  freer  beauties,  ev'n  in  them,  seem  faulis. 
Some  figures  monstrous,  and  mis-shap'd  appear. 
Considered  singly*  or  beheld  too  near, 
Which,  but  proportioned  to  their  light,  or  place. 
Due  distance  reconciles  to  form  and  grace. 
A  prudent  chief  not  always  must  display. 
His  pow'rs  in  equal  ranks,  and  ft^it  anay  ; 
But  with  th'  occasion,  and  the  place  comply. 
Conceal  his  force,  nay,  sometimes  seem  to  fly. 
Those  oft  are  stratagems  which  errours  seem. 
Nor  is  it  Homer  nods,  but  we  that  dream. 

Still  green  with  bays  each  ancient  altar  stands^t 
Above  the  reach  of  sacrilegious  hands; 
Secure  from  flaoKes,  from  envy's  fiercer' rage. 
Destructive  war,  and  all-devouring  age.      [bring 
See,  from  each  clime  the  leam'd  their  incens^ 
Hear  in  all  tongues  consenting  paeans  ring ! 
In  praise  so  jusi  let  ev'ry  voice  be  joinM  ; 
And  fill  the  general  chorus  of  mankind  ! 
Hail,  bards  triumphant  !  bom  in  happier  days. 
Immortal  heirs  of  universal  praise  ! 
Whose  honours  with  increase  of  ages  grow, 
As  streams  roll  down  enlarging  as  they  flow ! 
Nations  unborn  your  mighty  names  &hall  sound. 
And  worlds  applaud  that  must  not  yet  be  found  ! 
Oh  !  may  some  spark  of  ymir  celestial  fire 
The  last,  the  meanest  of  your  sons  inspire, 
(That  on  weak  wings  from  far  pursues  your  ftightSi^ 
Glows  while  he  reads,  but  trembles  as  he  writes) 
To  teach  vain  wits  a  science  Uttle  known, 
Padmire  superior  sense,  «nd  doubt  their  own. 

s  Neqne  tam  sancta  sunt  ista  prsecepta,  sed 
hoc  quicqiiid  est,  utilitas  excogitavit;  non  ne- 
gabo  autem,  s«c  utile  est  plerumque ;  verum  si 
eadem  ilia  nobis  aliudsuadebitotilitas,  banc,  .re^ 
lictis  magistrorum  autoritatibus,  sequemur, 

QyiN-^.  lib.  ^,  cap.  %% 
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or 


OmAilKit  ex  caosb,  qoe  tnimum  oomimpere 
junctis 
Viribttt,  bttmanumqiiesolentobtunderft  acumen, 
Piiigfieca|«t8olita  est  momento  impellere  snmmo 
Siultitix  semper  oo^a'ta  superbia ;  quantum 
Mentis  nasocnti  fata  mvidere,  profuso 
TantiuD  Rubsidio  fsslils  superaddere  ^udent ; 
Nam  Teluti  in  membra,  sic  saepe   animabus, 


Esnndant  yice  *  spirituum,  fice  sanguinis  aura 
ISoppetias  inopi  venatalma  superbia  menti, 
Atque  per  immensnm  capitis  se  extendit  inane  1 
Quod  ti  recta  valet  ratio  banc  dispergere  nubem 
Kattnne  reriquediesstncera  refulget. 
Coicanqne  e»t  animus  penitiis  cognoscere  culpas, 
Kec  sibi,  nee  sociiscr^at,  verum  omnibus  aurem 
Commodet,  apponatque  inimica  opprobria  lucre. 
Ne  musB  invigile*  medioorit^r,  aut  fuge  fbotem 
Castalium  omnino,  ant  haustu  te  prolue  pleno  : 
Istins  laticn  tibi  mens  abstemia  torpet 
Kbria,  tobrietasque  redit  revocata  bibendo. 
Intuitu  muse  priino,  novitateqne  capta 
Aspirat  doctrine  ad  culmina  summ^  juventns 
Intrepida,  &  quoniam  tunc  mens  est  arcta,  suo- 
Omnia  metitur  modulo  ,  mal^  lippa  labores  [que 
Voak  secutnros  ocniis  non  aapicit  SBquts : 
Moz  au*em  attonitsjam  jamque  scientia  menti 
Crebreacit  variata  mudis  sine  limitemiris  I 
Sic  ubi  desertis  coa<ioendere  vallibus  Alpes 
Aggredimur,  nubeiiquehu  miles  calcare  videmur, 
PmCinus  aetemassuper&sse  nires,  &  in  ipso 
loTenisje  vie  lactamur  limine  fincm  : 
His  vero  exactis  tactto  terrore  stuftemus 
IXimro  crescentem  niagis  &  magis  usqne  laborem, 
Jam  loQgu*  tandem  prosptxttts  lesa  f'atigat 
Lumiua,  dum  oulles  assurgunt  undique  feti 
CoJtibus,  impositeque  emergunt  Alpibus  Alpes. 

Ingeniosa  leget  judex  perfectuseidem 
Qu&  vates  seripsit  studiotnis  opuscula  cnri, 
Totem  perpendet)  censorqne  est  parous,  ubi  ardor 
Exagitat  nature  animos  &  ooncitat  oestrum ; 
Kcc  tam  servili  generusa  libidine  mutet 
Gaudia,  que  bibule  menti  catus  ingerit  author. 
Vemm  stagnantis  mediocriacarmina  muse. 
Que  reptant  sub  limft  &cert&  lege  stupescunt. 
Que  torpent  uno  erroris  secnra  tenore, 
Becequidemnequeoculpare — &  dormio  tantum. 
bgenii,  veluti  nature,  non  tibi  constant 
Illecebre  form&,  que  certis  pnrtibus  insit ; 
Nam  te  non  reddit  labfumve  oihilusve  venusttim, 
Sed  charilnm  cumulas  coUectaque  tela  decoris. 
Sic  ubi  histramusperfectam  insignitir  edem, 
(One  Remam  splendore,  ipsumque  ita  perculit 

orbem) 
Leta  din  non  uil&  iu  simpUce  parte  roorantur 
Lumina,  sed  Msse  per  totum  errantia  pascunt ; 
Nil  longum  latumve  nimis,  nil  altius  equo 
Cemitar,  iUvstris  nitor  omnibus,  <Mnnib«U  ordo. 
Quod  ooDsummatam  est  opus  omni^x  parte, 
necusquam 
None  esitat,  nee  erat,  nee  erit  labentibus  annis. 
Qiias  sibi  proponat  metas  adverte,  poeta       [est, 
t'itrft  afiqmd  sperare,  illas  si  abeolvat,  iniquum 

!  Animalium  scilicet* 
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Of  all  the  causes  which  conspire  to  blind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  tbe  mind: 
What  the  weak  head  with  strongest  bias  rules* 
Is  pride,  the  never-failing  vice  of  fools. 
Whatever  Nature  has  iu  vrorth  deny'd, 
She  gives,  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride ; 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  souls  we  find,        [wind  s 
What  wants  in  blood  and  spirits,  swell'd  witlk 
Pride,  where  wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence. 
And  fills  up  all  tbe  mighty  void  of  sense ! 
If  once  right  reason  drives  that  cloud  away. 
Truth  breaks  upon  us  with  resistless  day ; 
Trust  not  yourself  by  your  defects  to  know. 
Make  use  of ev'ry  friend— and  ev'ry  foe. 


A  little  learning  is  a  dahg'rons  thing. 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring ; 
There  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain. 
And  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again. 
Fir'd  at  first  sight  with  what  the  Muse  imparts. 
In  feariess  youth  wc  tempt  the  heights  of  arts. 
While  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind. 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  see  the  lengths  behind ; 
But  more  advancM,  behold  with  «trange  surprise 
New  distant  scenes  of  endless  SLience  rise ! 
So  pleas'd  at  first  the  tow'ring  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'erthe  vales,  and  seem  to  tread  the  sky, 
Th*  eternal  snows  appear  already  past, 
And-the  first  clouds  and  mountains  seem  the  last  j 
But  those  attained,  we  tremble  to  survey 
The  gppowing  Uboor  of  the  lengthen'd  way, 
Th*  increasing  pruepect  tires  our  wondering  eyes. 
Hills  peep  o'er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arise ! 

^  A  perfect  judge  will  read  each  woric  of  wit 
With  tlte  same  spirit  that  its  author  writ. 
Survey  the  whole,  nor  seek  slight  faulu  to  find. 
Where  nature  moves,  and  rapture  warms  tbe 

mind; 
Nor  lose,  for  that  malignant,  dull  delight. 
The  gen'rous  pleasure  to  be  cbarm'd  with  wit :     ^ 
But  in  such  lays  as  neither  ebb  nor  flow. 
Correctly  cold,  and  regularly  low. 
That  shunning  faults,  one  quiet  temper  keep. 
We  cannot  blame  indeed — but  we  may  sleep. 
In  wit,  as  nature,  what  affects  our  hearts 
Is  notth'  exactness  of  peculiar  parts  : 
'Tis  not  a  lip,  nor  eye,  we  beauty  call, 
But  the  joint  force,  and  full  result  of  all. 
Thus  when  we  view  si  me  well-proportioo'd  dome, 
(Tbe  world's  jnst  wonder,  and  e'en  thine,  O  Rome  ! 
No  single  parts  unequally  surprise. 
All  comes  united  to  th'  admiring  ejres ;     [pear  ; 
No  monstrous  height,  or  breadth,  or  length  ap- 
The  whole  at  once  is  bold  and  regular. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see, 
Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall  be. 
In  ev'ry  work  regard  the  writer's  end. 
Since  none  can  compass  more  than  they  intend  ; 

*  Diligenter  legendum  est,  ac  pene  ad  sen- 
bendi  sollicitudinem  ;  nee  per  psirtes  modu  scru- 
tanda  sunt  omnia ;  sed  perlectus  liber  utique  ex 
integro  resumandus. 
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6i  red)a  ntkme  otatttr,  consIKoqne 
Perfecto,  missis  maculis,  vos  plaudite  damo. 
Accidit,ut  vates,  velati  vafer  Aulicns,  erret 
Soepiiis  errorem,  ut  vitet  gnvionij  minorem. 
Neglige,  qitas  criticus,  TeTborum  futilis  aucept. 
Leges  edicit :  nugas  nescire  decorum  est. 
Artis  cujusdam  tantum  auxiliaris  amantes 
Partem  aliquam  pleriquc  oolunt  vice  totius ;  tUi 
Multa  crepant  de  judicio,  nihiloroinus  istam 
StnlUtiam,  sua  quam  sententia  laudat,  adorant. 

Quixotos  quondam,  si  vera  est  fabula,  cuidam 
t>ccurrens  vati,  criticum  certamen  inivit 
Bocta  citans,  graviterque  tuens,  tanqoam  arbiter 

alter 
Dennisius,  Graii  moderatus  frsBna  theatri  ; 
Acriter  iddein  asseruit,  stultomessehebetemque, 
Quisquis  Aristotelis  posset  contemnere  leges. 
Quid  ? — talem  comitem  nactna  lelicit^r  author, 
M(n  tragicum,  quod  composoit,  proferre  poema 
Jncipit,  et  critici  scitari  oracnla  tanti. 
Jam  ^bvOoy  rtt  ««dq,  r'ndn  «rf  o^Xtk/Mi,  Xunrque  & 
Oeterade  genere  hoc  equiti  describat  hianti. 
Quae  cuDcte  ad  Dorman  qoadrarent,  inter  agen- 
dum 
S\  tantum  pnidens  certamen  omitteret  autbor. 
•*  Quid  vero  certamen  omittes  }"  excipit  heros; 
Sic  veneranda  Sophi  suadent  documenta.  **  Quid 

ergo,  [oportet," 

Armtgerumque,equitumque,oohor8scenamintret, 
Porsan,  at  ipsa  capax  nou  tantae  scepa  catervas 

est: 
''  (Edificave  aliam — rel  apertis  nterecampis.'* 

Sic  ubi  suppdsito  morosa  superbia  regnat 
Judicio,  criticieque  tenent  fieistidia  cune 
Vana  locum,  curto  modulo  aestimat  omnia  censor, 
Atque  modo  pervenms  in  artibus  errat  eodem, 
Moribus  ac  multi,  dum  parte  laborat  in  vak. 
Sunt,  qui  nil  sapian^  salibus  nisi  quseque  re- 

dundet 
Pagioay  perpetuoque  nitet  distincta  lepore, 
Kil  aptumsoliti  justomve  reqnirere,  lath 
Si  micet  ingenii  chaos,  indiscretaque  moles. 
Kudas  naturae  veneres,  viTnmque  decorem 
Pingere,  qui  nequeunt,  quorundam  exempla  se- 

cutt  [auri, 

Pictorum,  baud  gemmis  parcunt,  baud  snmptibus 
Ui  sese  ahscondat  rutilis  inscitia  velis. 
Vis  veri  ingenii,  natura  est  cultior,  id  quod 
fienserunt  multi,  sed  jam  scite  exprioiit  unus. 
Quod  primo  pulchrum  intuitu,  rectumque  videtnr 
£t  mentis  menti  simulachra  reperoutit  ipsi. 
Hand  secus  ac  luccm  commendant  suaviter  ura- 

brse, 
Ingenio  sic  simplicitas  superaddit  honorem : 
l^am  fieri  possitmusaingeniosiorjcquo, 
Et  pereant  tiimidc  nimio  tibi  sanguine  venae. 
NonnuUi  vero  veiborum  in  cortice  ludunt, 
Omatusque  libri  solos  mulicbriter  ardent. 
£;gregium  ecce !  stylum  clamant !  sed  semper 

ocellis 
Praetereunt  mal6,  si  quid  inest  rationis,  inunctis. 
Verba,  velutfrondes,  nimio  cum  tegmine  opacant 
•Hamos,  torpescunt  mentis  sine  germine.    Piava 
Rhetorice,  vitri  lat^  radiantis  ad  instar 
Vnsauitici,  nitikM  difiiidit  nbiqut  coloret ; 


And  if  the  means  be  just,  the  conduct  tm^ 
Applause,  in  spite  of  trivial  iaulU,  is  due. 
As  men  of  breeding,  sometimes  men  of  wit» 
Tavoid  great  errours,  must  the  less  commit. 
Neglect  the  rules  each  verbal  critic  lays. 
For  not  to  Icnow  some  trifles  is  a  praise. 
Most  critics,  fond  of  some  subservient  att^ 
Still  make  the  whole  depend  upon  a  part. 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  notk>ns  prize. 
And  all  to  one  lov'd  folly  sacrifice. 

Once,  on  a  time,  la  Mancha's  knight,  they  My« 
A  certain  bard  encount'ring  on  the  way, 
Discours'd  in  terms  as  just,  in.  looks  as  sage. 
As  e'er  couM  Dennis,  of  the  Grecian  stage ; 
Concludhig  all  were  desperate  sots  and  fools. 
That  durst  depart  from  Aristotle's  rules. 
Our  author  happy  in  a  judge  so  nice. 
Produced  his  play,  and  begg»d  the  knight*s  advice; 
Made  him  observe  the  subject,  and  the  plot. 
The  manners,  passions,  unities,  whatnot  > 
All  which,  exact  to  rule,  were  brought  about. 
Were  but  a  combat  in  the  lists  left  out  [knight  I 
"  What !  leave  the  combat  out  ?*'  exclaims  the* 
Yes,  or  we  must  renounce  the  Stagyrite. 
"  Not  so,  by  faeav'n  I"  (he  answers  in  a  rage) 
'*  Knights,  squires,  and  steeds,  must  enter  on  the 

8tagc.>' 
The  stage  can  ne'er  so  vast  a  throng  contain^ 
"  Then  build  a  new,  or  act  it  on  a  plain.'' 


Thus  critics  of  less  judgment  than  caprice^ 
Curious,  not  knowing,  not  exact,  but  nice. 
Form  short  ideas,  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  most  in  manners)  by  a  love  to  parts. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine. 
And  glittering  thonghU  struck  out  at  cv'ry  line  ; 
Pieas'd  with  a  work,  where  nothing's  just  or  fit. 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit 
Poets  like  painters,  thus  unskill'd  to  trace 
The  naked  nature,  aud  the  living  .grace. 
With  gold  and  jewels  cover  ev'ry  part. 
And  hide  with  ornaments  their  want  of  art 
True  Y  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  dress'd. 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  so  well  expreas'd ; 
Something,  whose  truth  convinc'd  at  sight  we 

find. 
That  gives  us  bock  the  image  of  our  mind. 
As  shades  more  sweetly  recommend  the  light. 
So  modest  plainness  sets  off  ^rightly  wit : 
For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  does  them 

good. 
As  bodies  perish  through  excess  of  blood. 

Others,  for  language  all  their  care  express. 
And  value  books,  as  women  men,  fordreks : 
Their  praise  is  8till--4be  style  is  exoeUent; 
Hie  sense  they  humbly  take  upon  content 
Woids  are  like  leaves,  and  where  they  moit 

abound. 
Much  fruit  of  sense  beneath  is  rarely  foukU 
False  eloquence,  like  the  prismatic  glass 
Its  gaudy  colours spraada  on  evhry  place; 

7  Naturam  intueamur,  hanc   sequamur;  id 
fkcillime  accipiunt  animi  quod  agnoi>cuut 

Qu  12(111..  lib.  8.  cap.  % 
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Am  IRh  natwB  Iket  ampini  oim  toeri, 
iU  Bale  diMielaft  tdntillaBt  oinaU  temaus : 
Bad  eoBlim  relati  jobar  Jmmoftabile  solis, 
Qnioquid  cootrectat  facundia,  luttrat  et  augefc* 
Hil  variat,  aed  euneta  ocnlo  iplendoris  hiaurat 
£l6qniuin  mentis  Doatns  quaii  veitis  babenda  est, 
4kMB  ii  sit  satis  apta,  deoentior  inde  videtur ; 
Sooaunata  magnificis  oroata  piooacia  vert>is 
Indntoa  nfenint  regalia  syniiata|saiios  $ 
JJhmak  etonim  diveisa  TOGabula  rebus 
Appingi  fittest,  aaljBveliitaulica  Testis, 
Jklteraqiie  agricolis,  atqoe  altera  ooogniit  wbi. 
Quidaa  scriptores,  antiquis  vocibus  usi, 
'••    •  •  -  amula 


aiaMMtesii  spectesjvTeiieiilarnKwereoeDtAiii. 
Tsatala  augaaMota  stykique  opevosa  Tetnsto, 
Dooti  derident  soli  pladtura  popello. 
Jli  nifailo  mmgjk  felloes  quani  comieiis  iste 
Vtm§099,  ostfntat  absurdo  pepla  tumore, 
^tesiia  neack)  qols  geatant  nobilis  oUm  j 
JUUpae  bmmIo  veteres  dootos  ioutantur  eodem, 
Ac  iHMBinein  Teteri  in  tunieidum  simia  ludit 
Verim,  Tehit  mores,  a  jostts  legibus  errant, 
8i  nionam  aatiqiMB  fiiaint,  nimiumTenovatSB  ; 
7^  cure  ne  tentes  iosoeta  Tocabula  primus, 
Nee  vetem  abiieias  postremus  aomiaa  reram. 

L^Tis  an  aspar  cat  versus  plerique  reqairunt 
OnaaapB,  aoloaque  sonos  damuaotTe  proliantve ; 
Mils  lieet  Tpaepes  fevasosam  Pierin  oroeot, 
SUihjtift  TDK  aignlA  cdebcabitur  una : 
Qui  jnga  PanuMsi  noo  ut  maia  oorda  repnrgent, 
Auribns  ot  pfaceant,  visuot :  sie  scpe  protfonos 
Inpulit  ad  seaomunpietas  aarita  saoellum. 
His  solum  critiGb  semper  par  syllabi  oordi  est, 
Vasto  elfl  usque  omnispateat  vocalia  hiato  ; 
Eiqiletivaque  sspe  suas  quoque  suppetias  dent, 
Ac  YersuB  nnom  ^oneret  leviuin  beu !  decas  en ! 

pigravocun; 
Dnm  oon  mntato  resonant  inali  cjrmbida  planctu, 
Al%ae  augur  miser  usque  aeio,  quid  deinde  se- 

quatur. 
QoacnnqueaspiratclaDenlioraum  Fanmt, 
Mox  (nuUus  diibito]  graciles  Tibrantar  aristas, 
RjTulus  ut  moUi  serpet  per  bevia  lapsu, 
IsOar,  BQu  tamare  expeotes,  peat  aunnura, 

aonaos.  [ipsa 

Thm  deouun  qua  late  avtremum  ad  diatichon 
Mryilicuqisina  awleiMhii^  aeaUmtiaaplasMlet, 


The  hot  of  natme  wenomoresnrreft 
All  glares  alike,  without  distinction  gay  ; 
But  true  expression,  like  th'  unchanging  Sou, 
Gears  and  impiOTes  whatever  ii  shines  upon. 
It  gilds  all  objects,  but  it  alters  none. 
Esqnession  is  the  dress  of  thought,  and  still 
Appears  more  decent  as  more  suitable  ; 
A  vile  conceit  in  pompous  words  expressed. 
Is  like  a  clown  in  regal  purple  dress'd  ; 
For  different  styles  with  diflfrent  subjecU  sort. 
As  sev>ral  garbs,  with  country,  town,  and  court. 
Some*  by  old  words  to  fame  have  made  preunce, 
Ancients  in  phrale,  mere  modems  in  their  sense  ; 
Such  laboured  nothings  in  so  strange  a  style. 
Amaze  th*  uideam'd,  and  make  the  learned  snil^ 
Unlucky,  as  Fungeao  in  the  play*; 
These  spaiks  with  awkward  vanity  display 
What  the  fine  gentleman  wore  yesterday ; 
And  but  so  mimic  ancient  wits  at  best, 
As  apes  our  grandsires  in  their  doubtlets  drest. 
In  words,  as  feshions,  the  same  rule  will  hokl^ 
Alike  fentastic,  if  too  new,  or  old; 
Be  not  the  first  by  whom  the  new  are  try'dt 
Nor  yet  the  last  to  lay  the  old  aside. 


But  most  by  numhers  judge  a  poe^s  song^*. 
And  smooth,  or  rough,  with  them,  is  right  of 

wrong; 
In  the  bright  Muse  tho*  thousand  charms  conspirs^ 
Her  voice  is  all  these  tuneful  fools  admire ; 
Who  haunt  Parnassus  but  to  please  the  ear. 
Not  mend  their  minds,  as  aome  to  church  ni$ 

pair. 
Not  fi»r  &e  doctrine,  but  the  music  there. 
These  equal  syllables  alone  require. 
Though  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire  *'; 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join. 
And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  doll  line ! 
While  they  ring  round  the  same  nnvary'd  chime^ 
With  sure  returns  of  still  expected  rhjrmes. 
Where'er  you  find  the  cooling  western  breeze. 
In  the  next  line  it  whispers  through  the  trees, 
Ifcrystal  streams  with  pleasing  murmurs  creep. 
The  readei's  threatened,  not  in  vain,  with  sleeps 
Then  at  the  last,  and  only  couplM  fraught 
With  some  unmeaning  thing  they  call  a  thought, 

*  Abolita  et  abrogata  retinere,  insolentis  cu« 
jasdam  est,  et  frivolss  in  parvis  jactantia. 

QuivTiL.  lib.  l.cap.  6. 
Opus  est  ut  verba  a  vetustate  repetita  neque 
crebra  nnt,  neque  mantfesra ;  quia  nil  est  odio- 
shis  afTeciatione,  nee  utique  ab  ultimis  repetita 
teflDporibus.  Oratio  cujus  summa  virtus  est 
perspicuitas ;  quam  sit  vitiosa,  si  egeat  inter- 
prete }  Ergo  ut  novorfim  optima  erunt  mazimo 
Vetera,  ita  veterum  maxima  nova.  Ibid. 

*  Ben  Jonson*8  Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 

■o  Quig  populi  sermo  est  ?  quis  enim  ?    ni^ 
carmine  moUi 
Nunc  deroum  numero  fluere  ut  per  Iseve  seveiut 
Eflttgit  junctura ungues;  scit  tendere  versum. 
Nee  teens  ac  si  pculo  rubrk»mdirigat  uno. 

Pbssios,  Stat  1. 
^'  Fugiemus  crebas    voralium   concorsionefi 
qua  Tastaio  atque  ^iantcm  uraticnem  reddunt, 
Cic.  ad  Herenn.  liU  4« 


Digitized  by 


Google 


100 


SMART'S  POEMS; 


Segnis  Hypiermetcry  anJin  ?  adest,  et  claudicat, 

instar 
Angois  saiicia  terga  trahentis,  prorepenttitque* 
Hi  pFOprias  s  upeant  nugas,  tii  dis^ere  rentes, 
Quas  teret'  properant  ven4,  vel  amabile  languent 
Istaque  fac  landes,  ubi  viv'idtL  Denhamii  vis 
Wallerias  condita  fluit  diilcedine  nius«. 
Scribehdi  numerosa  focnitas provpnit  arte^ 
Ut  soli  inccssu  faciles  fluitare  videntur, 
PltiClro  morigcros  qui  cadent  singere  gressos. 
Kon  solum  asperitas  tenerascavc  verbefet  auras, 
8ed  vox  qua^que  cxpressa  tux  sit  mentis  imago* 
Lenfe  edat  Zephynis  sospiria  bianda,  polilis 
Laevius  in  numeris  labatur  Ixve  fluentum  ; 
At  reboat,  furit,  aestuat  xmuJa  musa,  sonoris 
Littoribuscum  rauca  horrendum  impingitur  unda. 
Quando  est  saxum  Ajax  vasti  vi  volvere  adortus, 
Tarde  iocedat  versus,  multum  pcrque  laborem. 
Non  it  a  sive  Camilla  cite  sails  cquora  rasit, 
SivB  l«vis  levit^rque  terit,  ncque  Bectit  aristas. 
Ai«)in  !  IMmotbei  coelestia  cartnioa,  menti 
Bulc^bus  alloquiis  varies  suadentia  motus ! 
Audio  !  ut  altemis  Lybici  Jovis  tnclj^ta  proles 
Nunc  ardet  famam,  solos  nunc  spiral  amores 
Lumina  nunc  vivis  radiantia  volvere  flammis, 
Mox  fiirtim  suspiria,  mox  effimdere  fletum  1 
Dum  Persse,  Graecique  pares  sentire  tumultus 
DiA^unt,  victrioemque  lyram  rex  ort>is  adorat. 
Musica  quid  poterit  corda  ipsa  fatenturi  et  audi^ 
Timotbeus  nostras  merita  cum  laude  Drydenus. 

Tu  sernire  modum  stndeas  ben^  cautus,  et  istos 
(fineis  ant  nil  placuisse  potest,  aut  omnia,  vites 
I^xiguas  naso  maculas  suspendere  noli, 
Namqne  patent  iiullo    stupor   atquc  snperbia 

mentis 
Clariilks  ind  icio ;  neque  mens  est  optima  cert 5, 
Kon  secus  ac  stomachus,  quiecunque  recusat  et 

odit 
Omnia,  difBcilisque  nihil  tibi  concoquit  unqoam. 
rCun  tameo  idcirco  vegeti  vis  ulla  leporis 
Te  tibi  surripiat;   mirari  mentis  ineptae  est, 
Prudentis  vero  tantum' optima  quasque  probare. 
Majores  i'es  apparent  per  nubila  visas, 
Atque  ita  Uimiiiibus  stnpor  ampliat  omnia  densis. 

His  Galli  minus  arrident,  illisque  poetae 
NostH'tes,  hodiemi  aliis,  aliisque  vetusti. 
Sic  *  iidei  simile,  ingenium  sectae  arrogat  uni 
Qnisque  suae ;  solis  pp.tet  illis  jaima  coeli 
Scilicet,  inquemalam  rem  csetcraturbajubentur. 
Frustra  autem  immensis  cupiunt  impoaere  me- 

tain 
Muneribus  Drvftm,  atqne  illius  tda  coarctant 
Solis,  bybeiiKM-'eas  etiam  qui  teraperat  auras, 
Non  solum  aust  rales  genios  fcecundat  et  auget. 
Qui  primis  laid  sua  lumina  sparsit  ab  annis, 
JJ  lust  rat  praesens,  summumque  aocenderitsevum. 
(Cuique  vices  variae  tamen ;    ct  jam  sscuia  sac- 

oulis 
Succeduntptjora,  etjam  meliora  peractis) 
Pro  meritis  musam  laudare  memento,nec  unquam 
Keglige  qiiod  novitas  distinguit,  quodve  vetustas. 
Sunt  qui  ui!  proprium in  medium proferreauerant, 
Judiciumque  snum  credunt  popularibusanris; 
Tum  Tulgi  qu6  exempla  trahunt  retrahuntque 
^1  •  fiequuninr, 

^  CbrisiiaiUB  scilicet. 


A  needless  Alexandrine  end«  the  aongf,  [aloit^ 
Tbati  like  a  woiinded  snake,  drags  its  slow  lengtlft 
Leave  such  to  tone  their  own  dull  rhymes,  aoA 

know 
What's  roundly  smooth,  or  languishinj^ly  B\aw, 
And  praise  the  easy  vigour  of  of  a  line 
Where  DeAham's  strength,  and  Waller^s  sweet-' 

ness  join. 
True  ea^e  in  w^jting  comes  from  art,  not  chance. 
As  those  move  easiest  who  have  leam'd  to  dance. 
' Tis  not  enough  no  harshness  gives  offence. 
The  sound  must  seem  an  echo  to  the  sense. 
Soft  is  the  strain  when  Zephyr  gently  blows, 
And  the  smooth  stream  in  smoother  nmnbttH 

flows. 
But  when  loud  billows  lash  the  sounding  shore. 
The  hoarse  rough  verse  should  like  the  torrent 
_  roar.  •  [throw, 

^Hien  Ajax  strives,  some  rock's  vast  weight  to 
The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  slow. 
Not  so,  when  swift  Camilla  scours  theplain,[maku 
Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  com,  and  skimsalongthe 
Hear  how  Timotheus'"  various  lays  surprise. 
And  bid  alternate  passions  fiadland  rise; 
White  at  each  change  the  son  of  Lybian  Jove, 
Now  bums  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with  love* 
Now  fierce  his  eyes  with  sparkling  fury  glow !    . 
Now  sighs  steal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow; 
Persians  and  Greeks  like  turns  cf  nature  fonnd. 
And  the  world's  victor  stood  subdu'd  by  sound  I ' 
The  pow'r  of  music  all  our  hearts  allow. 
And  what  Timotbeus  was,  is  Dryden  now. 

Avoid  extremes,  and  shun  the  fault  of  such. 
Who  still  are  pleas'd  too  little,  or  too  mudi. 
At  ev'ry  trifle  scorn  to  take  offence. 
That  always  shows  great  pride  or  little  sense. 
Those  heads,  as  stomachs,  are  not  sure  the  best, 
Wliich  nauseate  all,  and  nothing  can  digest. 
Yet  let  not  each  gay  tnra  thy^raptiire  move  ; 
For  fools  admire,  but  men  of  sense  approve. 
As  things  seem  large  which  we  through  mists 

descry, 
Dulness  is  ever  apt  to  magnify. 


Some  the  French  writer8,someoor  own  despise  { 
The  ancients  only,  or  the  modems  prise. 
(Thus  wit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply'd 
To  one  small  sect,  and  all  are  damn'd  beside;) 
Meanly  they  seek  the  blessing  to  confine. 
And  force  that  sun  but  on  a  part  to  shine. 
Which  not  akme  the  southern  wit  sublimes. 
But  ripens  spirits  in  eold  northern  climes ; 
Which  from  the  first  has  shone  on  ages  past, 
Enlights  the  present,  and  shall  warm  the  last. 
(Though  each  may  feel  increases  and  decays 
And  see  now  clearer  and  now  darker  dajrs.) 
Regard  not  then  if  wit  be  old  or  new. 
But  blame  the  fidse,  and  value  still  the  tme. 


.  Some  ne*er  advance  a  judgment  of  their  own^ 
But  catch  the  spreading  notion  of  the  town ; 
They  reason  and  conclude  by  precedent,  « 

And  own  stale  nonsense  which  they  ne'er  invent. 

«•  Alexander's  feast,  orthe  powerof  Bmsio j 
an  ode  by  Mr.  Dryden. 
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ToBoiitqiie  expositas  UU  per  oompita  nugas. 
Tnrbm.  ana  authonim  titulos  et  nomina  ditcit 
Scriptor  qjUe  ipaoa,  non  scripta  eicaiiiiiiaU    Ho- 


aaiiste  duet,  si  qoem  servilit^r  ipsos 
Vbere  magnates  stupor  ambitigsus  adegit. 
Qui  critioe  ad  inensam  dominoancillatur  mepto, 
¥^1m  arddio,  semper  refisrensque  fereosque 
Nontja  nugarum.  Qoam  pinguia,  quam  male 
oata  [ullos 

Gnni'iia  censentor,  quaecunque  ego  fbrtd  vel 
Pangere  ApoUhiese  tentat  iaber  improbus  artis ! 
At  siquis  reto,  siqnis  vir  magnus  adoptet 
Fetioeni  mnsam,  quantus  nitor  eooe !  Teirasqae 
Atgemoaocedont!  quam  prodigialitir  aoer 
Tit  stabito  stylus !  omnigenam  ▼enerabile  nomeu 
PrsBterit  sacris  culpam  radiis,  &  nbique 
Carmina  culta  m'tent,  &  pagina  partoritomnis. 

Stnltttia  plebs  doetos  stndiosa  imitarier  errat, 
Vt  dooti  oalkM  imHando  sespius  ipsi ; 
Qni»  ti  forte  uoquam  plebs  rectum  viderit,  (illis 
Tuio  torba  odio  est)  oonsultb  lumina  dandunt. 
Talis  acfaismaticus  Christi,  grege  sspe  relicto, 
Codos  ingenii  pro  laude  padscitnr  ipsos. 

Ncm  desunt  quibns  incertum  mutatur  in  boras 
Jadidnm,  sed  semper  eot  sententia  dudt 
VHima  palante&    Illb  misenmda  camssna 
Slore  meretHds  tractatnr,  nunc  Dea  oert^, 
Mlmeattdit  ▼ills  lupa :  dum  pnspingae  cerebrum, 
I)ebilis  &  UMde  munitae  slationis  ad  instar. 
Jam  leoH,  jam  stultitic  pro  partibus  asUt 
8i  cansun  logites,  aliquis  tibi  dicat  eundo 
<taiK|ue  dies  tenera  praebet  nora  pabula  menti, 
Etsapimus  magis  atque  magis.    Nos  doctapro- 

Sdlieetet  sapiens  pionros  oontemmmus  omnes. 
Hen!  pariternostristemnendanepotibusolim. 
Qnoodam  per  nostras  dum  turba  scbdastica  fines 
Begnant,  si  cni  quam  plurima  clausula  semper 
In  pitHnjita,  ille  inter  doctissimus  audiit  omnes ; 
Rdigiosa  fides  simal  ao  sacra  omnia  nasoi 
Snot  Tisa  in  litem :  sapnit  sat  nemo  refelli 
tJt  se  sK  paasus.    Jam  gens  insolsa  Scotistas, 
Imaetiqne  abad  Tbomistss  pace  fruentes 
later  anneoka  psmdunt  sua  retira  fmtres. 
Jpm  fides  igitnr  onm  sit  ▼ariata»  quid  ergo, 
HM  mirum  ingeniumquoqued  variaindoatora? 
Katnre  verique  rdictis  finibos  amens 
tepivB  insanire  parat  popularity  author, 
Bspectatqae  dbi  vitalem  hoc  nomine  famam, 
SappetH  usque  suus  plebi  quia  risos  ineptae. 
Hie  solitus  proprilL  metirier  omnia  normi, 
Solos,  qui  secom  sunt  mente  et  partibus  iisdem 
Approbat,  ac  ▼anos  yirtuti  reddit  honores. 
Cm  tantom  sibi  sic  larvata  superbia  plaudit 
Partium  in  ingento  studium  quoqne  regnatut 
Seditaoque  anget  privatas  publica  rixas.       [aul&, 
Xiydeno  otistabant  odium  atque  superbia  naper 
Xt  stupor  omnigenae  latitans  sub  imagine  format, 
>-uiic  criticus,  nunc  beUus  homo,  moa  ddnde  sa- 

cerdos; 
m^mfw  ingeoium,  joca  cum  siU^re,  superstes 
^^t  adhuc,  namqoe    olim  utcunque  sepnlta 

profundis 
Paldirior  emeiget  tendm  tamen  inctyta  Tirtus. 
Klbounii,  mrsus  d  fiu  foret  ora  tueri,     [merus 
]HackiiiOfiqQe  novi  reducem  insequereatar;  H6- 


and 


Some  judge  of  authors'  names,  not  works, 

then 

Nor  praise  nor  blame  the  writinii^,  but  the  men. 
Of  ail  this  servile  herd,  tbe  worst  is  he 
Who  in  proud  dulness  joins  with  qudtty, 
A  constant  critic  at  the  i?reat  man*s  board. 
To  fetch  and  carry  nonsense  for  my  lord. 
What  woeful  stuff  this  madrigal  wouM  be, 
•  In  some  starT*d  hackney  sonneteer,  or  me? 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  tbe  happy  lines, 
How  the  wit  brightens,  how  tbe  style  refines ! 
Before^his  sacreil  name  flies  ev'ry  fisult. 
And  each  cxdted  stanza  teems  with  thought ! 


The  Tulgar  thus  through  imitation  err, 
'As  oft  tbe  leam'd  by  being  singular ; 
So  much  they  scorn  the  crowd,  that  if  the  throng 
By  chance  go  right,  they  purposely  go  wrong: 
So  Schismatics  the  plain  believers  quit, 
And  are  but  damnM  for  havuig  too  much  wit 

Some  blame  at  morning  what  they  praise  at 
night ; 
But  always  think  the  last  opinion  right 
A  mo9e  by  these  is  like  a  mistress  us*d. 
This  hour  she's  iddiz'd,  the  next  abused  ^ 
While  their  weak  heads  like  towns  unfortify*d 
*Twixt  sense  and  nonsense  daily  change  thdrside.. 
Ask  them  the  cause,  they're  wiser  still  they  say  ^ 
And  still  to  morrow's  wiser  than  to  day. 
We  think  our  fothers  foob,  so  wise  we  grow; 
Our  wiser  sons  no  doubt  will  think  us  so. 
Once  schod-dirines  this  zeak)us  isle  overspread  i 
Who  knew  most  sentences,  were  deepest  read ; 
Faith,  gospel,  dl,  seem'd  made  to  be  disputed. 
And  uone  had  sense  enough  to  be  confuted : 
Sootists  and  Thomists  now  in  peace  remain. 
Amidst  their  kindred  cobwebs  in  puck-lane.       , 
If  faith  itselfhasdiff^rent  dresses  worn. 
What  wonder  modes  in  wit  should  take  their  turn  ? 
Oft  learing  what  is  naturd  and  fit, 
Thecurrent  folly  proves  tbe  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  thiuk  their  reputation  safe, 
Which  lives  as  long,  as  fbds  are  pleas'd  to  laagh. 


Some  valuing  those  of  thdr  own  side  or  mind  J 
Still  make  thcmsdves  the  measure  of  mankind  j 
Fondly  we  think  we  honour  merit  then. 
When  we  but  praise  ourselves  in  other  men. 
Parties  in  wit  attend  on  those  of  state. 
And  public  fhclion  doubles  private  hate. 
Pride,  mdice,  folly,  agdnst  Dryden  rose. 
In  various  shapes  of  parsons,  critics,  beaus  ; 
But  sense  surviVd  when  merry  jests  were  past  j 
for  ridng  merit  will  buoy  up  at  last 
Might  he  return  and  Wess  once  more  our  eyes, 
NewBlackmores  andnew  Milboumcs  must  arise; 
Nay,  shou'd  great  Homer  lift  bis  awful  head, 
Zoilus  agdn  wou'd  start  up  firom  the  dead. 
Euvy  will  merit,  as  its  shade,  pursue, 
Bat  UkiB  th^diadow  proves  the  substance  true  ; 
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Ipse  etian  erigeret  vnltvs  si  forte  Terendoe 
Zoilus  ex  orco  gressus  revocaret     Ubique 
Virloti  malus,  umbra  velut  nigra,  Hvor  adlueret, 
Sed  verum  ex  vani  corpus  cogooscitnr  umbr4. 
Ingenium,  solis  jam  deficientiu  ad  instar 
Invisum,  oppositi  tenebras  tantumai^guitorbis, 
Bum  claro  intemerata  manent  sua  lamina  divo. 
Sol  prodit  cum  primamy  atque  intolc^rabile  fulget 
Attrahit  obscurois  flammsi  magnete  vapores ; 
Mox  vero  pingunt  etiam  invida  nubila  calfem 
Multa  calonitum,  &  crescentia  nubila  spargunt 
Uberiiis,  geminoqae  die  vtridaria  donant. 

Tu  primus  mentis  plaudas  nihil  ipse  meretur 
Oui  serus  laudator  adest.    Brevis,  beu  !  breris 

SBVi 

Participes  nostri  Tates  celebraotur,  etaaqnum  est 
Aogusturoquam  primum  assuescant  degere  Titam. 
Aurea  nimirumjamjudum  evanuit  setas, 
Cum  vates  patriareb«  extabant  mille  per  an« 
Jam  spes  deperiit,  nobis  vita  altera,  famae,    [nos : 
Nostraque  maroescit  sexagenaria  lauros ! 
Aspicimus  nati  patrie  dispendia  linguae, 
£t  vestris  Cbauceri  olim  gestanda  Drydeno  est 
Sic  ubi  partoroit  mens  dives  imagine  multi 
Pictori,  calamoque  interpreie  coepit  acuti 
Concilium  cerebri  narrare  coloribus  aptis, 
Pcptinus  ad  nutum  novas  emicatorbis,  et  ipn 
Evolvit  manui  sese  natura  disertsB  ; 
Duicia  cum  moUesooeunt  in  feedera^fuci 
Tandem  maturi,  liquidamque  decanter   obum- 
Admistis  Incem  tenebris,  eteuntibus  annis  [brant 
Quando  opus  ad  anmmum  perductum  est  cul- 

men,  fc  audent 
E  viv&  forms  extantes  spirare  tabeUi  : 
rerfidu9  heu!  palcbram  color  «vo  prodidit  artem, 
£gregiasque  decor  jam  nunc  fruit  omnis»    et 

urbes, 
£t  6uvii,  pictique  homines,  terraeque  fneruot ; 

Heu  !  dos  ingenii,  veluti  quodcnnque  furore   * 
Cssco  prosequimur,  nihil  unquam  muneris  adfert, 
Quod  redimat  comitem  invidiam  1  juvenilibus  an- 
nis 
l?il  nisi  inane  sophos  jactamus,  et  isu  volnptas 
Vana,  brevis,  momento  evanuit  alitis  boras  I 
Plos  veluli  veris  peperit  quem  prima  juventus, 
llle  viret,  periitque  virens  sine  false  caducus. 
Quid  ver6  ingenium  est  queso  }  Quid  ut  illius 

ergo 
Tantum  insudemus  ?  nonne  esttibi  perfida  oonjux 
Quam  dominus  vest  is,  viciiiia  tot  a  potita  est ; 
Quo  placuisse  magis  nobis  fors  obtigit,  inde 
Kata  magis  cura  est.     Quid  enim  ?  crescentibus 
Musae  mutieribus  ptiputi  spes  crescit  avsri.  [atmsB 
Laus  ipsa  acquiri  est  operosa,  et  lubrica  labi ; 
Quinquosdamiriitarenecesseest ;  omnibusautem 
h'equaquam  fecisse  satis  datur ;  ingeniumque 
Jixpailet  vitium,  devitat  conscia  virtus, 
Stulti  omnes  oderS,  scelesti  peidere  gaodeot 

Quando  adeo  infestam  sese  ignorantia  prcftet, 
Absit,  ut  ingenium  bello  doctrma  lacessat ! 
Praemia  proposuit  mentis  olim  aequa  vetustas» 
£t  sua  laus  etiam  cooatos  magna  secuta  est ; 
Quanquam  etenim  fortis  dux  solos  ovabat,  at 
Alilitibus  crines  pulchre  impediere  coroUab.  [ipsis 
At  tunc  qui  bifidi  superanint  improba  montis 
Culmina,  certatim  socios  detrudere  tentant ; 
^riptorem,  quid  enim !  dam  ^piemque  pldku* 
tia  du^it 


For  envy*d  wit,  like  Sol  edips'd,  makes  kflbmi 
Th*  opposing  body^  grosaness,  not  its  own. 
When  first  the  Sun  too  powerful  beams  displays^. 
It  draws  up  vapours  which  obscure  thertys  ; 
But  ev'n  those  clouds  at  last  adoni  iU  way. 
Reflect  new  glories  and  augment  the  day. 


Be  thou  the  ftnt  true  merit  to  befriend. 
His  praise  is  lost  who  stays  till  all  oommend* 
Short  is  the  date,  alas  I  elf  modem  rhymes^ 
And  'tis  but  just  to  let  them  live  betimes. 
No  longer  now  that  golden  age  appears. 
When  patriarch-wits  snrvivM  a  thousand  years  | 
Now  length  uf  ftime  (our  second  1^)  is  k)st. 
And  bare  threescore  is  all  ev'n  Aat  can  boast ; 
Our  sons  their  fhthenP  fulmg  language  tee. 
And  such  as  Chaucer  is,  shall  Drydeo  be. 
So  when  the  fkithftil  pencil  has  design'd 
Some  bright  idea  of  the  master's  mind, 
Wherea  new  world  leaps  out  at  his  < 
And  ready  Nature  waits  upon  his  hand ; 
When  the  ripe  oetoofs  seften  and  unite. 
And  sweetly  melt  hitojastshnde  and  light* 
When  meHowing  yean  their  fidl  perfectioB  8tv«« 
And  each  bold  igure  jast  begins  to  live, 
I'he  treacherous  coknirs  the  &iT  art  betray^ 
And  all  the  bright  creatioQ  fiides  away. 


Unhappy  wit,  like  most  mistaksA  thinf^ 
Atones  not  for  the  envy  which  it  brings^ 
In  youth  alone  its  empty  praise  we  boast. 
But  «x>n  the  short-liv'd  vanity  is  lost ! 
Like  some  fair  flow'r  the  eariy  spring  supplier 
That  gaily  Mooms,  but  ev'n  in  blooming  dies. 
What  is  this  wit  which  most  our  eares  employ  I 
The  owner's  wifc  that  other  men  enjoy  ; 
Still  most  our  trouble,  when  the  most  admir'd  j 
The  more  we  give,  the  more  is  stiU  required : 
The  fiEune  with  pains  we  gain,  bat  lose  with  eai^ 
Sure  some  to  vex,  hut  never  all  to  please ; 
'Tis  what  the  vicious  fear,  the  virtuous  sham 
By  fools 'tis  bntfd,  and  by  knaves  undone  1 


If  wit  to  much  from  ignorance  underg^ 
Ah,  let  not  learning  too  commence  its  ft« ! 
Of  old,  those  met  rewards  who  cou'd  excel. 
And  such  were  prais'd  who  but  endeavour'd  well  j 
Though  triumphs  were  to  gen'rals  only  due, 
Crowns  were  rescrv'd  to  grace  the  soldier  toOb 
Now  they  who  reach  Parnassus'  lofty  crown . 
Employ  their  pains  to  spurn  some  other  down  ^ 
And  while  self-love  each  jealous  writer  rales« 
Contending  wits  become  the  sport  of  ixrfliL 
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»» 


ZAtfpam,  fmtauraiitcertainuia  mutua  vates, 
Et  tese  alterni  stultis  ludibria  pnebent 
Pert  cgre  alteritis,  qui  pessimus  aadit  honores, 
improbos  tmprobuU  vice  fiiDgitur  author  amici ; 
En  fedisquam  fas<la  viis  morUUa  corda 
Cogit  persequier  fiains  malesuada  libido ! 
Ah !  ne  gloriolsD  usqae  adco  sitis  impia  regnet. 
Nee  critica  affectans,  bominis  simul  cxue  nomen : 
Sed  candor  cum  judicio  ooiyuret  amic^, 
Peccareest  hoininum,peccaDti  ignoscere,  div£lm. 

At  ven>  8t  cui  ingenuo  praecordia  bilis 
Non  despumatc  aatis  acri  ftece  laboxant. 
In  seelera  acoensais  p^ora  exeroeatiraa, 
KU  dubitet,  segetem  prsebent  haec  tempera  lar- 
Obscasao  deturnalla indulgentia rati,         [gam. 
Arg  licet  ingenio  sapeaddita  cerea  flecti 
Fectom  pelliciat.  Verum,hercule,juDcta8tapori 
Scripta  impora  pari  vano  molimiae  prorsus 
InvaJidam  aeqaiparanteunuchi  tarpis  amorenu 
Tunc  iibi  regDavit  dives  cum  pace  Toluptas 
In  Dostris  ilos  iste  malus  caput  extuUtoris. 
Tnnc  ubi  rexfacilis  vigait>  qui  semper  amore, 
Coosiliis  rarb,  ounquam  se  exercuit  armis : 
8cripaemnt  mimoa  proceres,  meretricibus  aulge 
Soceessit  regimen ;  nee  oon  magnatibus  ipsis 
Affuit  ingenium,  atipendiaque  ingeniosis. 
PatricJSB  in  sceois  spectavit  opuscala  musea 
Iff nlta  nunis,  lasciva  tuens,  atque  auribus  hausit 
Omnia  larvato  secura  modeatia  vulto. 
liachhia,  virginibus  qus  ventllat  ora,  pudicum 
Dedidicit  ciausa  officium,  ad  ludicra  cachinnua 
Increpuit,  rubor  ingennus  nihil  ampUus  arsit* 
Deinde  ex  extemo  traducta  liceutia  regno 
Audacis  feces  Socini  abaorbuit  imas, 
Sacrilegiquesacerdotes  turn  quemque  docebant 
Conati  efficere,  ut  gratis  paradison  adiret  j 
Ut  popnlospatrii  cum  libertate  sacratis 
Aserereot  sua  jura  locis,  ne  scilicel  unquam 
(CiedideTim)  Omnipotens  foret  ipse  potentior 

sequoL 
Tcmpla  sacram  satiram  jam  turn  violala  silebant: 
Et  laudes  vitii,  vitio  mirante,  sonabant ! 
A'xcad  hinc  muss  Titanes  ad  astra  rucrunt, 
Legeqae  sancitum  quaasit  blasphemia  praelum.— • 
H»c  Bonskfa,  O  critid,  contra  haec  convertite  te- 
Hucfulmen,tonitruquestyli  torquete  seven,  [lum, 
£t  penitus  totum  obnixi  exonerate  furorem  ! 
At  tales  fligias,  qui,  non  sine  fraude  seven, 
ScripU  malam  in  partem,  livore  interpreter  ver- 

tunt  J 
PraTTS  omnia  prava  videtitur,  ut  omnia  passim 
Ictericns  propri&  ferrugine  tingit  ocellus. 

Jam  motes  critici  proprios,  adverte,  docebo ; 
Dimidiatactenim  est  tiU  sola  scientia  virtus. 
Noo  satis  est  ars,  ingcniuro,  doctrinaque  vires 
Quaeque  saas  jungaut,  si  non  quoque  candor  bo- 

neslis, 
Et  veri  sincenis  amor  sermonibus  insint 
Sic  tibi  nun  solum  quisqne  araplos  solvet  bonores, 
Sed  te,  qui  criticum  probat  exoplabit  amicum, 

Mutus,  qnando  animus  dubius  tibi  fluctu^t, 
Sin  tibi  Gonftdis,  dictis  confide  prudentlr.  [esto ; 
Quidam  bebetes  semper  perstant  erroribus ;  at  tu 
Pnoteritas  Isetus  culpas  fateare,  dies^ue 
Qiii«|ue  dies  redimat,  criticoque  examine  Oentet 

Hoc  tibi  non  satif  est,  vcrum,  quod  prascipis, 

Veridici  maUrasticitas  oagd  9»p«  m&lesto  e$t 


But  still  the  worst  with  m^t  regret  commend. 
For  each  ill  author  is  as  bad  a  friend. 
To  what  base  end,  and  by  what  abject  ways. 
Are  mortals  urg»d  through  sacred  lust  of  praise  I 
Ah,  ne'er  so  dire  a  thirst  of  glory  boast. 
Nor  in  the  critic  let  the  man  be  lost : 
Good  nature  and  good  sense  must  ever  join  ; 
To  err  is  human,  to  forgive  divine. 

But  if  in  noble  minds  some  dregs  remain. 
Not  yet  purg'd  off,  of  spleen  and  sour  disdain  5 
Discharge  that  rage  on  more  provoking  crimes. 
Nor  fear  a  dearth  in  these  fiagitious  times. 
No  pardon  vile  obscenity  should  find, 
Though  wit  and  art  conspire  to  njove  your  m'md  c 
But  dulness  with  obscenity  must  prove, 
As  shameful  sure  as  impotence  in  love. 
In  tlie  fat  age  of  pleasure,  wealth  and  ease. 
Sprung  the  rank  weed,  and  thriv'd  with  large  in» 

crease; 
When  love  was  all  an  easy  monarch's  care. 
Seldom  at  council,  never  in  a  war : 
Jilts  rulM  the  state,  and  sUtesmen  farces  wnt ; 
Nay  wiU  had  pensions,  and  young  lords  had  wit  c 
The  fair  sate  panting  at  a  courtier's  play. 
And  not  a  mask  went  unimpruv'd  away : 
The  nrodest  fan  was  lifted  up  no  more. 
And  virgins  smil'dat  what  they  blush'd  bcfore-r 
The  following  license  of  a  foreign  reign 
Did  ail  the  dregs  of  bold  Socinos  dram  ; 
Then  unbelieving  priesU  reform'd  the  nation, 
And  taught  more  pleasant  methods  of  salvation  ; 
Where  Heaven's  finee  subjects  might  their  righ^ 

dispute 
Lest  God  himself  should  seem  too  absolute. 
Pulpits  their  sacred  satire  leam'd  to  spare. 
And  vice  admir'd  to  find  a  flatt'rer  there  ! 
Encourag*d  thus,  wit's  Titans  brav'd  the  skies. 
And  the  press  groan'd  with  licensed  blaspbemies-r 
These  monsters,  critics,  with  your  darts  engage. 
Here  point  your  thunder,  and  exhaust  your  rage ! 
Yet  shun  their  fault,  who  scandak)usly  nice, 
\^^ill  needs  mistake  an  author  into  vice; 
All  seems  infected  that  th'  infected  spy. 
As  all  kx>ks  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  ey^ 


Learn  then  what  morals  critics  onght  tosbon^ 
For  'tis  but  half  a  judge's  tesk  to  know : 
»Tis  not  enough,  wit,  art,  and  learning  join. 
In  all  you  sp^,  let  truth  and  candour ^bine : 
That  not  alone  what  to  your  judgment's  due 
All  may  allow  j  but  seek  your  friendship  too. 

Be  silent  always  when  yon  doubt  your  sense  ; 
And  speak,  though  sure  with  seeming  diffidence^ 
Some  positive, 'persisting  fops  we  kno#. 
That  if  once  wrong  will  needs  be  always  so  ; 
But  you  with  pleasure  own  your  errours  past. 
And  make  each  d  ay  a  critic  on  the  last 

•Tis  not  enough  your  counsel  si  ill  be  true. 
Blunt  truths  more  piiscbief  Um  nice  fiaseb09d^' 
dQ; 
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Auribos,  tngenoam  quam  verba  ferentia  fraudem  j 
Non  ut  proBceptor,  cave  des  prscepta,  reiqae 
Ignaros,  tanquam  immemores,  catua   iostrae: 

verax 
Ipse  placet,  si  non  careat  candore,  nee  ullos 
Judiciunv,  urbanis  quod  ful^i^t  moribus,  urit* 
Ta  nulli  invideas  monitus,  rationis  avarus 
Si  sis,  pne  Teliquis  sordes  miserandus  avaris. 
Ke  viii  obsequio  criticonim  jura  refigas, 
Kec  fer  judicium  nimis  ofAciosus  iniquum  ; 
Prudentem  baud  irritabis  (ne  finj^)  mcnendo. 
Qui  laude  est  dignus  patiens  <!ulpabitur  idem. 

Oonsoltum  meliiks  criticis  foret,  ilia  maneret 
Si  nunc  culpandi  libertas.     Appius  autera, 
Ecce  !  rubet,  quc>ties  loqueris,  torvoque  tremett- 
Ihtuitu,.reddit  sasvi  tracia  ora  gigantis  [dus 

Jam  picta  in  veteri  mag^  formidaoda  tapete. 
Fac  mittas  tumidum  tituloq«e  et  stemmate  stul- 
tum,  [di ; 

Cui  qosedam  est  data  jure  licentia  sfepe  stupen- 
Tales  et  libitum  vates  absque  indole,  eidem, 
Qu&  sine  doctrin&  doctores  lege  oreantur. 
Contemptis  prudens  satiris  res  linque  taoendas, 
Assentatoramque  infamem  exerceat  artem, 
l^ominibus  libros  magnis  gensignaia  dicandi ; 
Quae  cum  mendaci laudes  elTutiat  ore,         (olim 
Kon  magnd  credenda  est,  quam  quando  pejcrat 
Kon  itenim  pingues  unquam  conscribere  versus. 
If  on  raro  est  satius  bilem  cohiberc  suescas,  [dens 
Hnmanusque  sinas  bebetcm  sibi  plaadere :  pru- 
Hlc  taceas  moneo,  nihil  indignatio  prodest, 
Fessus  eris  culpando,  eagens  baud  fcssa  canendo: 
K|un  temnens  stimulos,  tardam  cum  murmare 

cursom 
Continuat,  donee  jam  tandem,  turbinis  instar 
Vapulet  in  torporem,&  semper  eundo  quiescat 
Talibus  ex  lapsu  vise^t  reparatafrequenti, 
|Jt  tardi  titubata  urgent  vestigia  manni. 
Horum  pleraquo  pars,  cui  nulla  amentia  defit, 
Tinniiu  numcrorum  et  amore  senescit  inani, 
Perstat  difficili  carmen  deducere  ven4. 
Donee  inexhausto  restatfaex  ulla  cerebro, 
Relliquias  stillat  viz  expi-esssB  maid  mentis, 
£t  miseram  invalidft  exercet  prurigine  musam.  . 
Sunt  nobis  vates  hoc  dc  gretro.  sed  tamcn  idem 
Aifirmo,  oriticorum  ejusdem  sortis  abunde  est. 
Helluo  librorum,  qui  sudat,  hcbetque  iegeudo, 
Cui  mens  nugarum  docti  farragine  turget  i 

Attentas  proprise  voci  male  rccreat  aures; 
Auditorque  sibi  solus  miser  ips^  videtur. 
Ille  omnes  legit  nutbores,  omnesque  lacessit 
Durfeio  infcstus  pariter  magnoque  Drydena 
^vdice  sub  tali  wmper  iiiratur„  emitve         [(tlH 
Quisque  soum  bonus  author  opus:  non  Oarthius 
Si  creidas)  proprium  coutexuit  ipse  poema. 
In  ^cenis  nova  si  comcediaagatur,  "  amicus 
Hujus  scriptor  (ait)  meus  est,  cui  non  ego  paucas 
Ostendi  maci^las;  sed  men^est  nulla  poetis." 
KoD  locus  est  tarn  sanctus,  ot  hunc  expellere 
possit,  [pete  sacras 

Kec  templum  in  tuto  est,  plHiquam  via;  quin 
Avifugi^ns  aras,  S^  ad  aras  iste  Sfquetur 
iSccidetque  loquendo ;  etcnim  stultus  ruet  ultro 
Nil  metuens,  ubi  Cerre  pedem  vex  angel  us  audet. 
Piffidit  sibimet  sapientia  cauta,  brevesque 
Excursus  tcntas  in  ss  sua  lumina  vertint; 
Stultiiia  at  prasceps  violento  vortice  ourrit 
K^  unquam  tremefacta,  nee  unquam  h  tramite 

cedens, 
f  ulmiae  fulmineo  se  totam  inyicta  profon^iU 


Men  mnst  be  taught,  as  if  ymi  taught  'em  nof» 
And  things  unkiK>wn  proposed  as  things  forn^.  | 
Without  good-breeding,  truth  is  disapproved  i 
That  only  makes  superior  sense  bdov'd. 


Be  niggards  of  advice  on  no  pretence  j 
For  the  worst  avarice  is  that  of  sense. 
With  mean  complacence  ne'er  betray  your  trust. 
Nor  be  so  civil  as  to  prove  unjust ; 
Fear  most  the  anger  of  the  wise  to  raise,  -^ 
Those  best  can  bear  reproof  who  merit  praise. 

*Twere  well,  might  critics  still  this  freedom 
take, 
But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  speak. 
And  stares,  tremendous  with  a  tbreat'ning  eye. 
Like  some  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapestry ! 
Fear  most  to  tax  an  honourable  fool. 
Whose  right  it  is  uncensur'd  to  be  dull ; 
Such  without  wit,  are  poets  when  they  please. 
As  without  learning  they  can  take  degrees. 
Leave  dangerous  truths  to  unsnccessfui  satires. 
And  flattery  tu  fulsome  dedicators,  [more. 

Whom,  when  they  praise,  the  world  believes  no 
Than  when  they  promise  to  give  scribbling  o'er. 
'TIs  best  sometimes  your  censure  to  restrain 
And  charitably  let  the  dull  be  vain. 
Your  silence  there  is  better  than  your  spite. 
For  who  can  rail  so  long  as  they  can  write  ? 
Still  humming  on,  thftirdrowsy  course  they  keep. 
And  lash'd  so  long,  like  tops,  are  lasb'd  asleep. 
False  steps  but  help  them  to  renew  the  race. 
As  after  stumbling,  jades  will  mend  their  pace : 
What  crowds  of  these,  impertinently  bold,        , 
In  sounds,  and  jiug'ling  syllables  grown  old. 
Still  run  on  poets  in  a  raging  vein, 
£v*n  to  the  dregs  and  squeezings  of  the  brain ; 
Strain  out  the  last  dull  droppings  of  their  sense^ 
And  rhyqiewith  all  the  rage  of  impotoioa. 


Such  shameless  bards  we  have,  and  yel  Hia 
true, 
There  are  as  mad  abandoned  critics  too. 
The  book-full  blockhead,  ignorantly  read. 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head. 
With  his  own  tongue  still  edifies  his  ears. 
And  always  listening  to  himself  appears — 
All  books  he  reads,  and  all  he  reads  assails. 
From  Dryden's  fables,  down  to  Durfy's  tales. 
With  him  most  authors  steal  their  works,  or  buy  ^ 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Dispensary. 
Name  a  new  play,  and  he's  the  poet's  friend. 
Nay,  show'd  his  faults — but  when  wou'd  poets 

mend  ? 
No  place  so  sacred  from  such  fops  is  barHd, 
Nor  is  Paul's-churcb   more  safe   than  Panl'ft 

.  Church«3rard ; 
Nay  fly  to  altars ;  there  hoMI  talk  you  dead  ; 
For  fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread. 
Distrustful  sense  with  modest  caution  speaks. 
It  still  lot  Jcs  home,  and  short  excur8*ons  makei. 
But  rattling  nonsense  in  full  vollies  breaks. 
And  never  shock'd,  and  never  tum'd  aside. 
Bunts out^  resistless,  with  a  thund'ring  \\dfiy 
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Td  rtto  qoisnam  e«e  monita  instillare  peritas, 
Quit  q<H>d  tci8,laBtiis  monstras,  neque  scire  Bnper- 
Nbn  odio  ductus  pravove  fovore,  nee  ulli  [bis, 
Addictua  sectae,  at  pecce8,iieque  ccecus^ut  erces ; 
Doctm,  at  urbanus,  sincerus,  at  aulicus  idem, 
Aadat&rqae  pudens  medi&quebamaous  in  ir^. 
Qui  nanquam  dubites  vel  ainicoostendereculpas, 
Et  cdebres  inimicam  baud  parca  laude  meren- 
Pvrgaio  ingenio  felix,  sed  fc  infinito.  [tern. 

Et  quod  Ubrornrnque  homiimmqaescientia  ditat; 
CoUoqninm  cui  oome»  animus  sammissus  &  in- 

g«i», 
Landandiqae  omnes,  ratio  cum  preecipit,  ardor  ! 
Tales  eactiterunt  critici,  qoos  Grxcia  quondam 
Eomaque  mirata  est  natos  melioribus  annis. 
Primns  Aristoteles  est  aasus  solvere  navem, 
Atquedatis  velis  vastum  explorare  profimdum* 
Tutus  lit,  loDg^ue  ignotas  attigit  oras 
Lumina  MeonisB  observans  radiantia  stellse. 
Jftm  vmtes,  gens  ilia,  diu  qus  lege  soluta  est, 
Et  sevK  capta  est  mal^  libertatis  amore, 
l^etantes  d(iminumaccipiunt,atque  omnis  eodem 
Qui  domnit  oaturam,  exnitat  praeside  musa. 

Nosquam  non  grata  est  incuriacomis  Horatt, 
Qui  nee  opinantes  nos  emdit  absque  magistro. 
llle  snas  leges,  afiabilis  instar  amici 
Qoam  veras  simul^&  quam  claromore  profundit! 
llle  licet  tam  judicio  quam  divite  vend     [audax 
Maxhnus,   audacem  criticiim,  non  scriptor  in- 
Pnestaretsejure,  tamen  sedatus  ibidem 
Censor,  nbi  cecinit  divino  concitus  lestro, 
Gmninibaeque  eadem  inspirat,   qa»  tradidit 

Arte. 
Nostrates  bomioes  planft  in  contraria  currant, 
Tacba,  styloTehemenscritico,8ed  frigida  Pboebo : 
N«c  raa]^  vertendo  Flaocum  torsere  poetsB 
Absaidi,  mage  quam  critici  sine  mente  citando. 
Aspioe,  ut  expoliat  numeros  Dionysius  ipsi 
Msooidfle,  veneresque  accersat  ubiqite  recentes ! 
Cooditam  ingenio  jactat  Petronius  artem, 
Goi  doctrina  scb^las  redolet  simul  &  sapit  aniam. 
Com  docti  Pabii  camulata  yolumina  versas,' 
Optima  perspicni  in  serie  documenta  videre  est, 
Band  secus  utilia  ac  apothecis  condimus  arma, 
^>niine  perpetuo  sita  juncturAque  decor&, 
Hon  mode  ut  obtineat  quo  sese  oblectet  ocellus, 
Vcnim  etfiam  in  promptu^  quando  venit  usus, 
babenda. 
Te  solum  omnigene  inspirant,  Longine,  Ca- 
maenae,  [dederunt ; 

Ct  propriam  penitos  tibi  mentem  aoimumque 
En !  tIbi  propositi  criticum  fideique  tenacem,  ^ 
Qui  Tidiemens  sua  jura,  sed  omnibus  sequa  mi- 

nistrat; 
Qno  pvobat  exemplo,  quas  tradit  acumiae  leges. 
Semper  sublimi  sublimior  argumcnto  ! 

Soooessere  din  sibi  tales,  pulsaque  fugit 
Baibarapnescriptasexosaliccntia  leges. 
tUfoA  perpetuo 'Crpsoente  scieotia  crevit,  . 
Atque  artes  aquilarum  eqaitire  audacibas  alis ; 
Sed  tandeqi  soperata  ttsdem  victoribus  uno 
Ssma  triumphata  est  mosiscomitantibuB  sbvo. 
0ira  soperstitio  5c  comes  est  baccbata  tyrannis, 
Et  simul  ilia  animos,  bee  corpora  sub  juga  misit, 
Cieditaaboninibusomnia  sunt,8ed  oognita  nullis, 
Btitapor  est  aosus  titulo  pietaiis  abuti  | 
Obrutadiluvio  sic  est  doctrina  secnndo, 
lU  Monacfait  finita  Golborum  exorsa  fueiTknt. 


But  wbere^s  tbe  man  who  counsel  can  bestow. 
Still  pleas'd  to  teach,  and  yet  not  proud  to  know? 
Unbiass'd,  or  by  favour,  or  by  spite  ; 
Not  dully  prepossess*d,  or  blindly  right. 
Though  learn'd,  well-bred;  and  though  weU-bred« 

sincere  ; 
Modestjy  bold,  and  humanely  severe  ? 
Who  to  a  friend  his  faults  can  freely  show. 
And  gladly  praise  the  merit  of  a  foe  ^ 
Blest  with  a  taste  exact  and  unoonfin'd  ; 
A  knowledge  both  of  books  and  human  kind  ; 
den'rous  converse;  a  soul  exempt  from  pride. 
And  love  to  praise,  with  reason  on  his  side  ? 

Such  once  were  critics ;  such  the  happy  few, 
Athens  and  Rome  in  better  ages  knew. 
The  mighty  Stagyrite  first  left  the  shore, 
Spread  all  his  sails,  and  durst  the  deep  explore  i 
He  steer'd  securely,  and  discovered  far, 
I^ed  by  the  light  of  the  Mteonian  star. 
Poets,  a  race  long  uooonfiu*d  and  free. 
Still  fond  and  proud  of  savage  libeity. 
Received  bis  laws,  and  stood  conviac'd  'twas  fit. 
Who  conquer'd  nature,  should  preside  o'er  wit. 
Horace  still  charms  with  graceful  negligence. 
And  without  method  talks  us  into  sense ; 
WiH  like  a  friend,  familiarly  convey 
The  traest  notions  in  the  easiest  way ; 
He,  who  supreme  in  judgment,  as  in  wit. 
Might  boldly  censure,  as  he  boldly  writ ; 
Yetjudg'd  with  coolness,  though  he  sungwitli 

fire. 
His  precepts  teach  but  what  his  works  inspire. 
Our  critics  toke  a  contrary  extreme. 
They  judge  with  fury, but  they  write  with  phlegm; 
Nor  suffers  Horace  more  in  wrong  translations 
By  wits,  than  critics  in  as  wrong  quotations. 
See  Dionysius  ^9  Homer^s  thoughts  refine. 
And  call  new  beauties  forth  fi  om  ev'ry  line. 
Fancy  and  art  in  gay  Petronius  please, 
Tbe  scholar's  learning,  with  tbe  courtier's  c 


In  g^ve  Qnratilian*s  copbus  work  we  find 
The  ja«(test  rules,  and  clearest  method  join*d; 
Thns  uscfiil  arms  in  magazines  we  place. 
All  rangM  in  order,  and  disposed  with  grace. 
Nor  thus  alone  the  curious  eye  to  please. 
But  to  be  found,  when  need  require^  with  eas^ 

Thee,  bold  Looginus !  all  tbe  Nine  inspire. 
And  bless  their  critic  with  a  poet's  fire ; 
An  ardent  judge,  who  zealous  in  his  trust. 
With  warmth  gives  sentence,  yet  is  always  just  j 
Whose  onixi  example  stren.s:thens  all  his  laws. 
And  is  himself  that  great  sublime  he  draws. 


Thus  long  succeeding  critics  justly  reign'd. 
Licence  supress'd,  and  useful  laws  ordain'd.- 
Learning  ajid  Rome  alike  in  empire  grew, 
And  arts  still  foUow'd  where  her  eagles  flew ; 
From  the  same  foes,  at  last,  both  felt  their  doom. 
And  the  same  age  saw  learning  fall  and  Rome. 
With  tyranny  then  superstition  join'd. 
As  that  the  body,  this  enslav'd  the  mind  ; 
Much  was  believ'd,  but  little  understood. 
And  to  be  dull  was  constnied  to  be  good; 
A  second  deluge  learning  thus  o'er-run,- 
And  the  Monks  fioish'd  what  the  Goths  beguiw 

II  Dionysius  cfHaircaraassua. 
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At  reto  tandem  memorabile  nomen  EragoMif, 
(Ctaiquesscerdoti  jactandiiSy  cuiqae  pudendas) 
Barbarise  obDixas  torrentia  tempora  vincit, 
Atque  Gotbos  propriis  sacros  de  finibus  arcet 

At  Leo  jamniTSUB  viden^  aurea  Mculaooadit, 
Sertaque  neglectis  reTireBcnnt  lanrea  musis  f 
Antiquus  RomiB  Genus  de  puWere  sacro 
Attollit  sublime  caput.    Tunc  coepit  amari 
Sculpture  atque  artes  socis,  cielataque  rapes 
ViTere,  etjo  pulcbras  lapides  moUescere  ibrmas; 
Diyinam  barmoniam  surgentia  templa  ranabaiit, 
Atque  stylo  &  calamo  Raphael  &  Vida  TigebaDt; 
Illnstris  vates  !  cn\  laurea  serta  poets 
Intertexta  hederif:  critici  geminata  reiiilgent : 
Jamqueaequat  claram  tibi,  Maotua,  Vida«Cre- 

monam, 
Utq^ie  loci,  sic  semper  eritvicinia  fams. 

Mbx  autem  profugae  metuentes  improba  mnsie 
Anna,  Italos  fines  linquunt,  inque  Arctica  mi^ 

grant 
littora  i  sed  criticam  sibi  Gallia  Tendicat  artem. 
Gens  ullas  leges,  docilis  senrire,  capcssit, 
Boiioviusque  vices  domini  gerit  acer  Horatt. 
At  fortes  spemunt  pnecepta  externa  Britanni, 
Kbribus  indomiti  qiioque ;  nam  pro  jure  furendi 
Afigliacus  pugnat  genius,  Romamque  magistram, 
Bomannmque  jogum  semper  contemnere  peigit. 
At  vero  jam  turn  nondefuit  unus  &  alter 
Corda,  Ticet  tumefacta  minills,  magis  alta  geren- 
Ingenii  partes  ver:  studiosa  fovandi  [tea, 

\?bque  basi  antiqu&  leges  &  jura  locandi. 
Talis,  qui  cccinitdoctrins  exemplar  &  author, 
•'Ars  bene  scribendi  naturae  est  summa  potestas.'' 
Talis  Koscommon — bonus  &  doctissimus  idem, 
^obilis  iogenio  mag^  nobilitatus  honesto ; 
Qni  Graios  Latiosque  authores  novit  ad  unguem, 
J>um  veneres  texit  pudibunda  industria  privas. 
Talis  Walshius  ille  fuit—judex  &  amicus 
Jtfusanim,  censunc  aequus  laudisque  minister* 
iMitis  precanti^m  cen8or,rehemeDsque  merent^m 
Xaudator,  cerebrum  sine  mendo,  k,  cor  sine  fiico! 
Kaec  saltem  accipias,lacrymabilis  urabra,licebit. 
Use  debet  mea  musa  tuae  munuscula  fanue. 
Ilia  eadem,  infantem  cujun  tu  fmgere  vocem, 
Tu  moBstrare  viam;  borridulas  componere  plu- 

mas 
Tu  sspe  es  solitus — duce  jam  miseranda  remoto 
llla  breves  humili  excursus  mdimine  t^ntat, 
I^ec  jam  quid  sublime,  quid  ingens  amplius  au- 
det.  [ceiur, 

Illic  hoc  jam  satis  est — ^si  bine  turba  indocta  do* 
Docta  recognoscit  stndii  vestigia  prisci : 
Censuram  baud  curat.,  famam  mediocrit^r  ardet, 
Culpare  tntrepida,  at  laudis  tamen  aequa  mi- 

nistra; 
Haod  nlli  prudens  assentaturve  notetve ; 
Se  deinum  mendis  baud  immunem  esse  fatetnr. 
At  Deque  iastidit  lim&,  quando  indiget,  uti. 


At  length  Erasmus,  that  great  injured  iiain% 
(The  glory  of  the  priest^bood,  and  the  shame) 
Stemm'd  the  wild  torrent  of  a  barb'rous  age» 
And  drove  those  holy  Vandals  off  the  stage. 
But  see  each  muse  in  Leo's  golden  days. 
Starts  from  her  trance,  and  trims  her  wither'^ 

bays! 
Rome's  ancient  genius,  o'er  its  ruin  spread. 
Shakes  off  the  dust,  and  rears  his  reverend  head ! 
Then  Sculpture  and  her  sister  arts  revive, 
Stones  leap'd  to  form,  and  rocks  began  to  live  ;, 
With  sweeter  notes  each  rising  temple  rung  ; 
A  Raphael  painted,  and  a  Vida  Msung  I 
Immortal  Vida !  on  whose  honour*d  brow 
The  poet's  bays  and  critic's  ivy  grow :  ^ 

Cremona  now  shall  ever  boast  thy  name. 
As  next  in  place  to  Mantua,  next  in  fiune ! 

But  soon  by  impious  arms  from  lAtium  chas'd^ 
Their  ancient  bounds  the  baoish'd  muses  past; 
Thence  arts  o'er  all  the  northern  world  advancef 
But  critic  learning  flourished  most  in  France; 
The  rules  a  nation  bom  to  serve  obeys  ; 
And  Boileau  still  in  right  of  Horace  sways ; 
But  we,  brave  Britons,  foreign  laws  despis'd. 
And  kept  unconquer'd,  and  unciviliz'd. 
Fierce  for  the  liberties  of  wit,  and  bold, 
WestiU  defy'd  the  Romans,  as  of  old. 
Yet  some  there  were  among  the  soander  few. 
Of  those  who  less  presum*d,  and  better  knew. 
Who  durst  assert  the  juster  aucient  cause. 
And  here  restored  wit's  fundamental  laws. 
Such  was  the  muse,  whose  rules  and  practice  tell. 
Nature's  *s  chief  master-piece  is  writing  well. 
Such  was  Rosoommon — not  more  learn'd  than 

good. 
With  manners  gen'rons  as  his  noble  blood  ; 
To  him  the  wit  of  Greeee  and  Rome  was  knows. 
And  ev'ry  author's  noerit  but  his  own. 
Such  late  was  Walsh— the  muse's  judge  ami 

friend  j 
Who  justly  know  to  blame,  or  to  commend  j 
To  foilings  mild,  but  zealous  for  desert. 
The  clearest  head,  aqd  the  sincerest  heart. 
This  humble  praise,  lamented  shade !  receive^ 
This  praise  at  least  a  grateful  muse  may  give  1 
The  muse,  whose  early  voice  you  taught  lo  sisg, 
Prescrib'd  her  heights,  andprun'd  bartends 

wing; 
(Her  guide  now  lost)  no  more  pretends  to  rise. 
But  in  low  numbers  short  excursions  tries ; 
Content,  if  hence  th'  unleara'd  their  wants  may 

view; 
The  leam'd  reflect  on  what  before  they  knew: 
Careless  of  censure,  not  too  fond  of  fame. 
Still  pleas'd  to  praise,  yet  not  afraid  to  blame: 
Averse  alike  to  flatter  or  offend, 
Not  free  from  faults,  nor  yet  too  vain  to  mend. 

^  Hieronymus  Vida,  an  excellent  Latin  poet, 
who  writ  an  art  of  poetry  in  verse.  He  flourish* 
ed  in  the  time  of  Leo  the  tenth. 
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LIFE  OP  WILLIAM  WILKIE, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


^^ILLIAM  WILKIE  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Dalmeny,  in  the  county  of  West 
Lothian^  on  the  5th  of  October,  1731.  His  father,  althongh  a  small  fanner,  and 
poor  and  unfortanate,  endeayonred  to  gire  him  a  liberal  edacation,  which  he  ap- 
pears to  haye  improTcd  by  diligence.  In  the  ninth  Tolume.of  Sir  John  Sinclair's 
Statistical  Account  of  Scotland,  are  some  Terses  said  to  hare  been  written  by  him 
in  his  tenth  year.  Dr.  Glcsg,  who  has  inserted  a  Tery  candid  life  of  Wilkie  in 
the  Supplement  to  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica,  dpnbts  the  probability  of  this 
report,  as  the  Tcrses  contaui  more  knowledge  of  electricity  than  had  then  been 
acquired  either  by  boys  or  men.  A  Tery  few  of  these  Terses  will,  howereri  coa« 
tince  the  reader,  that  Wilkie  is  not  to  be  ranked  among  ki  enfans  cdebra* 

What  penetratiiig  Blind  can  rightly  Ibnn 
A  fmint  idea  of  a  raging  storm  ? 
Who  can  expnm  of  elemeots  the  war. 
And  Doiqr  thunder  roaring  from  afiir  ? 
This  suhjeet  is  superior  to  my  sldll : 
Yet  Vn  begin,  to  abow  1  want notwill.  See. 

At  the  ageof  thirteeuyhewassent  to  the  uniTersity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he 
was  soon  distinguished  for  originality  of  thought,  and  rapid  progress  in  learning. 
Among  his  associates  here,  we  haTC  the  names  of  Robertson,  Home  (the  dramatic 
poet),  Hume,  Ferguson,  and  Adam  Smith.  With  these  he  continued  inJiabits  of 
friendiBhip  and  correspondence  for  many  years;  but  I  know  not  whether  it  will  bo 
accounted  a  proof  of  his  judgment,  that  heronsidered  Adam  Smithas  excelling  Hume 
^d  Robertson  in  the  powers  of  iuTention. 

Before  he  comfdeted  his  education,' his  father  died,  leaving  him  no  other  inherit* 
aace  than  his  maU  fano^  and  the  care  of  three  sisten.    Necessity  thus  turned  hia 
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attention  to  the  study  of  agriculture,  which  he  cnltivaied  with  so  much  sucoeflf, 
although  upon  a  confined  scale,  that  he  acquired  a  solid  reputation  as  a  practical 
fiurmer,  and  was  enabled  to  proTide  for  himself  and  his  sisters.  He  still,  howerer^ 
prosecuted  his  studies,  and  at  the  accustomed  period  was  admitted  a  preacher  in 
the  church  of  Scotland. 

For  some  years  this  made  no  alteration  in  his  mode  of  life.  Being  admitted  a 
preacher  not  implying,  as  in  England,  the  cure  of  souls,  he  had  only  to  exercise 
his  ministerial  office  occasionally  for  the  clergymen  in  his  neighbourhood,  and  could 
employ  the  principal  part  of  his  time  on  his  fiirm  and  his  studies.  He  appears  tohaye 
been  eady  ambitioos  of  (the  diaracter  pf  tLpoet^nfxd  havi^  read  Haniur,  as  Don 
Quixote  read  romances,  he  determined  to  sally  forth  as  his  riral,  or  continuator  ; 
and  this  enthusiasm  produced  the  Epigoniad,  published  in  1753.  On  this  poem  he 
is  said  to  haTe  employed  fourteen  years,  which  ill  agrees  with  what  his  biographers 
tell  us  of  his  propensity  io  poetiy,  and  the  odgiaal  Tigour  of  his  mind,  for  it 
appeared  with  all  the  imperfections  of  a  rough  sketch*  It  is  more  probable  that  h« 
wrote  by  snatches  as  he  found  time  and  inclination,  and  had  perhaps  long  finished 
the  work  before  he  rentured  tofoUidkit.  iM  reception  by  the  English  public 
was  not  very  flattering,  but  in  his  own  country  the  Epigoniad  succeeded  so  well, 
that  a  second  edition  was  called  for  in  1759,  to  which  he  added  a  dream  in  the 
manner  of  Spenser* 

A  few  years  before  tiiis,  he  was  ordained  minister  of  Ratho,  in  consequence  of « 
presentation  from  the  late  earl  of  Lauderdale,  who  knew  his  worth,  and  admired  his 
genius.  By  an  assiduous  attention  tp  the  public  and  private  duties  of  his  sacred 
function,  we  are  told,  he  became  popular  and  useful.  Yet  it  is  difficult  to  conceirp 
liow  a  clergyman  could  preserve  the  reverence  due  to  his  character  or  office^ 
^  who  generally  preached  with  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  often  forgot  to  pronounce 
the  blessing  after  public  service :  and  who  has  been  seen  to  dispense  the  sacrament 
without  consecrating  the  elements.''  Such  indecent  negligence  cannot  surely  be 
'excused  on  the  plea  of  absence  of  mind,  aHowable  enough  in  the  common  intercourse 
of  life,  but  which  in  the  present  case  implies  a  careless  abstraction  of  mind  from 
that  which  ought  to  have  occupied  it  entirely* 

In  1750,  he  was  chosen  professor  of  natural  prhilosophy  in  the  nniver.  ity  of  St; 
Andrews,  a  proof  that  he  had  acquired  a  character  for  higher  attainments  tian  are 
discoverable  in  the  Epigoniad.  When  he  removed  to  St.  Andrews,  his  whole  for- 
tune did  not  exceed  two  hundred  ponods,  with  wiiioh  he  purchased  a  few  acres  of 
land  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  city,  and  cultivated  them  with  his  usual  judgment, 
■dll  continuing  to  maintain  his  sisters,  whom  he  brought  from  Ratho  to  reside  with 
him.  As  a  teacher,  he  is  said  to  have  displayed  great  knowledge  of  science, 
wift  w^  easy  and  familiar  mode  of  demonstration  which  fixed  the  regard  as  well 
•a  tiie  attention  of  his  scholars^  In  1766,  the  university  conferred  upon  him  the 
degree  of  Doctor  in  Divinity. 

In  I'TfSS,  te  published  his  Fables,  which  had  less  success  than  even  his  Ep^o. 
JUfdj  although  they  are  rather  happy  imitations  of  the  manner  of  Gay,  and  the 
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thoVights,  if  not  alwftjs  original,  axe  jet  sprightly  and  jost.    After  a  lingering  ili* 
Hess,  ]ie4tiedOct.  10,  1772. 

The  character  of  Dr.  Wilkie  appears  to  haTC  been  distinguished  for  those  sin* 
gularities  which  are  sometimes  found  in  men  of  genius,  either  from  early  indul- 
gence or  affectation.  I  lis  biographers  have  multiplied  instances  of  his  disgusting 
manners,  which  it  would  haTe  been  more  prudent  to  bury  in  oblirion,  as  the  rea- 
der of  such  tales  is  too  apt  to  imagine  that  what  was  only  occasion^  must  hare 
|»een  uniform. 

He  is  said  to  have  died  worth  i£3000,  accumulateu  by  penurious  living ;  but  thosa 
who  knew  him  more  intimately  have  Tindicated  his  character  in  this  respect. 
Much  of  his  life  was  spent  in  poverty,  and  a  strong  sense  of  the  value  of  independ* 
enoe  induced  him  to  become  saving,  as  soon  as  he  could  spare  any  thing  from  his 
jmmediate  wants  and  the  necessity  of  his  sisters,  for  whom  he  appears  to  have  pro« 
Tided  with  all  the  affectionate  concern  of  a  parent.  By  avoiding  the  expenses  of 
kospitalily,  in  a  hospitable  country,  he  incurred  the  suspicion  of  avarice  ;  but  he 
was  known  to  be  liberal  to  the  poor,  and  ought  not  to  be  blamed  if  he  pfe^erred  tha 
silent  dictates  of  his  heart  to  the  ostentatious  fashion  of  society. 

His  learning,  according  to  every  account,  was  extensive,  and  much  of  it  acquired 
tt  a  very  early  age.  His  conversation  was  enriched  by  original  sentiments,  deliver, 
ed  in  a  bold,  and  sometimes  coarse  manner :  and  there  were  few  good  judges  who 
did  not  leave  his  company  impressed  with  a  high  opinion  of  his  talents.  He  must 
liave  been  indeed  an  extraordinary  man,  who  conUL  preserve  the  respect  of  his  con« 
temporaries  and  of  his  scholars,  notwithstanding  such  indelicate  and  disgusting 
babifcs,  as  we  read  of  in  the  life  of  no  other  man.  Some  men  iiave  been  slovenly 
from  negligence,  but  Wilkie,  where  he  had  a  choice,  is  said  to  have  given  a  decided 
preference  to  what  was  dirty. 

When  the  Epigoniad  made  its  appearance,  it  was  attacked  by  the  Monthly  and 
Critical  Reviewers  with  apparent  severity  ;  but  the  extracts  and  specimens  by 
Which  they  confirmed  their  opinions,  satisfied  the  public  that  they  had  examined  tha 
poem  with  impartiality,  and  decided  with  justice.  It  wouU,  therefore,  have  pro- 
bably sunk  into  oblivion,  liad  not  the  sale  in  Scotland  exhausted  the  first  editioii^ 
and  encouraged  the  author  to  publish  a  second,  in  which  he  madea  few  alterations^ 
phieflyin  the  versification.  Yet  asthe  principal  objections  remainedinfnll  force,  this 
would  have  contributed  litde  to  extend  our  author's  fame;  and  the  new  edition  was 
bnt  slowly  called  for,  when  an  extraordinary  appeal  from  the  general  opinion 
was  preferred  by  the  celebrated  Mr..  Hume,  who  wrote  a  very  long  encomium  on 
the  Epigoniad,  addressed  to  the  editor  of  the  Critical  Review,  and  published  ia  the 
^renth  volume  of  that  journal.  As  I  have  nothing  to  oppose  to  tlie  nc^ot  with 
which  WUki^s  poems  have  been  treated,  I  hope  I  shall  be  pardoned  for  inserting 
Mr.  Hume's  very  elaborate  criticism,  whatever  effiect  it  may  produce.  Tiie  analysis 
lie  gives  of  the  fable  may  at  least  assist  the  readers  of  the  Epigoniad.  As  to  the  very 
bighpr^sehe  bestows,  those  who  knew  Mr.  Hume's  taste,  friendship,  or  sincerity, 
w3I  be  best  enabled  to  determine  whether  he  is  serious. 
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«fTO  THE  AUTHORS  OF  THE  CRITICAL  REVIEW. 

«  Gentlemen,  "  April,  175&. 

^^  The  great  advantages  which  result  from  literary  journals  have  recommended 
the  use  of  them  all  over  Europe  ;  but  as  nothing  is  free  from  abuse,  it  must  be  con« 
fessed  that  some  inconveniences  have  also  attended  these  undertakings.  The  works 
of  the  learned  multiply  in  such  a  surprising  manner,  that  a  journalist,  in  order  to 
give  an  account  to  the  public  of  all  new  performances,  is  obliged  to  peruse  A 
small  library  every  month,  and^  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  bestow  equal  attention 
on  every  piece  which  he  criticises,  he  may  readily  be  surprised  into  mistakes,,  and 
give  to  a  book  such  a  character  as,  on  a  more  careful  perusal,  he  would  willingly  re« 
tract.  Even  performances  of  the  greatest  merit  are  not  secure  against  this  injury  ; 
and,  perhaps,  are  sometimes  the  most  exposed  to  it.  An  author  of  genius  scorns  the 
Tulgar  arts  of  catching  applause :  he  pays  no  court  to  the  great :  gives  no  adula. 
tion  to  those  celebrated  for  learning :  takes  no  care  to  provide  himself  of  partisanS| 
or  proneurs^  as  the  French  call  them :  and  by  that  means  his  work  steals  nnob. 
served  into  the  world :  and  it  is  some  time  before  the  public,  and  even  men  of  po. 
netration,  are  sensible  of  its  merit.  We  take  up  the  book  with  prepossession,  pe. 
ruse  it  carelessly,  are  feebly  affected  by  its  beauties,  and  lay  it  down  with  neglect^ 
perhaps  with  disapprobation. 

'*  The  public  has  done  so  much  justice  to  the  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  Critical 
Review,  as  to  acknowledge  that  no   literary  journal  was  ever  carried  on  in  this 
country  with  equal  spirit  and  impartiality :  yet,  i  must  confess  that  an  article  pub. 
lished  in  your  Review  of  1757,  gave  me  great  surprise,  and  not  a  little  uneasiness. 
It  regarded  a  book  called  the  Epigoniad,  a  poem  of  the  epic  kiud,  which  was  at 
that  time  published  with  great  iapplause  at  Edinburgh,  and  of  which  a  few  copies 
had  been  sent  up  to  London.     The  author  of  that  article  had  surely  been  lying  un. 
der  strong  prepossessions,  when  he  spoke  so  negligently  of  a  work  which  abounds 
in  such  sublime  beauties,  and  could  endeavour  to  discredit  a  poem,  consisting  of 
near  six  thousand  lines,  on  account  of  a  few  mistakes  in  expression  and  prosody, 
proceeding  entirely  from  the  author's  being  a  Scotchman,  who  fiad  never  been  out 
of  his  own  country.     As  there  is  a  new  edition  published  of  this  poem,  wherein  all 
ormost  of  these  trivial  mistakes  are  corrected,   i  flatter  myself  that  you  will  gladly 
lay  hold  of  this  opportunity  of  retracting  your  oversight,'  and  doing  justice  to  a 
performance,  which  may,  perhaps,  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  ornaments  of  our 
language.     I  appeal  from  your  sentence,  as  an  old  woman  did  from  a  sentence  pro- 
nounced by  Philip  of  Macedon :— I  appeal  from  Philip,  ill-counselled  and  in  a 
hurry,  to  Philip,  welUadvised,  and  judging  with  deliberation.  The  authority  which 
you  possess  with  the  public  makes  your  censure  fall  with  weight:    and  I  question 
not  but  you  will  be  the  more  ready,  on  that  account,  to  redress  any  injury  into 
which  either  negligence,  prejudice,  or  mistake,   may  have  betrayed  ^ou.     As  I 
profess  myself  to  be  an  admirer  of  this  performance,  it  will  aflbrd  me  pleasure  to 
give  you  a  short  analysis  of  it,  and  to  collect  a  few  specimens  of  these  great  beau, 
ties  in  which  it  abounds. 

<<  The  author,  who  appears  throughout  his  whole  work  to  be  a  great  admirer  and 
imitator  of  Horner^  drew  the  subject  of  this  poem  from  the  fourth  lliad^  where 
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Sdienelai  gites  Agamemnon  a  sbtfrt  adeomit'  of  thfe-  ssckiiif  of  Thebes.  After  the 
had  of  those  heroes,  celebrated  Vy  Sfsthir,  flieir  sods,  andamong  the  rest  Diomede^ 
undertook  the  siege  of  tHat'city^  arid  were  80  fortiiiiate  aft  td  succeed  in  their  eiu 
terprize,  and  to  revenge  on  tile  I'hebans  and  die  tyrant  Creon  the  death  of 
their  fathers.  These  yonng  heroes  were  known  to  the  Greeks  under  the  titib 
of  the  Epigoni,  or  thc^  d«MMiBtfc^  and  for  thit  raason  the  author  has  grrea  to 
bis  poem  the  titleof£pigoniaiIJ  adaMe,  itnmst  be'confessed  somewhat  unfortu* 
nateljr  chosen,  for  as  this  particulpir  waft  known  onljr  to  a  rerj  few  of  the  learn- 
ed, the  public  were  not  able  to  conjecture  what  could  be  the  subject  of  the  poem^ 
and  were  apt  to  neglecMfhat-it^wmr  impossible  for  them  io  understand* 

<<  There  remained  a  tradlttetraraorig  the6i^wkfir,'that  Hbmer  Jiad  taken  the  siege 
of  Thebes  for  the  suBJeet^  of  rpoetif,  i^hieteis  iwt  ;^  nsril  onr  author  seems  to 
liaTe  pleased  himself  with  the'ihought  of  reviving  the  Wbihk,  a&  well  as  of  treading 
in  the  footsteps  of  hb  favourite  author.  The  actors  are  mostly  the  same  with  those 
of  tlie  Iliad :  Diomede  is  the  ^ero  :  Uljpsses,  AgamemnonyMenekius,  Nestor^ 
Momenens,  Merion,  even  Thersites,  all  appear  in  different  passages  of  the  poem, 
and  act  parts  suitiible  to  the  liveljr  characters  drawn  of  them  by  that  great  master. 
The  whole  turn  of  this  ntfw  poem  would' almost  lead  us  to  imagine  that  the  Scot. 
tiihbard  had  found  the  lost  manuscript  of  that  father  of  poetry,  and  had  made  a- 
fiuUifnl  transUUion  of  it  into  £ogDsh'«  Eonginus  imagines  tliat'tbe  Odyssey  was  eiu 
ecutedby  Homer  in  his  old-age;  we  sKalt  allow  iho  Iliad  to  b'6  the  Vork'  of  h!^' 
middle  age  ;  and'  we  shall  suppose  that  the  Epigoniad  Was  the  essay  df  his  youth; 
where  his  noble  and  sublime  genius  breaks  forth  by  frequent  intervals,  and  glvea 
strongsymptoms  of  that  constant  flame  which  distioguished  its  meridian. 

c^Xhe  poem'  consists  of  nine  books.    We  shall  open  the  subject 'Of  it  ifittia' 
.author's  owi»  words : 

WpOV^MoCiouitt  wUhrirtKweiinmditallftv 
-  Ybor  bud' 'SBfBpliir^  vmg  Pelidet^  ire^ 
To  6iMQ8  to  fttil,  whrni  in  evil  bour> 
He  biayd  in  ilern  debate,  the  90f*reign  iiow*r, 
Bv  like  example  teach  me  now  to  show 
From'  love,  no  less,  wliat  dire  disasten  fttim 
F6r  when  the  youth  of  Greece,  by  Tbeseus  led; 
RetaiM  to  oMqjtarivten  their  fiHiers  bM» 
And  pnnnh  guilty  Thebes,  by  Heaven  oidaiii'd 
For  perfids^  ti^Tan;  aflid  oadis  prOfan'ff  ;  ^ 

Venbs,  tti1l|iar(ialto  the  Thebaif  arm«i 
Tydeiis'  solf  sadiMMfiy  female  charms  i 
Whob  tnm  hfe^Wyjttd'faith  by  ^MOtioD  eiray^d. 
The  chiefs^  ttie  adby,  and  himtelf  betrai^. 
y  This  themi?  did  once  yoor  fat*rite  baid  employi 

Wboarvend  temortalik'd  the  hXi  of  Tiroy : 
But  time'stWtWans  gtilf,  whew  circle  dra#« 
All  idorta!  tffifigtf  by  fate's  eternal  Ift ws, 
In  wfiose  wide  vortex  worlds  themselvtes  are  tost. 
And  nmndingiswHt  Bucoemitely  are  lost; 

his  song liath stfatch'd.    I  nowresnme  the  strai^^ 
Not  from'prQttdliOpe  anft  etoalstion  ytAa, 
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/By  this  attempt  to  merit  equal  pfnise 

With  worth  heroic,  Immtd  ib  happier  days*  -    ^ 

Sooner  the  weed,  that  with  tl^e  Spring  appears. 
And  in  the  Sammer's  heat  its  blqssomheiunB, 
But,  shriveling  at  the  touch  of  Whiter  hoar. 
Sinks  to  Its  native  earth,  and  is  no  more ; 
*  Might  match  the  lofty  oak,  which  long  hath  stood, 

Frumagetoage,  the  monarch  of  the  wood.    • 
.  But  love  excites  me,  anddesire  to  trace  , 

Hts  glorious  steps,  tho' with  unequal  pace. 
Before  me  still  I  see  his  awful  shade. 
With  garlands  crown'd  of  leaTes  which  never  fade  ) 
•  He  points  the  path  to  fame,  and  hids  me  scale 
Pamassas*  slippery  height,  where  thousands  fiul: 
I  follow  trenibling  ;  for  the  cliflb  are  high. 
And  hov*ring  round  them  watchful  harpies  fly. 
To  snatch  the  poet's  wreath  with  envious  daws. 
And  hiss  contempt  for  jnerited  applause. 

« The  poet  supposed  tbat  Cassandra,  tbedaughterof  ihekingofPellgnlum  in 
Italy,  was  pursued  by  the  love  of  Ecbetus,  a  barbarous  tyrant  ior  the  neighbour, 
hood '  and  as  her  fj&ther  rejected  his  addresses,  he  drew  on  himself  the  resentment 
of  the  tyrant,  who  made  war  upon  him,  and  forced  him  to  retire  into  Etolia,  where 
Diomede  gave  him  protection.  This  hero  falls  himself  in.  lore  with  Cassandra,  and 
is  so  fortunate  as  to  inake  equal  impression  on  her  hearty  but  before  the  comple- 
tion of  his  marriage,  he  is  called  to  the  siege  of  Thebes,  and  leares,  as  he  supposes, 
Cassandra  in  £tolia  with  her  father.  But  Cassandra,  anxious  for  her  loTer's  safety^ 
and  unwilling  to  part  from  the  object  of  her  affections,  had  secretly  put  on  a  man's 
habit  had  attended  him  in  the  camp,  and  had  fought  by  his  side  in  all  hb  battles. 
Meanwhile  the  siege  of  Thebes  is  drawn  out  to  some  length,  and  Venus,  who 
farours  that  city,  in  opposition  to  Juno  and  Pallas,  who  seek  its  destruction,  de- 
liberates concerning  the  proper  method  of  raising  the  siege.  The  fittest  expedient 
seems  to  be  the  exciting  in  Diomede  a  jealousy  of  Cassandra,  and  persuading  him  k 
that  her  affections  were  secisetly  engaged  to  Echetus,and  that  the  tyrant  had  inraded 
Etolia  in  pursuit  of  his  mistress.  For  this  pur  pose  Venus  sends  down  Jealousy, 
whom  the  author  personifies  under  the  name  of  Zclotype.  Her  person  and  flight 
are  painted  in  the  most  splendid  colours  that  poetry  affords : 

First  to  her  feet  the  winged  shoes  she  binds. 

Which  tread  the  air  and  mount  the  rapid  winds : 

Aloft  they  bear  her  thro'  th'  ethereal  plain. 

Above  the  solid  Earth  and  liquid  main : 

Her  arrows  next  she  takes  of  pointed  steely 

Farsight  too  small,  but  terrible  to  feel:  .^ 

Rous'd  by  their  smart,  the  savage  lion  roars, 

And  mad  to  combat'rush  the  tusky  boars. 

Of  wound  8  secure;  fur  whero  their  venom  lights, 

What  feels  their  power  all  other  torment  sHghtj|» 

A  figur'd  zone,  mysteriously  design'd. 

Around  her  waist  her  yellow  robe  confined: 

There  dark  Suspicion  lurk'd,  of  sable  hue ; 

There  hasty  Rage  his  deadly  dagger  drewj 
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Me  EnTyiolypin'd:  and  by  ber  side    ' 
Stood  PhrsDzy,  ragiogwith  bis  chains  aoty'd ; 
Affronted  Pride  with  thint  of  rengeance  bnrn'd, 
-And  hdiw^t  excess  to  deepest  hatred  turn'd. 
All  these  the  artistes  cnrioas  hand  expressed, 
llie  work  divine  his  matchless  skill  oonfess'd. 
^The  virgin  last,  around  her  shoulders  flung 
The  bow  ;  and  by  her  side  the  quiver  hung; 
Then,  springing  up,  her  airy  oonrse^e  bends. 
For  Thebes;  and  lightly  o'er  the  tents  <fescendsu 
The  son  of  Tydens,  Hnidst  his  bands*  she  fetuid 
Id  arms  complete,  ireposing  on  the  ground : 
And,  as  be  slept,  the  hero  thusaddress^d^ 
ller  form  to  fancy's  waking  eye  expressed.  > 

'^  Diomede,  moved  by  the  instigations  of  jealousy,  and  eager  to  defend  his  mb« 
tress  and  his  conntry,  calls  an  assembly  of  the  princes,  and  proposes  to  raise  the 
siege  of  Thebes,  on  account  of  the  difficulty  of  the  enterprize,  and  dangers  which 
sarronnd  the  army.  Theseus,  the  general,  breaks  out  into  a  passion  at  this  pro- 
posal: but  is  pacified  by  Nestor.  Idomeneus  Tisea^  and  reproaches  Diomede  for 
his  dishonourable  counsel,  and  among  other  topics,  upbraids  hira  with  his  degene- 
vacj  from  bis  father's  bravery.  * 

ShoaldDow,  ftom  hence  arrived,  some  warrior's  ghost 

Greet  valiant  Tydeus  on  the  Stygian  coast. 

And  tell,  when  danger  or  distress  is  near, 

That  Diomede  persaades  the  rest  to  fear : 

He'd  shun  the  synod  of  the  mighty  dead. 

And  hide  his  an^ish  in  the  deepest  shade: 

Nature  in  all  an  equal  course  maintains : 

The  lion^s  whelp  succeeds  to  awe  the  plains: 

Pards  gender  pards:  from  tigers  tigers  spring. 

Nor  doves  are  hatch'd  beneath  a  vulture's  wing : 

Each  parent's  image  in  his  ofispring  lives : 

But  nought  of  Tydeus  in  his  son  survives, 

<^ The  debate  is  dosed  by  Ulysses,  who  informs  the  piinccs  that  the  Thcbans  are 
{nepariog  to  march  out  in  order  to  attack  them ;  and  that  it  is  vain  for  them  to 
deliberate  any  longer  concerning  the  conclusion  of  the  war. 

<^  We  hare  next  a  description  of  a  battle  between  the  Thebans,  under  Creon^  and 
the  confederate  Greeks,  under  Theseus.  The  battle  is  full  of  the  spirit  of  Homer. 
We  shall  not  troul)le  our  reader  with  particulars,  which  would  appear  insipid  in 
prose  especially  if  compared  to  the  lively  poetry  of  our  author..  We  bhall  only 
transcribe  one  passage,  as  a  specimen  of  his  happy  choice  of  circumstances : 

Next  Areas,  Cleon,  valiant  Chromius-dy'd^ 
With  Dares,  to  the  Spartan  o)ue£s  ally'd. 
And  PlKcmius,  whom  the  gods  in  early  youth 
Had  form'd  for  virtue  and  the  love  of  truth  ; 
His  generous  soul  to  noble  deeds  they  tumV* 
And  love  to  mankind  in  his  bosom  bum*d : 
t)uld  thro'  his  throat  the  hissing  weapon  glides, 
1  ,  And  oa  his  neck  the  waving  locks  divides* 
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Hiff  fate  the  Graoei  moum'd.    The  gods  aboard. 
Who  sit  aiound  the  starry  thnme  of  Jove, 
On  Jm^  Olympits  bendiug  from  the  skies, 
fiis  fate  beheld  with  sorrow-streaming  eyes. 
Pallas^aloiie,  unaltered  and  senene. 
With. secret  triumph  saw  the  moamfol  scene? 
Not  haid  of  heart :  for  none  of  all  the  pew'rs, 
In  earth  or  ocean,  or  th'  Olym|Mao  tow'r% 
Holds  equal  sympathy  with  human  grief« 
Or  with  a  Iraer  hand  bestows  relief : 
But  oooscious  that  a  mind  by  virtue  steel'd 
To  no  Impression  of  distrpsa  will  yield ; 
That  still  unoonqner'd,  in  its  awfal  hour 
O'er  death  it  triumphs  with  immortal  pow'r. 

^  The  battle  ends  withadTantage  to  the  confederate  Greeks :  bat  the  approach 
of  night  prevents  their  total  Tictorj. 

*^  Creott)  king  of  Thebes,  sends  next  an  embassy  to  the  confederate  Greeks^desir- 
Snga  truce  of  seven  days,  in  order  to  bury  the  dead.  Diomede,  impatient  to  return 
home,  and  stimulated  by  jealousy,  violently  opposes  this  overture,  but  is  over-ruled 
by  the  other  priuces,and  the  truce  is  concluded.  The  author,  in  imitation  of  Homer, 
and  the  other  ancient  poets,  takes  here  an  opportunity  of  describing  games  cele. 
brated  for  honouring  the  dead.  The  games  he  has  chosen  are  different  from  those 
which  are  to  be  found  among  the  apcients,  and  the  incidents  are  new  and 
curious. 

^^Diomede  took  no  share  in  these  games:  his  impatient  spirit  could  not  brook  the 
delay  which  arose  from  the  truce :  he  pretends  that  he  consented  not  to  it,  and  is 
notiocludedinit:  he  therefore  proposes  to  his  troopa  to  attack  the  Thebans  while 
they  are  employed  in  performing  the  funeral  rites  of  the  dead:  but  is  opposed  in 
this  design  by  Deiphobus  his  tutor,  who  represents  to  him  in  the  severest  terms  the 
rashness  and  iniquity  of  his  proposal.  After  some  altercation,  Diomede,  impatient 
of  contradiction  in  his  favourite  object,  and  stung  by  the  free  reproaches  of  his 
tutor,  breaks  out  into  a  violent  passion,  and  tlirows  his  spear  at  Deiphobus, 
which  pierced  him  to  the  hearf. 

<*  This  Incident,  which  is  apt  to  surprize  us,  seems  to  have  been  copied  by  our  au* 
thor,  from  that  circumstance  in  the  life  of  Alexander, where  this  heroic  conqueror, 
moved  by  a  sudden  passion,  stabs  Clytus  his  ancient  friend,  by  whom  his  life  had 
been  formerly  saved  In  battle.  The  repentance  of  Diomede  is  equal  to  that  of 
Alexander.  No  sooner  had  he  struck  the  fatal  blow  than  his  eyes  are  opened  :  he 
is  sensible  of  his  guilt  and  shame  ;  he  refuses  all  consolation  ;  abstains  even  from 
food  :*  and  shuts  himself  up  alone  in  his  tent.  His  followers,  amazed  at  the  vio* 
lence  of  his  passion,  keep  a,t  a  distance  from  him :  all  but  Cassandra,  who  enters 
his  tent  with  a  potion,  which  she  had  prepared  for  him.  While  she  stands  before 
him  alone,  her  timidity  and  passion  betray  her  sex  ;  and  Diomede  immediately 
perceives  hef  to  be  Cassandra,  who  bad  followed  him  to  the  camp,  under  a  warliko 
disguise.  As  his  repentance  for  the  murder  of  Deiphobus  was  now  the  ruling  pas. 
sion  In  his  breast,  he  is  not  mo? ed  by  tenderness  for  Cassandra :  on  the  contrary, 
he  considers  her  as  the  cause,  however  Innocent,  of  the  murder  of  his  friend,  and  ot 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIFE  OF  WiLKlB.  117 

%iB  4»#ii  ««Rt ;  «dd  ^6  <rea!b  her  with  saoh  coldness  that  she  teHtm  la  confaiioo. 
She  evea  idtfes'the  oamp,  and  resokes  to  return  to  her  father  in  Etolia;  bat  It 
tatea  <*!  ihe  road  by  a  party  of  Thebani,  who  carry  her  to  Creon.  That  tynMt 
determines  to  make  the  most  political  use  of  this  incident:  he  sends  privately  a 
ibessage  to  Didmede,  threatening  to  put  Cassandra  to  death,  if  that  hero  woald  not 
-a^Hseto  a  separate  truce  with  Thebes.  This  proposal  is  at  first  rejected  by  DIo- 
Biede,  wiho  threatens  immediate  destruction  to  Creon  and  all  his  race.  Nothlttg 
<aB«  be  more  artfaUy  managed  by  the  poet  than  this  incident  We  shall  hear  hMi 
•teUs  own  words  : 

sternly  the  hero  ended,  and  resigned. 
To  6eree  disorder,  all  his  mighty  mind. 
Already  in  his  thotights,  with  vengeful  hands, 
lie  dealt dflstmotion  Hnitist  the  Thehaa  handtf, 
in  fancy  saw  the  t»tt*ring  tunreto  £dl, 
And  led  his  warriors  o*er  the  ]e?d*d  wall. 
Rotts'd  with  the  thought,  from  his  high  seat  he  sprang ^ 
And  graspM  the  sword,  which  on  a  column  hung ; 
The  shining Msde  be  halanc'd  thrice  in  air ; 
His  laaoes  next  be  viewM,  and  artnour  ftir. 
When,  bogtng  'midst  the  costly  panoply* 
A  scarf  embroider'd  met  the  hero's  eye, 
Which  fair  Cassandra^s  skilful  hands  had  wrought* 
A  present  lor  her  lord,  in  secret  brought 
That  day,  when  first  he  led  his  martial  tram 
In  anm^,  to  coinbat  on  the  Thehan  plain. 
As  some  strong  charm,  which  magic  aoaiids  oompoM^ 
Suspends  a  downward  torrent  as  it  flows  ; 
Checks  in  the  precipice  its  headlong  course. 
And  calls  it  trembling  upwards  to  its  source  : 
Such  seem'd  the  td)e,  which,  to  the  liero's  eyes. 
Made  the  ihir  artist  in  her  charmi  to  rise. 
His  rage,  suspended  in  its  lull  career. 
To  love  resigns  to  grief  and  tender  fisar. 
Glad  would  he  now  his  former  words  revoke. 
And  change  the  purpose  which  in  wrath  he  spoka  ; 
From  hostile  hands  his  daptife  (air  to  gain. 
From  fhte  to  save  her,  or  the  servile  chain : 
But  pride,  and  iliahie,  the  fond  design  tnppreit  | 
Silent  be  stood,  tfnd  k)ck>d  it  in  his  breast. 
Yet  had  the  wary  Theban  well  divin'd. 
By  symptoms  snre,  each  motion  of  his  mmd : 
With  joy  he  saw  the  heat  of  rage  suppressed  ; 
Aikd  thus  again  his  artfiil  words  addressed. 

<<  The  truce  b  eoncluded  for  twenty  days;  hut  the  perfidious  Cieon^ hoping  that 
D&omede  would  be  OTorawed  by  the  danger  of  his  mistress,  resolfes  to  surprise  the 
GnBdLs;and  accordingly  makes  aendden  attack  upon  them^  breaks  intotlieir 
camp,  and  carries  erefy  thing  before  him.  Diomede  at  first  stands  nenter ;  but 
when  UlysBes  suggests  to  him,  that  ^fter  the  idefe«t  of  the  confederate  Gredts,  he 
has  no  eecuHty  ;  and  that  so  treacherous  a  princeas  Creon  wili  not  spare,  much  lest 
restore  Cassandra,  ha  takes  to  ara^^i  assaults  thu  Thebans,  and  obl^estiiem  tu  seel& 
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shelter  widiin  their  walls.  Creon^  in  rerenge,  puts  Cassandra  to  6Mbf  and  shews 
her  head  oyer  the  walls.  This  sight  so  inflames  Diomede,  that  he  attacks  Thebes 
with  doable  fury,  takes  the  town  by  scalade,  and  gratifies  hb  f  engeance  by  the  death 
ofCreoii. 

"  This  is  a  short  abstract  of  the  story  on  which  this  new  poem  is  founded.  The 
reader  may  perhaps  conjecture  (what  I  am  not  rery  anxious  to  conceal)  that  the 
execution  of  tlfe  Epigoniad  is  better  than  the  design,  the  poetry  superior  to  the 
fable,  and  the  colouring  of  the  particular  parts  more  excellent  than  the  general 
plan  of  the  whole.  Of  all  the  great  epic  poems  which  hare  been  the  admiratien 
of  mankind,  the  Jerusalem  of  Tasso  alone  would  make  a  tolerable  norel,  If  reduc- 
ed to  prose,  and  related  without  that  splendour  of  Terslfication  and  imagery  by 
which  it  is  supported:  jet  in  the  opinion  of  many  great  judges,  the  Jerusalem  is 
the  least  perfect  of  all  these  productions :  chiefly,  because  it  has  least  nature  and 
simplicity  in  the  sentiments,  and  is  most  liable  to  the  objection  of  affectation  and 
conceit.  The  story  of  a  poem,  whateyer  may  be  imagined,  is  the  least  essential 
part  of  it :  the  force  of  the  yersification,  the  yiyadty  of  the  images,  the  justness  of 
the  descriptions,  the  natural  play  of  the  passions,  are  the  chief  circumstances  which 
distinguish  the  great  poet  from  the  prosaic  noyelist^  and  giye  liim  so  high  a  rank 
atnong  the  heroes  in  literature ;  and  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  all  these adyantagcs, 
especially  the  three  former,  are  to  be  found  in  an  eminent  degree  in' the  Epigoniad. 
The  author,  inspired  with  the  true  genius  of  Greece,  and  smit  wiUi  the  most  pro- 
found ycneration  for  Homer,  disdains  all  friyolous  ornaments;  and  relying  entirely 
on  his  sublime  imagination,  and  his  nenrous  and  harmonious  expression,  has 
Tentured  to  present  to  his  reader  the  naked  beauties  of  nature,  and  challenges  for 
his  parttzans  all  the  admirers  of  genuine  antiquity. 

^^  There  is  one  circumstance  in  which  the  poet  has  carried  his  boldness  of  copying 
antiquity  beyond  the  practice  of  many,  ey.en  judicious  moderns.  He  has  drawn 
his  personages,  not  only  with  all  the  simplicity  of  the  Grecian  heroes,  but  also 
with  some  degree  of  their  roughness,  and  e¥en  of  their  ferocity.  This  is  a  circum- 
stance which  a  mere  modern  is  apt  to  find  fault  with  in  Homer,  and  which  perhaps 
he  will  not  easily  excuse  in  his  imitator.  It  is  certain,  that  the  ideas  of  manners  are 
so  much  changed  since  the  age  of  Homer,  that  though  the  Iliad  was  always  among 
the  ancients  conceived  to  be  a  panegyric  on  the  Greeks,  yet  the  reader  is  now  aU 
roost  always  on  the  side  of  the  Trojans,  and  is  much  more  interested  for  the 
humaneand  soft  manners  of  Priam,  Hector,  Andromache,  Sarpedon,  ^neas,Giau- 
cus,  nay,  even  of  Paris  and  Helen,  than  for  the  severe  and  cruel  bravery  of  Achilles, 
Agamemnon,  aad  the  other  Grecian  heroes.  Sensible  of  this  inconvenience,  Fo- 
nelon,  in  his  elegant  romance,  has  softened  extremely  the  harsh  manners  of  the 
heroic  ages,  and  has  contented  himself  with  retaining  that  amiable  simplicity  by 
which  those  ages  were  distinguished.  If  the  reader  be  displeased,  that  the  Britbh 
poet  has  not  followed  the  example  of  the  French  writer,  he  must,  at  least,  allow  that 
he  has  drawn  a  more  exact  and  faithful  copy  of  antiquity,  and  has  made  fewer  sa« 
crifices  of  truth  to  ornament. 

^^  There  is  another  circumstance  of  our  author^s  choice  which  will  be  liable  to  dis- 
pute.   It  may  be  thought  that  by  introducing  the  heroes  of  Romcr,  he  has  lost  all 
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Ae  eharms  of  noYdty^  and  leads  us  into  ficdons  which  are  somewhat  stale  and 
thread-bare*  Boileau,  the  greatest  critic  of  the  French  nation^  was  of  a  Tery  dif« 
fereot  opinion : 

La  fable  offire  a  I'eiprit  mille  agrtments  divers 
Uk  tons  lc8  noins  heareux  semblent  nez  pour  les  vers : 
Ulyase,  Agamenmon,  Orette^  Idomenee, 
HekaCy  Menelasy  Paris,  Hector,  Enee. 

^^  It  is  certain  that  there  is  in  that  poetic  ground  a  kind  of  enchantment  which 
aHnreserery  personof  a  tender  and  liToly  imagination;  nor  is  this  impression  dimi- 
nished, but  rather  mnchincreased,  by  our  early  introduction  to  the  knowledge  of 
it  in  our  perusal  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  chusics. 

^<  The  same  great  French  critic  makes  the  apology  of  our  poet  in  his  use  of  the 
aadent  mythology : 

Ainsi  dans  oet  amas  de  nobles  fictions, 
Le  poet  8*  egeye  en  mille  inyentions, 
Orae,  eleve,  embellit,  aggrandittoutescbotes, 
Et  trcKiveioos  sa  main  dee  fleurs  toajoun  edoses. 

<<It  would  seem,  indeed,  that  if  the  machinery  of  the  heathen  gods  be  not 
admitted,  epic  poetry,  at  least  all  themanreUons  partof  it,  must  be  entirely 
abandoned.  The  Christian  rdiglon,  for  many  reasons,  is  unfit  for  the  fiibulous 
otnameots  of  poetry :  the  introduction  of  allegory,  after  the  manner  of  Voltaire, 
is  liable  to  many  objections:  and  though  a  mere  historical  epic  poem,  like  Leonidas, 
may  hare  its  beauties,  it  will.always  be  inferior  to  the  force  and  pathetic  of  tra- 
gedy, and  must  resign  to  that  species  of  poetry  the  precedency  which  the  former 
compotttion  has  always  challenged  among  the  productions  of  human  genius.  Bat 
with  regard  to  these  particulars,  the  author  has  himself  made  a  sufficient  apology 
in  the  judicious  and  spirited  preface  which  accompanies  his  poem. 

<<  But  though  pur  poet  has  in  general  followed  so  successfully  the  footsteps  of 
Homer,  he  has,  in  particular  passages,  chosen  other  andent  poets  for  his  model.  His 
serenih  book  contains  an  episode,  rery  artfully  inserted,  concerning  the  death  of 
Hercules  :  where  he  has  plainly  had  Sophocles  in  his  Yiew,  and  has  ventured  to 
cagagein  a  rirabhip  with  that  great  master  of  the  tragic  scene.  If  the  sublimity  of 
pur  poet's  ima^pnation,  and  the  energy  of  his  style,  appear  any  where  conspicu- 
ous, it  is  in  this  episode,  which  we  shall  not  scruple  to  compare  with  any  poetry  in 
the  English  laoguagf  •  Nothing  can  be  more  pathetic  than  the  complaint  of  Her., 
foles,  when  the  poison  of  the  centaur's  robe  begins  first  to  prey  qpon  him  : 

Sot'reigBof  heaVn  and  eartb !  wboee  boundless  sway 

Hm  fiites  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey, 

If  e'er  delighted  from  the  courts  above. 

In  human  ibrm  you  sought  Alcmene'»  love  ; 

If  lame's  unchanging  voice  to  alt  the  eartb. 

With  truth,  proclaims  you  author  of  my  birth  ; 

Whenoe,  from  a  eoune  of  spotless  glory  run,> 

Successful  toils  and  wreaths  of  triumph  won. 

Am  I  thus  wretched  ?  better  that  before 

flume  monster  fierce  had  drank  my  streaming  gore^ 
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,Or  iSQ^?^  V  <24<^>-^<^  ^  fs^  ^  ^9u^' 

My  batter'd  brmins  M  strew'd  bi9  rocky  den : 
Than,  from  my  glorious  toils  and  triuropbs  past, 
To  fall  8ubdu*d  by  female  aits,  at  last. 
O  oool  my  boiling  blood,  ye  winds,  that  blow 
From  mountains  loaded  with  eternal  snow. 
And  crack  the  icy  clif^ :  in  yain !  in  Tain ! 
Your  rigour  cannot  quench  my  raging  pain ! 
For  round  this  heart  the  furies  wave  their  brands, 
Ind  wring  my  entrails  with  thiqir  burning.  handf» 
^oyr  bending  from  the  skies,  O  wife  cf  Jove ! 
Enjoy  the  vengeance  of  thy  injured  fate : 
9ot  fate,  by  me,  tl^  Vhund'rei^s  gniltitqiiai; 
.And,  punish'dinJborMR,  4tal6»e«i«^v^ 
jThe  ob>«?t  ^rfjnoy  JwtefWi  'jq^P^W'*  » 
Fix'd  on  my  shoulders  preys  a  net  of  fire ; 
Whom  nor  the  toils  nor  dangers  could  subdu^ 
By  false  Emyit|iep9jdifltoted.ftOWi  WW  i 
Kor  tyrants  lawless,  iiqr  t^e  monstro^  iu^opd 
Which  Iwunte  tbe  4«M9i  or  m($Mu4^  090^ 
Kqr  Grc^iyce,  im  »U  H^eh^tQUM  cjim^Jt^liff 
Where  Phoebus  ever  points  his  golden  eye , 
AwQ!manhatbo'eHihrownl--yegodsJ.  I^ieM 
«  To  Semale  arts,  unoQoqiier'il  in  $ke  M4. 

yy^raif    B^pfTl  ^ie%se4ieqj»fnetbfkflWf'4 

Anteus,  and  his  p^t  Iprce  si^bdiji'd  ? 

That  dragg'd  Nemea's  monster  fronn  his  den  ? 

And  slew  the  dragon  in  his  native  fen  ? 

Alas!  alas  I  their mighlytnascletfiN, 

WUJf^pMW  infernal  <gv*x7  a^rvsjMwil : 

Al«s,^!  IMiABtyffOili^f  WW 

Tb^^e  eyes  di8|K)Ive,  before  untaught  to  Aov. 

Awake  my  virtue,  oft  in  dangers  try'd, 

Patient  in  toils,  in  deaths  unterrify*d, 

Ronaetomyaid;  nor  let  my  Ubonrspapt, 

With  fiune  atcbier'd,  be  Uotted  by  ibc  Jitft  t 

fjanofk  ^a4  pun^d,  tbeprps^i^tslMC^fwdu^; 

Qnce  tiiiuqpb,  and  fw  ef9  tftt^gaifp. 

f<  Oar  poet)  thougli  his  genius  be  in  many  respeolSTery  eriginai^luu  notdiMhlii^ 
•d  to  imitate  even  modern  poets.  He  lias  added  to  his  heroic  poem  a  dream,  in 
iiie  manner  of  Spenser,  where  tte  poet  supposes  himself  to  be  introdnced  to  Homeri 
who  censures  his  poem  in  some  particalars,  and  excnses  it  in  oAesv.  This  poem 
is  indeed  a  species  of  apology  for  tlM  Epigoniad,  wrote  in  a  rery  iirely  and  elegant 
manner :  it  may  be  compared  to  a  weii-poliilied  gm^  of  the  Rarest  water,  and  cat 
into  the  most  beAntiful  form.  Thoee  wJio  would  judge  of  onr  author's  talents  for 
poetry,  without  perusing  his  laiger  work,  may  satisfy  thefar  cariosity,  by  .numin|( 
OTor  this  short  poem.  They  wiU  see  the  same  force  of  imag^ation  and  harmony 
of  numbers,  which  distii^^uish  his  longer  perfonnan^ ;  and  may  thence,  with  small 
application,  receire  afaTpuaUe  impieimA  of  ov  anttw'^  fenias. 
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That  Wnk&i  imiy  not  be  depmed  of  any  iavoarable  opinion,  nor  the  admission 
of  his  works  into  this  collection  stand  in  need  of  any  further  apology,  I  shall  sub- 
join the  opinion  of  a  y^ry  elegant  and  candid  critic  of  the  present  day. — '^  The 
Epigoniad  of  Wilkie  is  the  bold  attempt  of  an  energetic  mind  to  try  its  powers  in 
the  most  arduous  path  of  poetry,  the  epic  ;  without  that  correctness  of  judgment^ 
and  prerious  discipline  in  the  practice  of  harmonious  nambers,  which  can  alone 
CDSQie  success  in  an  age  of  polish  and  refinement.  It  has  accordingly  been  mea- 
sured by  that  standard*  of  criticism,  which  the  most  unqualified  judges  can  easily 
apply y — a  comparison  with  the  most  perfect  productions  of  its  kind :  and  its  pair 
pable  defects  have  iuTolyed  in  an  indiscriminate  condemnation  its  less  obTions,  bu( 
realjneritsV* 

•  L»id  Woodbouslee's  Lifeof  l^ordKaimes,  yol.  i.  p.  178. 4tx),  1807.— <G. 
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AUTHOR'S  PREFACE 

TO  BIS 

EPIGONIAD. 


^S  there  it  hq  class  of  writers  more  fieely  oensored  than  poets,  and  that  by  judges  of  all  sorts^ 
competent  and  incompetent ;  I  shall  attempt  to  answer  some  olyections  that  may  be  made  to  the 
foHowiogperfisraismce,  by  penons  not  sofficiently  acquainted  with  epic  poetry,  and  the  nilet  npoa 
which  it  ought  to  be  fonned. 

The  beantaesof  the  piece,  if  it  hasaay,  shall  be  left  to  be  discovered  by  the  reader  for  himself 
This  is  his  undoubted  priyilege ;  and  I  have  no  intention  to  break  in  upon  it:  neither  would  it  be  of 
any  advantage  to  do  so;  for  poetical  beauties,  if  they  aie  real,  will  make  themselves  obserred,  an^ 
bare  their  full  effect  without  a  comment. 

Some  will  object  to  the  choice  of  the  subject.  That  it  is  taken  from  the  history  of  an  age  and  nation, 
the  particular  manners  of  which  are  not  now  well  known,  and  therefore  incapable  of  beiAg  justly 
represented  6y  any  modem  author.  This  objection  will  appear  to  be  of  little  consequence,  when  we  con- 
sider that  the  fact  upon  which  it  proceeds  is  so  far  from  beiog  strictly  true,  t^t  there  are  none  who 
have  any  tolerable  share  of  classical  leamiD^,  that  are  not  better  acquainted  with  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  heroic  ages,  than  with  those  of  their  own  country,  at  the  distance  of  a  few  centuries. 
Neither  is  this  knowledge  of  ancient  manners  confined  to  the  learned ;  the  vulgar  themselves,  from 
^e  books  of  Moses,  and  other  accounts  of  the  first  periods  of  the  Jewish  state,  are  sufiiciently  instrutt- 
ed  in  the  cnstoms  of  the  earliest  times,  to  be  able  to  relish  any  work  where  these  are  justly  represented. 
With  what  favour,  for  instance,  has  Mr.  Pope's  translation  of  the  Uiad  been  received  by  persons  of  all 
conditions  ?  and  bow  much  is  it  commonly  preferred  to  the  Fairy  Queen,  a  poem  formed  upon  mannem 
erf  a  much  more  modem  cast.  But  supposing  the  fact  upon  which  the  objection  proceeds  to  be 
true,  and  that  the  customs  and  manners  peculiar  to  the  times  from  which  the  subject  of  the  poem  is 
taken  are  not  now  well  understood,  I  do  not  apprehend  that,  even  with  this  concession,  the  objection 
amonnts  to  any  thing  considerable ;  for  manners  are  to  be  distinguished  into  two  kinds,  universal  and 
particular.  Universal  manners,  are  those  which  arise  from  the  original  frame  and  constitution  of  the 
})uman  uffture,  anil  which  consequently  are  the  same  in  all  nations  and  periods  of  the  world.  Parti- 
Gular  manners,  on  the  other  hand,  consist  of  such  customs  and  modes  of  behaviour  as  proceed  from 
the  influence  of  partial  causes,  and  that  shift  and  vary  as  those  causes  do  upon  which  they  depend. 
To  make  myself  understood  by  an  example :  it  is  agreeable  to  common  or  universal  manners,  to  be 
angry  and  resent  an  injury  ;  but  particular  manners,  in  ordinary  cases,  determine  ibe  methods  of  re- 
▼cnge.  For  great  offences,  an  Italian  poisons  his  enemy ;  a  Spaniard  stabs  him  over  the  shoulder* 
and  a  Frenchman  seeks  satisfisction  in  a  duel.  From  this  example,  it  will  be  easy  to  see  that  particu- 
lar maqners  ought  to  appear  but  very  little,  either  in  epic  poetry,  tragedy,  or  any  other  of  the  higher 

-  kinds  of  poetical  composition ;  for  they  are  vulgar  and  depend  upon  custom :  but  great  passions  and 
Jiigh characters  reject  ordinary  forms;  and  therefore  must,  upon  every  occasion,  break  through  all 
the  common  modes  botli  of  speech  and  behaviour.  Though  ancient  manners,  therefore,  were  not  so 
precisely  known  as  they  are,  1  should  imagine,  that  a  story  taken  from  the  accounts  which  we  have  of 
the  heroic  ages,  might  very  well  serve  for  the  subject  of  auepic  poem,  and  have  all  the  advantages 

accessary  in  respect  of  tb%t  species  of  composition. 
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It  may  lillpiwifle  be  alleged,  tball  bave  done  wrong  in  cfaootiDg  for  my  sobjeet  a  piece  of  hj$toiy 
wbichbasnp  oonnectum  witb  present  afiain ;  andtbat,  if  I  bad  done  otberwiee,  my  voik  would  bavw 
been  more  Sntererting  and  usefiil. 

Tbis  objection,  seemingly  a  very  material  one,  admits^  notwithstanding,  of  an  easy  answer,  viz.  tbat 
tobjeots  for  epic  poetry  ought  always  tp  be  taken  from  periods  too  early  to  &11  within  the  reach  of  trae 
history.  And,  if  this  rule  is  shown  to  be  essential,  which  I  shall  attempt  to  do  in  what  follows,  it  will  be 
found  to  be  impossible  that  any  subject  proper  for  that  kind  of  writing  should  have  a  oooneotkn  witfek 
present  affiurs^  The  proper  bulitess  of  epic  poeli^  is^  A^tM  our  ifteas  of  human  perfectbn,  or,  aa 
the  critics  express  it,  to  excite  admiration.  In  order  to  do  this  in  any  tolerable  degree,  charactersmuad^ 
be  magnified,  and  accommodated  rather  to  our  notwns  of  heroicigreatness,than  tothe  real  state  of  human 
nature.  There  appears  a  certain  littleness  in  all  hien,  when  truly  knowo«  which  checks  admiration, 
fuid  confines  it  to  very  narrow  i^^niits ;  heroes,  themselves,  though  possessed  of  the  greatest  qualitie8|» 
are,  in  most  circumstances  of  thf»r  condldols  ao  diadh  opotiA^vei  with  the  ordinary  ran  of  mankind, 
tbat  such  as  bare  an  opportunity  of  being  intimately  acquainted  with  them,  do  not  admire  them  at 
the  same  rate  that  others  do,  who  view  them  only  at  a  distance.  The  common  conditions  of  humanity 
lessen  every  man ;  and  there  are  many  little  circumstances  inseparably  connected  with  onr  state  of 
being,  which  we  cannot  easily  reconcile  with  our  idea  of  Kpaminondas,  Plato,  Sdpb,  or  Caesar.  Fiooi 
tA  Ybis  it  plainly  appears,  £hat  adtniratSota  claims  fbr  its  dbject  something  sup^eribr  to  mere  hufbanity  ^ 
mnl  ther^fot^  such  posms  as  baVe  H  for  their  end  to  excite  admiration,  ought  to'ceIebrtte*those  persodtt 
*bnly  tintt  never  haveH)cen  treated  of  lyy  r^ular  bi^orians.  I^dr  histoiV  'gives  to  all  things  thefa-  jnH 
and  natural  dimensions ;  and,  if  it  should  interfere  with  poetical  fiction,  VOnld  effe<itnaTly  coofbte 
^bo#e  *beautifM  legends  whii^)  dfe  Invented  to  raise  out  ideas  of  chara<it«r  hUd  action,  above  tl^  atandanl 
'^t-wMdiejtperiencelias  fixe<i  them. 

Let  It  be  dbs^rveS,  as  a  Anther  iiotifirmJtffbn  of  (hemaitim  Which  I  aih  establisbhig,  tbat  there  la 
in  our  minds  a  principle  which  leads  us  to  admire  past  tithes,  especially  those  wbfch  are  mdit 
Temote from  our  own.  This  prejudice  is  Mrong  in  us ;  and,  without  being  directed  or  assisted  by  art, 
forms  in  the  mere  vulgar  of  all  countries,  the  most  extrava^nt  notions  ot  the  stature,  ytiength,  and 
Other  heroic  qualities  of  their  rem6te  ancestors.  Iliis  prejudice  so  fkvouralAe  to  poetical  fietiob, 
troe  history  effectually  destroys ;  and  therefore  poets,  th^,t  they  may  have  the  advat^tageof  it,  ought 
to  celebrate  those  persons  and  events  only  that  are.of  so  ^reat  antiquity,  as  notto  bei«^embered  ^iOk 
mty  degree  of  certainty  and  exactness. 

Sat,  instead  of  a  thousand  arguments  to  this  purpose,  let  us  Only  consider  the  madilnery  Wbicb  must 
be  employed  in  an  epic  poem  :  bow  Heaven  and  HeTl  must  both  be  put  in  motion,  and  brought  into  the 
action,  bow  eveitts  altogeth^  out  of  the  common  road  of  human  affiiirs,  and  no  ways  countenanced 
«itbcr  by  reason  or  by  experience,  must  be  offered  to  men*s  imagination,  so  as  to  be  admitted  for  irte. 
Let  ns  consider  all  this,  and  it  will  appear,  that  there  is  nothing  which  poets  ought  more  carefully  to 
nvoid,  than  Interfering  with  such  regalar  and  Well  vondied  accotftitft  of  things  as  would  effectually  con- 
fute their  feble,  and  make  the  meanest  reader  reject  it  with  contempt  This  is  a  point  of  prudence 
which  no  poet  has  yet  neglected  with  impimity.  Lucan,  according  to  his  usual  rashness,  has  takeb 
for  the  subject  of  an  epic  poem,  one  of  the  best  known  events  which  he  could  have  pitched  upon  in  thb 
whole  series  of  human  affairs ;  and  in  order  to  distinguish  himself  from  a  mere  historian,  is  often 
mider  a  necessity  of  starting  from  bis  subject,  and  employing  the  wholeforce  of  a  very  lively  and  frmtfiil 
fimmtkm,  in  unnecessary  descriptions  and  trifling  digressions.  This,  besides  other  inconveniences  df 
freater  importance,  gives  such  an  appearance  of  labour  and  straining  to  his  whole  performance,  as 
takes  much  from  the  merit  of  it,  with  all  who  have  any  notion  of  ease,  majesty,  and  simplicity  In 
writing.  He,  and  all  other  poets  who  have  fallen  iuto  the  same  erronr,  find  always  this  disadvantage 
attending  it,  that  the  true  and  fictitious  parts  of  their  woric  refuse  to  unite,  and  standing  as  it  were  lA; 
a  distance,  upon  terms  of  mutual  aversion,  reproach  each  other  witb  their  peculiar  defects.  Fictioh 
accuses  truth  of  narrowness  and  Want  of  dignity ;  and  this  again  represents  the  other  as  vain  an^ 
•extravagant.  Spenser,  who,  in  his  Faiiy  Queen,  not  only  treats  of  matters  within  the  sphere  of  regu- 
lar history,  but  describes  even  the  transactions  of  his  own  time,  in  order  to  avoid  the  ioconveniencek. 
which  he  knew  to  be  almost  inseparable  from  such  an  attempt,  covers  bis  story  with  a  veil  of  allegovy, 
that  few  of  bis  readers  are  able  to  penetrate.  This  stratagem  leaves  biin  at  full  liberty  in  the  exerds6 
of  bis  invention  ;  but  be  pays,  in  my  opinion,  too  dear  for  that  privilege,  by  sacrificing  to  it  all  the 
weight  and  autbority  whicl)  a  mbitttre  of  received  traditioii  and  r^  geography  wquld  hayegiveo  to  bH ' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Mle«  UaHbtm^bkm^^  titfteoteoftotbhiftBrawfe  pMinfiin«.toi9liistavy,Xpt  doesaot  icicoeeJ  ^n»f$M 
vpoB  that  aocomt  Bafeit  t»  to  b»miaenitonMi>  UmI  bit >chi(i;aoter»  ^ret  hqUdob,  but  divine  midjuir 
leciicBl  beiosi ;  MMt-tiHUb  it  ititlir  banwi  mture  qaIj'  whioh  suffen^byaijustrQDCCsseBtatifMi,  aiitf 
JoMMq  poiiitQfdifwIsrt  wben^tnlyvtevwib,  fitadai,  tb«'  hiftocicial  circuQiftaQce»  ^po^  ivbicb  l)f 
baiMi  ttr»«o.finv^  aiid|oiiM«KkiM>rdhiirr'  <l  m^^  ttetfttieyiaic^easjly  nfiOMn|ond»M«  tor  B»eUa4« 
tetfOB  $  and  mm^km, iBileadoliJBiitagliiin,aiid  MttiHf  bftvadt  to  bUiaT«iitkn«,they:««ir#  oa^to 
otaiHawmoi  «ifl>giiiB«4«gneof  ortdihiUtf  to  tduitoran  be  pVwuin. to  feign.  Sbai^wneare im^ilike* 
«to»lieqintod4i»anflBMpiiQ&itotiMg«iMnanili^  trint^hesftbeffita^c^  <^  m»nyoC,hi».piecet.iirpiii 
periedftaf«bfrBBg:lithlii8toivi.no|pny  rcvoie.aik^  iio«anlhdiiiidiPflEr  succeed*. raiQartca^^ 
Ae  beiaic  paMJon^  TlwttShabpapeTamalBai  agadariffa  bia  haroo  iwMadeniable;  aod^iQiiiwiotcoinin^il 
aeme  will  erer  pretend  to  assert,  that  real  characters  of  great  men,  touched  up  and  heightenfd,i]gry« 
poatioal  ftncyy  wiUnot  verjmatttraUy  eacite  adfniralioD*  Bat  thero  a<9  dlfilnrent  donppea.  of.  this 
pawioB,  w  wall  aa^  aU  «Cbeia :  am|4t isieRrideoty  tbit  tfa#-  ^^tgtfie  of  i^wbicb  Shakeq>^ra>inten4».to 
mifte^  isnaieqaaltoAhat  uliaob  Hanea  aanubat,  andltba^ber. writact4)f  the  epic  tribe*,  W0:ji^lr9 
■a  character  ia-Sbakflqpaafa*8  warkamwe  than  thaiiof  Henry.  V*  but  the  idea«wbich  Homer^giiresflui  of 
Aebinaaieetflliw>r»nobleaiidiaagiMt4  The  tragediaBaiiiai  8«nficb  of  tbe  ordioary,  iqan.iA  the 
cbarMtaroflitohara,ttetii*baaoaMtooil«iiiUar.wilbUmtoad«ki«e  a.  higb  degree.:  for  in 

time  Tevy  pieeea  in  wkich  ba  is  i^caseDted  at  porfMndof  hj»  nuMtremarlcaUeeapJotts^^hala 
often  taaoA  at  Us  leieure<  boun  aososiag  lameelf  nith.a  knot)  of  hiunouriste^  nirJrpnekrts,  ao4 
bafibonk    IdottotpratendtoceosaieSlialDeipearelftf.tlvaQMduQt.;  bacaiiieitfisjiQttbebagiiiesi.of 
a  tragedian  to inake  OS  admirey  bat  to interait  our  other  adOfeotieiM I  aod».toiBaliAhUb«BGies.ver]f| 
■meholQeela  ofadavratioB,  wonld  possibly  be <»a of  >th^«rfaAe9t enonva  that,aD.aatbor  of.that.ldnd 
oetald fidliato :  fertbepnaeipleof ooopMsiooy tonbieh.treged^ isi^aonJliaTly addressed, ;s,i4M»mpae 
tibia  with  bigbadmiratios  j  aad  anaa,  in  order  esther-to  beloved pt. pitied,  namt  appear  witb^ndeot. 
aymptouia  of  tba  weafcnessee'OOMaaoa  to  the  rest-  oft  tha  bameAiuad*  It  is.ow-omiimag^.iaidistressh 
aibiob  aflHcto  us;  and  we  nefar  pity* one  imder  cabuoakiesy  who  ieroot  weabenoiig^  to  bejaMrtdi 
by  tfaeae.    Hobmt,  apontbisaaoettnti  never  atteaiiito  ioeacito  pity^  ba^  iron,  snob  private  aad  do. 
■lestie  distiesiea  aa  stew  bisbsiiocs  ia  tbe  lit^t>of  oidinary  mea    Sop^iocles .  likewise,  froo»,  a  just) 
aiyaheusiyB tbat«the baroiO' peosien  inteifares  with  the  pioperapiritof  tra9Bdy»  leaseastoapwppMf 
tbe  gfoatcharaetera  wUeb  be  iatrodaees,  and  strips  tbe»  ofmorai  tfaanbalf tbnr  dignkky.    Tteugbi 
thsaclweflhabespoaga  mriaes  as  admire  hie  beBociMtmaeb  at. a^  tragedian  oQghtAa<do»  a«d  evennaerev^ 
i»  esae-iastaaees,  than  tha  raka^  qC<  ait»would  justify  $ .  yeft^  as  the  degree  of  adaHialiOA  whkbi  Im* 
caeiteaM  lessby  fiur  than  that  which  epie  poetryaiae  at»  itnaaiy  ateii he  raised  fcoaieabjeeto  tl^t  aie 
ikpietly  bisterieal^  tboagb  thahigbtr  ibgi  ate  of  tbatyatwiiinfiiianflt.    Were  my  jodgmeokof  safficianti 
mithoriiy  in  ttattem>ofi  critieisra^i  I  would  >  have  Ituoderstoodaa  a  rale^  tint  the  salgectstaf epie  jae^ 
try  should  be  taken  fiwn  traditien  only  5  that  tragedy  should  keep  witbia  the  limits  of  traorlMiBlary^; 
sndthat  cemedy^  without  meddUagat  all  with  bistorkud  faets,  should  eapose  vice  and  feflgr  ia<rcoent- 
iBStaneee,  aad  from  Ikring  eaamplea.    Thatpart .  of  the  niW  which  regards  epic  poetry,  is,  soAtieatly » 
jaatifcd  fnwi  what  has  been  already  said  $  aady  concerning  tragedy,  I  have  likewise  obeerved^ .  that  it . 
oaghtnot  toexalt  itigreatestcharactors  abovethe  standard  of  real  life.    From  this  it  will  feUen^  tktat*. 
it  may  be  stnctly  faieterkal  without  losing  any  real  •  advantage,and  attain  itsfail  perfectMa  withentiba 
aawstance  of  fable,    I  believe  it  will  be  easily  allowed,  that  wheretroth  and  fiction  are  eqaatty  subaer*' 
vient  to  tbe  purposes  of-  poetry,  tbefirst  ought  always  tobe  preferred ;  for  true  bietory  carries*  freight  1 
and  authority  with  it,  which  seldom  attend  stories  that  are  marely  fictitMus»  and  has  many'  other 
advamages  fbr  inteiesting  our  auctions  above  the  legends  of  remote  antkyoity.  But  as  tragedy  afaoald 
■ever  go  sofer  back  as  the  febalous  ages,  neither  should  it,  in  my  opinkm,  approaeb  too  neario  the  ^ 
present  times;  fer  though  it  does  not  aim  at  raising  and  gratifymg  the  passion  of  admiraikw^  yet '  iV. 
bas  a  degree  of  dignity  to  maintain,  whwh  it  would  endanger  by  treating  of  events  too  recent^  aai. 
cbaiBcters  too  partkmlarly  remembered.    Comedy,  on  the  other  hand,  and  indeed  every  species  of, 
aatnc  whatsoever,  ought  to  attock  living  chafacters  only,  and  the  vices  and.  follies  of.  pBeesnA  tknes^ 
Halt  hnperfeetkn  which  appears  in  every  thing  when  viewed  near,  a  drenmstance  so  unfevouaaUe  to . 
the  genios  of  epks  poetiy  and  tragedy,  felb  in  precisely  with  that  of  comedy,  a  kind  of  writing:  which 
bas  no  dignity  to  support,  points  always  at  what  is  ridtcutoos,  and  marks  its  objects  with  charaotemof  * 
iktleneBB  and  contempt    We  natarally  admire-past  t'mies,  and  reverence  the.deed  ;  aad  ooaaeqnently 
aiWDOtao  much  disposed  to  laagh  atfeols,  who  have  already  fiaisbediheir  parts,  and  retited»aa;  at 
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ibob  who  areyet  upon  the  stage.  .  The  aneiflnl  oniedy  of  the  Giedo,  iriiich  proceeded  open  fhii 
maxiiii,  was  certainly,  opoo  that  acooant,  the  most  perfect  species  of^satire  that  ever  was  ioTentedi 
Homer,  as  he  exceeds  all  other  poets  In  metit,  has  likewise  the  advantage  of  them  in  point  of  good  for- 
tone;  the  oooditionof  the  age  in  which  he  wrote  gave  him  an  opportanitjr  of  celebrating*  in  his  poems, 
events,  which  though  they  were  m  his  days  of  no  great  antiquity,  and  oonseqoMitly  the  more  inters 
csting,  yet  had  fiOlen,  through  the  want  of  anthentic  reooids,  into  so  happy  a  degree  of  obacorityj 
that  he  wiuat  full  liberty  to  feign  concerning  tbem-what  he  pleased,withoni  any  danger  of  confutation. 
This  is  an  advantage  which  sucoeeduig  poets  ooold  not  boast  of  ;  and  therefbrehave  fennd  themsdvee 
nndera  necessity,  eithei^  of  taking  their  sotgects  from  remote  antiquity,  as  Ihave  done,  ot,  (iHiichy 
in  my  opinkm,  is  worse]  of  attempting  to  mixfable  with  trae  hh*ofy»  which  never  canbe  donewith 


Hie  mythokigy  in  the  following  poem  will  probably  give  oflEenoe  to  some  renders,  who  will  think  it 
ndecent  for  a  Christian'  to  write  in  soch  a  manner  as  to  suppose  the  truth  of  a  Qeathen  religion^ 
They  will  be  of  opinion,  that  it  wonld  have  been  better,  either  to  have  nftradnoed  no  religious  systen» 
at  all,  or  to  have  chosen  such  a  sotjectas  wonM  have  admitted  of  the  tme  system.    I  shall  endeavour 
to  answer  this  olgection,  by  establislSng  two  maxims  directly  opposite  to  what  is  proposed  in  the  pre- 
ceding alternative,  and  show  not  only  that  divine  beings  are  necessary  dwracten  in  an  epic  poem,  but 
likewise  that  it  is  highly  unproper  to  introduce  the  true  Ctodhito  a  work  of  that  nature.    If  these  tw» 
poinU  are  fuUy  madeout,  the  force  of  the  otjection  will  be  takenaway.    As  to  the  ^nt  of  them,  let  us. 
again  consider  the  end  which  epic  poetry  propoees  to  itself :  it  aims  at  editing  admiratian,  by  setting 
before  us  images  of  whatever  is  great  and  miUe  in  the  human  character :  it  is  necessary  for  this  pur- 
pose thata  poet  should  give  his  heroes,  not  only  all  those  intrinsic  qualities  which  make  men  admired, 
hut  that  he  should  magnify  them  likewise  by  a  skillnl  management  of  outward  circumstances.    We  do 
not  form  our  notkNis  either  of  persons  or  things  from  their  >real  qualities  only  i  circumstances  of  a 
foreign  nature,  and  merely  accessory,  have  as  great  an  mtlueroMt  as  these  b  determining  our  a^ro« 
bation  and  dislike.    This  observation  shows  the  importance  of  mythofogy  lo  epic  poetry ;  for  notfaim^ 
can  render  a  perBOn  of  greater  consequence  m  the  ejre  of  the  world,  than  an  opinion  that  the  gods  re^ 
gard  him  with  a  peculiar  degree  of  attentioo,  and  are  much  interested  in  all  that  relates  to  him.    I£ 
people  are  once  considered  as  the  favourites  of  Heaven,  or  instruments  chosen  for  the  aocomplisbmentt 
of  its  important  purposes ;  poets  may  tell  of  tliem  what  great  things  they  please,  without  seemmg  to 
exaggerate,  or  say  any  thing  that  exceeds  the  bounds  of  probability.    Homer,  was  certainly  of  this 
opinbn,  when  he  ascribed,  to  his  heroes,  valour  and  other  great  qualities  in  so  immoderate  a  degree  ^ 
for,  had  the  gods  never  interposed  in  any  of  the  events  which  he  celdintes ;  had  his  chief  actors  been, 
no  ways  connected  with  them,  either  in  pomt  of  fovour  or  consanguinity,  and  iwpresented,  at  the  same 
time,  as  performing  the  high  exploits  which  he  ascribes  to  them,  instead  of  being  iqnP^anded  as  the 
first  of  poets,  he  would  have  been  censured  as  the  most  folse  and  most  credubus  of  historians.    This 
argument  in  favour  of  poetical  mythology,  with  another  which  might  be  taken  from  the  advantage- 
it  is  of  in  point  of  ornament,  and  a  third  from  its  use  in  allegory,  has  determined  almost  all  the  wri- 
ters who  have  followed  the  epic  or  heroic  style,  to  alkw  it  a  place  in  their  compositions  :  snch  of  thnns 
as  have  taken  their  sulgect  from  GredL  or  Roman  story,  have  adopted  the  mythology  of  Homer  ;  and 
the  rest,  m  celebrating  more  modern  heroes,  have,  instead  of  that,  made  use  of  the  true  rdigion,  cor- 
rupted by  an  unnatural  mixture  of  northern  superstition  and  Grecian  faUe.    From,  a  practice  there- . 
fore  so  nnivertal,  we  may  jostly  infer,  that  poet's  have  looked  upon  mytho^gy  as  a  thing  of  great  use  in 
their  compositions,  and  almost  esBcotial  to  the  art. 

It  maybe  alleged,  after  all  that  has  been  said,  that,  to  bring  gods  into  epic  poetry,  is  inconvenient . 
on  mapy  accounts;  that  it  prevents  a  proper  display  of  character  in  the  human  actors,  turnii^  them 
all  into  so  many  machineB,  to  be  moved  and  guided  by  the  immediate  impulses  of  deity ;  that  it 
breaks  in  upon  the  order  of  natural  causes,  and  renders  all  art,  either  in  the  plan  or  conduct  of  a 
wori[,  superfluous  and  unnecessary.     If  what  this  objectioQ  supposes  were  true,  and  that  the  mixing  of . 
gods  with  men  in  the  action  of  an  epic  poem,  neoessarify  tamed  the  whole  into  miracle ;  if  it  were  an . 
unavoidable  consequence  of  this  method,  that  the  human  actors  should  be  governed  in  all  they  do  by 
divine  impulse  determining' them,  without  regard  to  their  natural  characters,  and  tbe  probable  mo-' 
lives  which  ought  to  influence  them :  in  short,  if  mythology  could  have  no  place  in  a  poem,  but  at  the 
^expense  of  manners,  order,  connection,  andjevery  other  thing  that  can  render  a  work  either  beautiful 
nr  iostractive,  it  would  be  an  aigument  against  it  of  snch  weight,  as  mrthing  alleged  in  its  fiwoux  woulA 


Digitized  by 


Google 


PREFACE  TO  THE  BPIGONIAD/  U7 

fcevbletecoiiiiteiMfliiee.    Bottheolgcctionisby  no  means  weUfcundcd;  for,  thc^ 
ftniAdiKiMapplk»tionofmytlioloK7,prodacttveor  all  those  iU  effects  which  have  been  mentioned  j 
yet  it  is  obvious,  both  from  reason  and  experience,  that  mythology  may  be  managid  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  be  attended  with  none  of  them.  '  And  this  will  appear  from  a  very  obvious  example :  the  great- 
est purt  of  mankind,  in  ewry  age,  have  bdieved  that  gods  and  superior  beings  gofem  and  direct  the  ' 
osorse  of  human  afikirs.    Many  individuals,  and  even  whole  nations,  have  thoij^ht  that  all  the  . 
actioBs  and  events  of  oor  lives  are  predetermined  by  an  over-ruling  power,  and  that  we  suffer  the 
coDtrolof  an  irresistible  necessity  in^all  we  do:  yet  this.opinion  never  changes  the  moral  feelings  of « 
radi  as  entertam  it,  and  their  judgment  of  characters  and  actions  ;  they  love  and  hate,  approve  and 
disap|wove,adnure  and  despise,  in  the  same  manner  as  others  do  who  beHeve  that  men  are  absolutely 
fite,  and  that  tiieir  final  determinations  proceed  only  iram  themselves.  But  when  it  is  undentood,  that 
peopteactwithoQtconsciousiiess,orthattheorgansof  their  bodies  are  not  under  the  dominion  of  their 
own  wills,  but  actuated  by  some  other  being  without  their  consent;    in   short,   wh^  mere  physical 
neoenity  is  sobstitnted  in  place  of  moral,  all  idea  of  character,  all  sense  of  approbation  and  disapproba- 
tion  immediately  ceases.    Prom  this  fact,  the  truth  of  which  nobody  will  dispute,  it  is  easy  to  judge  in  . 
whatcaaes  the  interposition  of  gods  in  the  action  of  a  poem  wiU  prevent  a  proper  display  of  the  human 
eharactersy  and  when  not.    Volition,  asappears  by  the  example  now  given,  is  that  upon  which  all 
onrmoval  ideas  arefimnded  :  so  loogthen  as  volition  is  exerted,  there  is  a  character,  and,  when  that  i 
ceases,  the  character  is  lost    If  therefore  the  deities  in  a  poem  are  employed  in  iMiim«*f»y  and 
deterring  the  heroes,  only  by  snggestingsuch  motives  as  are  proper  to  influence  their  wills  ;  such  inter- 
position by  no  means  interferes  with  the  display  o(ch«racter,  but  rather  fiivours  it;  for  the  quality  of 
every  mmd  may  be  known  from  the  motives  by  which  it  is  determined ;  and  Minerva's  prevailing 
withPandarustobegoiltyofapieceoftreachery,'bysuggestingthat  Paris  would  reward  him  for  it, 
discovered  the  venality  of  his  temper  as  much  as  if  he  had  done  the  same  action  from  a  like   motive 
oocarring'to  himsdC 

IV>ets  often  make  the  gods  infte  an  nnocMnmon  degree  of  vigour  htto  their  heroes,  for  answering  so^ 
great  ooeasioo,  and  add  to  the  grace  and  dignity  of  th^  figure.  Sometimes  they  make  a  second- 
rate  beio  the  first  in  a  particular  action,  and,,  with  their  assistance,  he  distinguishes  himself  above  such 
as  are  at  other  times  more  remarkable  for  valour  and  SQcoess;  all  this  is  so  agreeable  to  what  happens 
natmally,  and  from  mere  mechanical  causes,  that  we  finrget  the  gods,  and  interpret  what'liappens 
as  if  they  had  not  interposed  at  alL  For  everybody  Imows,  that  when  people  are  roused  to  any 
remarkable  exertMO  of  force,  they  become  strongerthan  they  are  at  other  times;  and  that,  whenm  this 
mamer  the  spirits  rise  to  an  uncommon  height,  the  whole  body  acquh^sncF  graces.  Vak>ur  is  nota 
fixed  and  permanent  quality,  nor  is  it  found  m  any  one  always  in  the  same  degree.  Plutarch 
cbeerves,  that  of  all  the  vhtnes  it  exerts  itself  most  irr^^darly.and  rises  by  fits  like  a  divine  inspire* 
tioo.  Hie  sense  which  every  man  has  of  these  things,  makes  him  look  upon  the  interposition  of  gods 
in  such  cases  as  a  mythological  way  of  expressing  what  is  merely  natural,  and  allow  such  as  perform 
the  great  actions  in  a  poem  to  possess  the  whole  merit  of  them.  It  never  lessens  our  opinion  of  He^ 
tor's  valour,  for  instance,  that  Apollo  ofken  assists  him ;  nor  do  we  think  Ulysses  less  prudent,  because 
be  is  guided  by  the  influence  of  Minerva.  We  have  as  clear  impressions  of  those,  and  the  other  Ho-  ' 
neric  chaiaeters,  as  we  have  of  any  characters  whatsOQver,  and  discern  their  limits  and  distinguishiug 
marks  as  cleariy,  as  if  they  had  acted  altogether  of  themselves.  That  superior  beings  should  bo 
employed  in  governing  the  events  of  things,  and  interposing  by  thunder,  earthquakes,  inuiidations, 
pestilcnoes,  and  the  like,  can  never  be  thought  unnatural  in  poeUy,  by  any  one  who  believes  that 
Providence  actually  manages  the  affiurs  of  the  world  by  such  means.  It  belongs  to  men  to  design  and 
act,  but  to  Heaven  alone  to  determine  events.  Though  a  poet,  therefore,  should  represent  an  afmy 
weaker  and  worse  conducted,  prevailing,  in  oonsequenoe  of  that  kind  of  interposition  which  ba^.  been 
mentioned,  over  another,  evidently  better  and  stronger;  there  would  be  nothing  unnatural  in  such  an  . 
aeoount,  or  contrary  to  what  is  often  experienced  in  real  affiurs. 

After  all  that  has  been  said,  it  must  be  owned,  that  if  gods  are  brought  in  upon  slight  oocasioos,  and 
for  trifling  purposes  ;  if  they  are  put  upon  working  miracles  in  order  to  cover  blunders  eiUier  in  the 
plan  or  execution  of  a  poem,  and  employed  in  cutting  such  knots  as  the  author  himself  has  not  the 
skill  or  patience  to  untie  ;  it  must  be  owned,  I  say,  that  this  is  a  very^wrong  application  of  mythology, 
and  attoided  with  alt  the  disadvantages  which  the  objection  mentions.  It  is  a  stratagem,  wliich,  if 
often  practised,  woi^d  teach  the  reader  at  last  to  disregard  all  appearances,  and,  when  the  niobt 
important  periods  of  affairs  were  approaching,  to  ramaio  quite  secure  and  uninterested,  trusting  tlidi  a 
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aU  togfebtobytho  ilwrteit^ttid*attlt€gfeQtuaI  method  Tliave  ooa^ferai  this  ctjoMM  ai^grttttr 
lengtikyJbeowuieaiifiMrTMWrife  «ppiMi%  ««ir  id«BtiU9;)  andt^lMllprboeediiv'^At  iteimite^.  alUrl^ 
havif takan  noMoft^sMifaei^  whwh*h»»tthwiin  aomft  appearauk  o£fM«i.  I*iiiili«ba  HHHiflHiiirfaai 
▼aneDt^  aa  it  is  the  design  of  epto  poetrjrio  laisa  and  dignHyrjImBiftii^  ohaHatei^  ^bMr  §&&k*1hmM' 
appaaf .with  noiiB'tbl}  same  tpmes  of  actiaa.  It>  Mil  be  aAlef^;  tfafeit  iir  tllSs  case  the ^hrintf  panoiw 
wttl neciiiarily  cwwf ih^wr thft JiiwMi%. kwaptiifni  1i|»ftfioM|Mflam  and. coKsM|Ufliitf3E<  jjiiadueeaB' 
eftok- dire<tlyopyoiili  to'wkalriiatnlaDdad^  Thi»tikr|acliai^ •  hoiiat  jnlwMiMfiii . iinBa< .  notrsejSln  ta  bv> 

cbareoteniin  a- pseia  ecUpBod  tb«  bumaa  Besides^  tbis  it  what  c^ntot^asiiy  }ttpfesr ;  fbf*,  -kC-'f  ay 
paiwAai^.iMirtksgCbpya^attgagad  imiiaitteiali  eifiMrx)rifcioe  or  skm>  and  thsC  a  few  men  take^natf 
jOi  tha  debate^  difidi^r  tfaaaiMivasi  bat«Mn<  13m  opporite  sidsn^  and.  '■^•rp  tktm*  9^m^iemikr 
otter,  iMKiId  tha  exploits  of  the  fblUfffown  hkd,  bMnsver  ^HMiriaMe;  immm  thasoictfthabByt  ?  byt  vm* 
mmm  i  forthiiigsihatafe  confessedly  uoeqaalf  never  oonke  into'  competitioat^  and  thtftUn  cfcaiisl'b»* 
eiUier  lesseaed  ot^  rtsgnifiadby  ijipstiiwg'  tageMian  ii»-we  lesa  diipo6«d  toadaMrstfaa'valoor  tf$- 
AdaUcii  basatwrifc  is  nudurtrnd^ia  mm  MHW> Witoh  ibnJmft^  h  ortbe^asswitgr^tfillyiBtSjbacuirtir 

hk'pmtiUM\mHtta  not  equrf  to  that;orM!Hftr»tt  I'   ^»  thato-  ia^onrnlsfKiiuBtaww  iifciiii isrfwai  ft*- 

absotatei^mpoBsibte  for  tha  gods  in  efMO poetry «o  edipso  the  mentn'poinfc  iDTfaflrbtnap; aBd(St4i4fcis|M 
tl«tid»fodMi«  iaBoMtsI^  and  coascFqamtly  oansnot  exert  that  io  wbkh  heniina  cbiaAyrctonsiltSy'tTiar 
thamnwpi  of  tented  HaiMrv' HiM^MtH^flHohtedailieswsiBnclrolitbatqBaliS^ 
iniriatbaqiwki6VBbl«iaBd'Mse^tlM«of)nutf';  H  l»ecdi»ai  irttM<»lMs%faosliwNarito  og^tha^criti^^htt" 
dMtMit  attoid  to  the  reaMW  of  ftiis^diHB^  so.'     BM'  H6diLer  w&S  Uw  gMd  » judfyro f  pwipsiaty  ^  otifrtatr* 
seosiMa  thak^napoiaoft'OMldappear^lCh  adtMftag^e  Mk  Oilataryt  a«lioat>  yfhtnyet/kar*^  nMumifiarpdkA>- 
of  persenal-tefety ; .  aoAtlmt  olaiaf ci- fefcj.  ttKignifiaept  niiUftwrj  nad  nrnrt  thV  higfifisli  isMf  imfciiiiist 
win  never  constitute  the  heroic  character,  where  patience  and  a  contempt  of  dangeMM*etta'Gp|iai^Q»- 
nHy of IftppoMhig.    Iris  this  cifctnMtsnoe  trMeh  gireSuthoinim«as>is  <^it^p0etryral1ll■nifclt  advat- 
tagwover  tbw^Ainoplals  %  «Mhd  Mars,  wbett^sberod  into  the  'field  wilhidl  the  ponfef^and^agaifioete^o^ 
Homeric  dSttdriirttony  ia^im  oljaO  l«ssto>  toadtoiredthaiftDiMiadyJIjax^and  many  ctharti  wbooEMlfb«t« 
blravely^  though ^eotisoiom^ofmai  Wltij^  HtHMr,  wiii»hai«Miiagedi^  gwafcchaasotarswiUfthrtwaatt 
jodgaaent  and'tt^Sctest'  attlniion  to  cireufflttaAces/  taltai  €»in^^  Ism  AcbiHasoarlyiiaiaiMad^thaitbwt 
waa^apefMvwfeTlay,  elsobe  migfatseenttoocoBSci^aaofsafiKty.  flonhtsnatebldBB  Ttfetfr^aatf  theit 
annonr whidhbewors^  to- bogfM*^^ m«tbcik )|dii€b is saetttto boadanred^ the coHdw^ogdeathy. whoa* 
tlfe  dangerof ifisiMMlBeirti    H'nMSl4««NlEiMWlsdgad,  tb«^'a«f  Mttea<a  BaaadisO'  Iiosi^htfivnaw* 
idiiiaehiner3rom^8badowthe'h««»«hiMctenraad  thaftthe»heK>ea>of  tlM  poeaaMMwaifr  of  tlliefltf* 
imaosteias  bvMlteir  it  is  tOibe  remanAered^  tbM  Pavadlse'LoBt«isanfoHc<altogatbtfr  ffffe^Dlar;  UMb^hi^ 
sAbJeetoMt  isvwtepioj  but  Utagic)  attd>tbbt«Ad«B(*and:'BM<ave  4iot  designed  to*  be<t)bjaels<of«attmixftr  • 
tjon-,  bat  of  pity :  it  istrvgte  in  i«rplolvaAtf%pae 'faults  dran  and;>iMi«falMcyc  as  artrsfady^  it'dae»» 
not  fill) nndert!te'pre0ent'<in«8tioii;  and bstaa-epio  poedl^ it* i » wJMs lii lifceiwaay by* i 
tery  unoanmon^.vizi  that  in  the  part  of  it  wtticb  ispiopeily' ^d>-there<afe''nO''b«i»a»*] 
atall. 

I  have  hi  this  manner <end«n¥o«red^o  pM^  4htt ^uijUtolggy  sa neteiMryito  an  «pic  peem^ttid  thati 
the  chief  objections  to  the  use  of  It  ar«  of  fittid  oonseqiUniO.    lywoeadtoastabliBMIia^ilba^psapa 
sition  which  I  mentioned,  and  show,  thatthetra»OodonghtiaottobobvQ«igftt  into  a-waikfof  thal» 
nnture.    And  if  this  prapoBition<o«ir.ba  made  oti%  it  wiU  easily  appear  fitom  it  and  th6  pcece(6ngf  ono '. . 
taken  together,  that  poets -are  onder^nnecossityi-of  hnvingrao^aMalo  afidsa  theology,  and  that  thoyr 
are  not  to  be  blsmed  for  doing  what '  th6  n«t«r0  of  epic  pootry  ontbaisno  handy  and«  raapaet  to  'tha- 
trae  reltg!on  on  the  other,  render  ttfecessaty  and'tanavoidablOb    Wl"ptw<nytha  'pnai  ia '  qvestisa^  I  r 
need  only  obserre,  that  no  person  can  appear  with  adrantage  in^poetry,  who  is  not  represented  aooord- 
ing  to  the  form  and  condition  of  a  man.  This  art  tddresses  itself  chiefty  to  tho  imagination)  a  focidty. 
which  apprehends  nothing  in  the  way  of  charaoler  that  is  not  human,  and  aeconlim;  tothe  aaatogy 
of  that  natnre  of  which  we  ourselves  are  conscfdus.     B«t1t  would  be  equally  impious  and  absaidri 
to  represent  the  deity  in  this  manner,  and  tocoiftrive  for  him  a  parrticolar  character,  and  method  of' 
acting,  agreeable  to  the  prejudices  of  weak  and  i^nnt  menials.'    Idrtbe  early  ages  of  the  churdM^ 
he  thought  fit  to  accommodate  himself/  by  such  li  piece  of  condesoension,  tn  the  notionaand  appre-  • 
hensions  of  his  creatores :  hot  it  would  be  hidecent  in 'any  nmnto  use  the  same  freedom^  and  do  that-, 
for  God,  which  he  only  has  a  right  to  dd  for  hims«l£    The  aothor  of  ^PMidias  Lost  has  ofieiidtdiiot»» 
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V^riy  in  tbit  respect;  and,  though  no  encomiums  are  too  great  for  him  as  a  poet,  he  is  justly 
^haigeable  with  impiety,  for  presuming  to  represent  the  Divine  Nature,  and  the  mysteries  of  religion, 
Moordiog  to  the  narrowness  of  human  prejudice :  his  dialogues  between  the  Father  and  the  Son  j  his 
empkjing  a  Being  of  infinite  wisdom  in  discussing  the  subtleties  of  school  divinity ;  the  sensual  views 
which  be  gives  of  the  happiness  of  Heaven,  admitting  into  it,  as  a  part,  not  only  real  eating  and  drinking, 
bat  another  kind  of  animal  pleasure  too  by  no  means  more  refined :  these,  and  such  like  circumstances, 
though  perfectly  poetical,  and  agreeable  to  the  genius  of  an  art  which  adapts  every  thing  to  the  hu- 
maa  mode,  are,  at  the  same  time,  so  inconsistent  with  truth,  and  the  exalted  ideas  which  we  ought 
to  entertain  of  divine  things,  that  they  must  be  highly  ofi<ensive  to  all  such  as  have  just  impressions  of 
religion,  and  would  not  choose  to  see  a  ssrstem  of  doctrine  revealed  from  Heaven,  reduced  to  a  state  of 
ttrnfiiiuiity  with  heathen  superstition.  True  theology  ought  not  to  be  used  in  an  epic  poem,  for  ano- 
ther reason,  of  no  less  weight  than  that  which  has  been  mentioned,  viz.  That  the  human  characters 
which  it  represents  should  never  be  formed  upon  a  perfect  moral  plan,  but  have  their  piety  (for  in- 
stance) tinctured  with  superstition,  and  their  general  behaviour  influenced  by  affection,  passion,  and 
pr^udjce.  This  will  be  thought  a  violent  paradox,  by  such  as  do  not  know  that  imperfect  characters 
hiterest  ns  more  than  perfect  ones,  and  t%at  we  are  doubly  instructed  when  we  see,  in  one  and  the  same 
example,  both  what  we  ought  to  follow  and  what  we  ought  to  avoid.  Accordingly  Horace,  in  his  Epistle 
tolAUins,  where  he  bestows  the  highest  encomiums  upon  the  Iliad,  as  a  work  which  delineated  vice  and 
virtue  better  than  the  writings  of  the  most  celebrated  philosophers,  says  of  it,  notwithstanding,  that  it  is 
taken  up  in  describing  the  animosities  of  foolish  kings  and  infsatuated  natkms.  To  go  to  the  bottom  of 
this  matter,  it  will  be  proper  to  observe,  that  men  are  capable  of  two  sorts  of  character,  which  may  be 
distinguished  by  the  names  of  natural  and  artificial  The  natural  character  implies  all  those  feelings,* 
passions,  desires,  and  opinions,  which  men  have  from  nature  and  common  experience,  independent  of 
speculation  and  moral  refinement.  A  person  of  this  character  looks  upon  outward  prosperity  as  a  real 
food,  and  ccmsiders  the  calamities  of  life  as  real  evils;  loves  his  friends,  hates  his  enemies,  admires  his 
ftoperion,  is  assuming  with  respect  to  his  inferiors,  and  stands  upon  terms  of  rivalship  with  his  equals; 
in  short,  is  governed  by  all  those  passions  and  opinions  that  possess  the  hearts  and  determine  the  action^ 
of  ordinary  men.  Thi  force  and  magnitude  of  this  character  is  in  proportion  to  the  strength  of  these 
natural  dispositions ;  and  its  virtue  consists  in  having  the  generous  and  beneficent  ones  predominant. 
As  to  that  sort  of  character,  again,  whlbh  1  distinguished  by  the  name  of  artificial ;  it  consists  in  a  ha- 
bit of  raiod  formed  by  discipline,  according  to  the  cool  and  dispassionate  dictates  of  reason.  This 
character  is  highly  mora),  but,  in  my  opinion,  far  less  poetical  than  the  other,  by  being  less  fit  for 
interesting  our  aiiections,  which  are  formed  by  the  wise  Author  of  our  nature  for  embracing  such  beings 
as  are  of  the  same  temper  and  complexion  with  ourselves,  and  are  marked  with  the  common  infirmi- 
ties of  human  nature.  Persons  of  the  high  philosophic  character,  are  too  firm  and  unmoved,  amidst 
the  eaUottfties  they  ineet  with,  to  excite  much  sympathy,  and  are  too  much  superior  to  the  sallies  of 
passion  and  partial  affection,  the  popular  marks  of  generosity  and  greatness  of  mind,  ever  to  he  much 
admired  by  the  bulk  of  mankind.  If  the  most  accomplished  poet  in  the  world  should  take  a  rigid  phi- 
losopher for  the  chief  character  either  of  an  epic  poem  or  a  tragedy,  it  is  easy  to  conjecture  what 
would  be  the  success  of  such  an  attempt;  the  work  would  assume  the  character  of  its  hero,  and,  be 
cold,  dispassionatis,  and  uninteresting.  There  is,  however,  a  species  of  panegyric  proper  for  such  sort 
of  perfection,  and  it  may  be  represented  to  advantage,  either  in  history  or  prosQ  dialogue,  but  it  will 
never  strike  the  bulk  of  mankind.  Pbto,  in  his  apology  of  Socrates,  deceives  us;  as  Mr.  Addison 
likewise  does  in  his  tragedy  of  Cato:  for  both  of  them  attempt  to  persuade  us,  that  we  are  affected 
with  the  contemplation  of  unshaken  fortitude,  white  we  are  only  sympathizing  with  suffering  inno- 
cence. The  tenderness  of  humanity  appearing  through  the  hardness  of  the  philosophic  character,  is 
that  which  affects  us  in  both  instances,  and  not  that  unconquered  greatness  of  mind,  which  occasions 
rather  wonder  and  astonishment  than  genume  affection. 

From  what  has  been  said,  it  is  easy  to  infer,  that  the  great  characters,  both  in  epic  poetry  and  tra- 
gedy-, ought  not  to  be  formed  upon  a  perfect  moral  plan ;  and  therefore  heroes  themselves  must  often 
be  represented  as  acting  from  such  motives,  and  governed  by  such  affections,  as  impartial  reason  can- 
not  approve  of:  but  it  would  be  highly  indecent  to  make  a  being,  whom  religion  teaches  us  to  consi- 
der as  perfect,  enter  into  the  views  of  such  persons,  and  exert  himself  in  order  to  promote  their  extra- 
vagant enterprizes.  *niis  would  be  to  bring  down  the  infinite  wisdom  of  God  to  the  level  of  human 
feHy,  and  to  make  him  altogether  such  aq  one  as  ourselves* 

VOL.  XIU  K 
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A  fiilse  theologj'  tberefoie,  ought  rather  to  be  employed  in  poetical  fiompontions  Um  the  tne  i 
for,  as  the  superior  beings  which  are  introduced  must  of  necessity  be  represeoted  as  asaumiog  tho 
passions  and  opinions  of  those  whom  they  feTour,  it  is  surely  much  safer  to  employ  a  set  of  imaginary 
beings  for  this  purpose,  than  Qod  himself,  and  the  blessed  angels,  who  ought  always  to  be  objects  oC 
oifr  reyerencje. 

The  same  reasoning  which  leads  to  this  conclusion,  will  likewise  make  us  sensible,  that  among  falM 
religions,  those  ought  to  be  preferred  which  «ce  least  ooimected  with  the  true;  for  the  soperftitioiia 
i^bich  priests  and  poets  haTC  built  upon  the  Christian  faith,  dishonour  it,  and  therefore  should,  if  poii« 
iible,  be  buried  in  oblivion.  The  ancient  Greek  theology  leems  upon  ail  accounts  the  fittest  It  ha« 
00  conpection  with  the  true  system,  and  therefore  may  be  treated  with  the  greatest  freedom,  witboqi 
ind4scency  or  ground  of  offence.  It  consists  of  a  number  of  beautlfol  fables,  suited  to  the  taste  of  tb9 
most  lively  and  ingenious  people  that  ev^  existed,  and  so  much  calcnlated  to  ravish  and  transport  % 
warm  imagination,  that  many  poets  in  modern  times,  wh9  proceeded  upon  a  different  theology,  hav* 
notwithstanding  been  so  bewitched  with  its  charms,  as  to  admit  it  into  their  works,  though  it  dash- 
ed yiolently  with  the  system  which  they  bad  Adopted.  MiHoo  is  remarkable  in  this  respect}  and  thf 
more  so,  aa  his  poem  is  altogether  of  a  religious  D»ture«  and  the  suljcct  of  it  taken  from  half 
writ. 

Some  may  possibly  imagine,  that  ihp  following  woik  would  have  had  greater  merit,  if  it  had  cffere4 
to  th^  world  a  set  of  characters  entirely  ney,  and  a  story  no  ways  connected  with  any  thing  that  is  aU 
feady  known.  I  am  not  of  this  opinioOi  bi:|t  peraoaded,  on  the  contrary,  that,  to  invent  a  story  quite 
oew,  with  a  catalogue  of  names  never  before  hfiard  o^  would  be  an  attempt  of  such  a  natarp,  as 
could  not  be  made  with  tolerable  success ;  for  every  man  must  be  sensible,  that  the  wonders  wbicb 
epip  poetry  relates,  will  shosk  even  the  ignorant  vulgar,  and  appear  altogether  ridiculous,  if  they  ara 
pot  founded  upon  something  which  has  already  gained  a  degree  of  credit  Our  first  ideas  are  taken 
fnxn  experience  J  and,  though  we  may  be  brought  to  receive  notions,  not  only  very  different  Ikoai 
those  which  experienoe  suggests,  but  «yen  jdirectly  contrary  to  them,  yet  this  is  not  to  be  done  sod* 
4enly  and  at  one  attempt :  such,  therefore,  as  would  have  their  fictions  fovorably  received,  most  lay 
it  down  as  a  rule,  to  accomipodatc  wbattliey  feign  to  established  prejudices,  and  build  upon  stories 
which  are  already  in  soo'.e  meas^r^  believed.  With  this  precaution,  they  may  go  great  lengths  with^ 
out  appearing  absurd,  but  will  sopo  shock  the  meanest  understandings,  if  they  neglect  it  Had  tbera 
been  no  fabulous  accounts  copceroiog  the  Trcijan  expedition  current  in  Greece  and  Asia,  at  the  tioui 
when  Iloqier  wrote,  the  stories  which  he  tells,  though  the  most  beautiful  that  ever  were  invented 
would  have  appeared  to  bis  cotemporaries  altogether  rldicukxis,  and  never  been  admired,  till  anti* 
quity  had  procured  them  credit  or  a  tradition  beett  formed  afterwards  to  vouch  for  them  to  the  worid; 
fyt,  in  matters  of  an  extraordinary  kind,  not  only  reason,  but  even  invagination,  requires  more  than  » 
single  testimony  to  ground  its  a^nt  upon ;  and  therefore,  though  I  should  have  invented  a  set  of 
^aracters  entirely  new,  and  framed  a  story  for  the  subject  of  my  poem  no  ways  connected  with  anjr 
thing  that  has  yet  been  heard  of,  and  been  so  happy  in  this  attempt  as  to  produce  what  might  equal, 
in  point  of  perfection,  any  of  the  most  beautiful  fobles  of  antiquity;  it  would  have  wanted,  notwith- 
standing, what  is  absolutely  necessary  in  order  to  success,  ms,  that  credit  which  new  invented  fictions 
derive  from  their  connection  with  such  as  are  already  become  familiar  to  men's  imaginations. 

Traditiop  is  the  best  ground  upon  which  fable  can  be  built,  not  only  because  it  gives  the  appearanon 
of  r^lity  to  things  th^tare  merely  fictitious,  but  likewise  because  it  supplies  a  poet  with  the  most  pro* 
per  materials  for  his  invention  to  work  upon.  There  are  some  fabulous  stories  that  please  more  unt'< 
▼ersally  than  others ;  and  of  this  kind  are  the  wonders  which  tradition  reports;  for  they  are  accommo- 
dated to  the  afiections  and  piissious  of  the  bulk  of  mankind,  in  the  same  mamier  as  national  proveilw 
are  to  their  undei^tandings.  The  striot  accommodation  in  both  instances  proceeds  from  the  same 
cause,  ots.  that  nothing  of  either  sort  is  the  work  of  one  man,  or  of  one  age,  but  of  many.  T^itxKHi 
are  not  perfected  by  their  first  inventors,  nor  proverbs  established  upon  a  single  authority.  Proverbs 
derive  their  credit  from  the  general  consent  of  mankind ;  and  tradition  is  gradually  corrected  and  im-> 
proved  in  the  hands  of  such  as  transmit  it  to  each  otiier  through  a  succession  of  ages.  In  its  first  pe- 
riods, it  is  a  narrow  thing,  but  extends  itself  afterwards,  and,  with  the  advantage  of  time  and  ezperit 
ments  often  repeated,  odapts  itself  so  precisely  to  the  a£Mioos,  passions,  and  prejudices^  natur^ 
so  the  human  species,  that  it  becomes  at  last  peifectiy  agreeable  to  the  sentiments  of  every  heart  Na 
one  jgm,  therefore,  can  pretend  to  ipyent.fsblw  th«t  wltt  pleftM  19  uniTSHldii^  if  tkm  vlu«U  yt 
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t  b|r  the  pmgrasg  af  popular  traditMO.  The  £w:ttlti«$  of  any  ipdiyidaal  most  be  too  nanow  for 
that  poipoaev  and  have  too  niucb  af  a  pecaliar  cast  to  be  capable  of  prodaciiig  vbat  will  be  so  strkstl^ 
adapted  to  the  cooiiDon  feeling  and  sentimeots  of  all.  it  is  this  sort  of  perfection  wbioh  pleases  «a 
IB  arcbaiolagy,  or  the  traditional  accounts  wbicb  ire  hare  of  the  origins  of  nations  j  for  we  are  often 
more  agreeably  entertained  with  stories  of  that  kind,  though  we  know  them  to  be  abso:uteiy  iaba^ 
than  with  the  jnstest  iwpresentatioos  of  real  ereats.  I^at  as  traditiop,  while  it  continues  in  the  hands 
of  the  people,  mast  be  but  rude  and  dic^jpreeable  i|i  respect  of  its  fonoy  and  have  many  things  low 
and  ahsufd  in  it,  necessary  to  be  palliated  or  suppressed,  it  does  not  arrive  at  that  perfection  of  wbioh  . 
it  iscapnt^  till  i|  pones  under  the  management  of  the  poets,  and  froQd  them  receives  iu  last  inw 
By  means  uf  this  progress,  tales  that,  xn  the  mouths  of  their  first  inventors,  werf  thn 
t  absnrd  that  can  be  imagined,  the  effects  of  mere  superstition,  ignorance,  and  national  prejudioc^ 
rise  up  at  last  to  astonish  the  world,  and  draw  the  admiration  of  all  age^^  in  the  form  of  an  Itialt 
Of  Odyney.  It  is  not  the  business  of  a  poet,  then,  to  make  feble,  but  to  form,  correct,  and  im* 
prove  tnulition :  and  it  is  to  bis  following  this  method,  that  Homer  undoubtedly  owes  his  success ;  for 
it  is  obvious  to  any  one  who  considers  his  works  with  attention,  that  he  only  ooUected  the  various  tra- 
ditions that  were  current  in  his  days,  and  reduced  them  to  a  system.  That  infinite  variety  of  indo* 
i  atories  which  occur  in  his  works,  is  a  proof  of  this :  these  are  told  with  so  minute,  and  often 
f  a  detail  of  circumstances,  that  it  is  easy  to  see  that  he  followed  accounts  already  cur- 
rent, and  did  not  invent  what  he  has  recorded.  I  could  as  easily  believe  that  Prometheus  made  a 
man  of  day,  and  put  life  into  him,  or  assent  to  any  other  of  the  most  absurd  fictkxis  of  antiquity  j  I 
could  even  as  soon  be  persuaded  that  all  that  Homer  has  written  is  strict  matter  of  feet,  as  believe  thai 
any  one  mortal  man  was  capable  of  inventing  that  infinite  variety  of  bistorical  circumstances  which 
oeeur  in  the  works  of  tbot  celebrated  poet :  for  invention  is  by  no  means  an  easy  thing ;  and  to  con- 
trive a  tale  that  will  please  universally  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  difficult  undertakings  that  can  be 
imagined.  Poels,  therefore,  have  found  themselves  under  a  necessity  of  trusting  to  something  more 
powerful  than  their  own  invention  in  this  important  article,  viz,  the  joint  endeavours  of  many,  regu* 
bted  and  directed  by  the  censure  of  ages. 

What  has  been  said,  is  not  only  sufficient  to  justify  me  in  forming  my  poem  upon  historical  cir« 
euBstanoes  already  known,  and  introducing  characters  which  the  reader  is  before  acquainted  with; 
bat  shows  the  necessity  likewise  of  taking  many  of  the  bistorical  circumstances  from  the  antient  poet^ 
For  tradition,  the  proper  foundatk>n  of  epic  poetry,  is  now  to  be  found  only  in  their  writings ;  and 
therefiote  must  be  used  like  a  conunon  stock,  and  not  considered  as  the  property  of  indiTidoals. 

For  the  immoderate  length  of  the  two  episodes,  eis.  those  in  the  fourth  and  seventh  books,  all  that 
I  can  say,  is,  that  they  are  both  brought  in  for  very  important  purposes,  and  therefore  may  be  per- 
arilted  to  take  up  more  room  than  is  ordinarily  allowed  to  things  of  that  sprt.  i)esides,  the  first  of  tbem 
b  intended  as  an  experiment  in  that  kmd  of  fiction  which  distinguishes  Homer'  sOdyssey,  and  {he 
ether  as  an  attempt  to  heroic  tragedy,  after  the  manner  of  Sophocles. 

The  language  is  simple  and  artless.  This  I  take  to  be  an  advantage,  rather  than  a  defect;  for  it 
gives  an  air  of  antiquity  to  the  work,  and  makes  the  style  more  suitable  to  the  subject. 

My  learned  readers  will  be  surprised  to  find  Agamemnon  and  Menelaus  at  the  siege  of  Thebes^ 
whea,  aooording  to  Homer,  tbey  were  not  there:  and,  at  the  same  time,  no  notice  taken  of.Sthe- 
nefais,  the  firiend  and  oompamon  of  Diomod,  whom  the  same  author  mentions  as  present  in  thatex- 


Wlth  inspect  to  the  first  ctrcumstance ;  I  did  not  choose,  for  the  sake  of  a  fact  of  so  little  conse- 
qococe,  and  that  too  depending  only  upon  poetical  authority,  to  deprive  myself  of  two  illustrious 
names  veiy  proper  for  adorning  my  catalogue  of  beroes.  And  as  to  the  second  j  it  will  be  easily  allowed, 
that  I  could  not  have  made  Stbeneliis  appear,  witbout  assigning  him  that  place  in  Diomed*s  friendship, 
aad  consequently  in  the  action  of  the  puem,  which  Uly&ses  now  possesses  j  and  which  is  the  only 
|art  hi  the  whole  suited  to  his  peculiar  character.  I  must  have  pot  a  second-rate  hero  m  the  place 
•fa  fint-mte  one ;  and  a  name  little  known  in  the  place  of  one  which  every  body  is  acquainted  with* 
Pciides,  I  mnst  have  transferred  to  Sthenelus,  the  valour,  firmness,  and  address  of  Ulysses;  because 
the  part  be  was  to  act  would  have  required  these,  and  must,  at  the  same  time,  have  sunk  Ulyssea 
ish)  the  character  of  Sthenelus,  for  want  of  a  proper  oppoitunity  of  displaying  him  in  his  own.  fhesa 
sre  inoonveuieoces  too  great  tobe  mcurred  for  the  sake  of  a  scrupulous  agreement  with  Homer  in  point 
if  feet  j  and  nrt  therefore,  inmyopinioni  better  avoidedt 
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I  haw  explaioed  myself  upon  the  fowjfoing  particulaw,  fiirthe  nke  of  the  leaned  part  of  mj: 
readers  only :  and  shall  now  drop  a  hint  for  such  of  them  as  do  notjall  tinder  that  denomination, 

The  following  poem  is  called  the  Epigoniad,  because  the  heroes,  whose  actions  it  celebrates,  have 
got  the  name  of  The  Epigoni  (or  descendants),  being  the.  sons  of  those  who  attempted  the  conquest 
of  Thebes  in  a  ibrmerezpedition. 

Thus  far  I  have  endeavoored  to  apologise  for  the  followi^  performanoe.  It  may  be  oentUTed,  no 
doubt,  upon  many  Accounts  besides  those  that  have  been  mett^oned:  but  I  am  persuaded,  that  what 
has  been  saicf  will  determine  every  candid  reader,  not  to  be  peremptory  in  condemning  what  at  first 
view  he  may  dislike ;  for  the  specimen  of  criticism  which  has  been  given,  will  convince  him  that  the 
real  faults  of  epic  poetry  are  not  easily  ascertained,  and  distinguished  from  those  inconveniences  that 
must  be  allowed  to  take  pltfce,  in  order  to  prevent  greater  faults,  and  produce,  upon  the  whole,  a^ 
higher  degree  of  perfectioiu 
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BOOK  L 

Ti  pov'ra  of  nog !  with  whose  immortal  fire 
Yoor  hard  enraptar'd  sung  Pelides'  ire. 
To  Greece  eo  fiiUJ,  when  in  evil  hour. 
He  hrav'd,  in  rtern  debate,  the  sovereign  pow% 
By  like  example  teach  me  now  to  show 
From  love,  no  Ictf,  what  dire  disasters  flow. 
For  when  the  youth  of  Greece,  by  Theseus  led, 
RetomM  to  conquer  where  their  fathers  bled, 
And  pimish  guilty  Thebes,  by  Heav'n  ordainM 
For  perfidy  to  fall,  and  oaths  profan'd ; 
Veons,  itill  partial  to  the  Theban  arms, 
Tydeas*  son  sedue*d  by  female  charms ; 
WIms  from  his  plighted  foith  by  passion  sway'd. 
The  chiefs,  the  army,  and  himself  betray 'd. 
This  theme  did  once  your  fav'rite  bard  employ. 
Whose  verse  immorraliz*d  the  fall  of  Troy  : 
Bat  time's  oblivious  gulf,  whose  circle  draws 
AH  morul  things  by  fate's  eternal  laws, 
iDwboee  wide  vortex  worlds  themselves  are  tost, 
And  roonding  8%rift  successively  are  lost. 
This  song  hath  snatched.  I  now  resume  the  strain, 
Ifoi  from  proud  hope  and  emulation  vain. 
By  this  attempt  to  merit  equal  praise 
With  w«Srth  heroic,  horn  id  happier  days : 
Sooner  the  weed,  that  with  the  Spring  appears. 
And  in  the  Summer's  heat  its  blossom  beirs. 
But,  sbriv'ling  at  the  touch  of  Winter  hoar. 
Sinks  lo  its  native  earth,  and  is  no  more ; 
Might  match  the  lofty  oak,  which  long  hath  stood. 
From  age  to  age,  the  monarch  of  the  wood. 
But  love  excites  me,  and  desire  to  trace 
Hjs  i^rious  steps,  th6>  with  unequal  pace. 
Before  me  still  I  see  his  awful  shade. 
With  garlands  ctownM  of  leaves  which  never  fade; 
He  poitits  the  path  to  fisme,  and  bids  me  scale 
FamaasosP  slippery  height,  where  thousands  fail : 
I  follow  trembling ;  for  the  clifBi  are  high. 
And  huv'ring  round  them  watchful  harpies  fly. 
To  snatch  the  poet's  wreath  with  envious  claws. 
And  hiss  contempt  for  merited  applause. 


But  if  great  Campbell,  whose  auspicious  smile 
Bids  genius  yet  revive  to  bless  our  isle. 
Who,  from  the  toils  of  state,  and  public  caresy 
Ofl  with  the  Muses  to  the  shade  repairs. 
My  numbers  shall  approve,  I  risa  to  fame  : 
For  what  he  praises,  envy  dares  not  blame.  ^ 

Where  high  Olympus'  hundred  heads  arise. 
Divide  the  clouds,  and  mingle  with  the  skies. 
The  gods  assembled  met :  and  view'd  from  fisr, 
Thel^  and  the  various  combats  of  the  war. 
From  all  apart  the  Paphian  goddess  sat. 
And  pity 'd  in  her  heart  her  fav'rite  state. 
Decreed  to  perish,  by  the  Argive  bands, 
Pallas's  art,  Tydides'  mighty  hands : 
Pensive  she  sat,  and  every  art  explored 
To  charm  the  victor,  and  restrain  his  sword  ; 
But  veil'd  her  purpose  from  the  piercing  ray 
Of  Pallas,  ever  jeiUous  of  her  sway : 
Unseen  the  goddess,  from  th'  Olympian  height 
.To  shady  Cyprus  bent  her  rapid  flight. 
Down  the  steep  air,  as,  from  the  setting  skies. 
At  ev'n's  approach,  a  streaming  meteor  flies. 
Where  lofly  shores  the  tempest's  rage  restrain. 
And  sleeps,  in  peace  dissolv'd,  the  hoary  main  ; 
In  love's  fam'd  isle  a  deep  recess  is  found. 
Which  woods  embrace,  and  precipices  bound. 
To  Venus  sacred ;  there  her  temple  stands. 
Where  azure  billows  wash  the  golden  sands, 
A  hollow  cave ;  and  lifts  its  rocky  head. 
With  native  myrtle  crown'd,  a  lofty  shade  j 
Whither  resort  the  Naiads  of  the  flood, 
Assembl'd  with  the  nymphs  from  ev'ry  wood. 
Her  heifers  there  they  tend,  and  fleecy  store. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  desert  shore. 
Thither  the  goddess,  from  the  Olympian  height 
Descending  swift,  precipitates  her  flight  i 
Conspicuous,  on  the  yellow  sand,  she  stood, 
AboVe  the  margin  of  the  azure  flood. 
From  ev'ry  grove  and  stream  the  nymphs  attend. 
And  to  their  queen  in  cheerful  homage  bend. 
Some  hast'ning  to  the  sacred  grot  repair. 
And  deck  its  rocky  walls  with  garlands  fair ; 
Others  produce  the  gifts  which  Autumn  brings. 
And  sparkling  nectar  quencbM  with  raouutaia 
springs. 
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And  now  the  qneen,  impatient  to  explain 
Her  secret  griefs,  address'd  her  listening  train : 

"  Ye  rural  goddesses,  immortaKiair  ! 
Who  all  mv  trinmphs,  aU  my  sorrows  share ; 
I  come,  afflicted,  from  th' ethereal  tow'rs, 
Where  Thebes  is  doomed  to  tall  by  partial  pow'rs. 
Nor  can  entreaty  save  my  fav*rite  state. 
Avert  or  chanfre  the  rigour  of  her  fate; 
Thonirh,bTeathing  incense,  there  my  altar  stands, 
With  daily  gift?  supply'd  from  virgin's  hands. 
Juno  now  rules  the  senate  of  the  skies. 
And  with  her  dictates  evVy  powV  complies ; 
Her  jealous  hate  the  guiltless  town  condemns 
To  wasteful  havoc,  and  the  rage  of  flames ; 
Since,  thither  tempted  by  a  stranger's  charms, 
The  mighty  thunderer  forsook  her  arms. 
Jove*8  warlike  daughter  to6  promotes  her  aim, 
•     Who  for  Tydides  seeks  immortal  fame ; 
Por  him  employs  a  mother's  watchful  cares. 
And  the  first  honours  of  the  war  prepares : 
To  fmstrate  both,  a  monument  would  raise 
Of  lasting  triumph  and  immortal  praise; 
To  draw  the  son  of  Tydens  from  the  field, 
To  whose  victorious  hands  the  town  must  yield ; 
lor,  by  the  all-decreeing  will  of  fate, 
He  only  can  overthrow  the  Theban  state. 
A  way  which  promises  success  Til  name: 
The  valiant  youth  adores  a  lovely  dame, 
Alcander^s  daughter,  whom  the  graces  join'd 
With  gifts  adorn  above  the  human  kind : 
She  #ith  her  sire  forsook  th'  Hesperian  strand. 
By  hostile  arms  expeird  their  native  land : 
For  Echetus  who  rules,  with  tyrant  force, 
Where  Aufidus  directs  his  downwajnd  course. 
And  high  Oargamis,  oit  th'  Apulian  plain, 
Ismark'd  by  sailors,  from  the  distant  main ; 
Oft  from  h^sire  had  claim 'd  the  lovely  maid. 
Who,  still  averse,  to  grant  his  suit  delay'd : 
Por,  barb'rbns  In  extreme,  the  tyrant  feeds 
With  mangi'd  litnU  of  men  his  hungry  steeds : 
Impatient  of  his  love,  by  hostile  arms 
And  force  declat'd,  he  cl&im'd  her  matchless 

charms, 
Peltgnium  raz'd,  the  hero's  royat  seat. 
Who  sought  in  fbrcign  dimes  a  safe  retreat : 
His  flight,  £to1ia's  friendly  shore  receives. 
Her  gen'rous  lord  protects  him  and  relieves; 
Three  cities'to  possess,  the  chief  obtains, 
With  hills  for  pasture  fit,  and  fruitful  plains. 
Cassandra  for  his  bride  Tydides  claim 'd; 
For  hymeneal  rites  the  hour  was  nam'd; 
When,  call'd  to  arms  against  the  Theban  tow'rs. 
The  chi^  rcfluctant  led  his  martial  pow'rs. 
Hence  j^lousy  and  fear  his  breast  divide, 
Pear  for  the  safety  of  an  absent  bride  ; 
Lest,  by  his  passion  rous'd,  the  tyrant  rise, 
And  unoppos'd  usurp  the  lovely  prize. 
He  knows  not,  that,  in  martial  arms  conceal 'd. 
With  him  she  braves  the  tcrrours  of  the  6  eld; 
True  to  his  side,  noon's  sultry  toil  endures. 
And  the  Cold  damps  that  chill  the  midnight  hours. 
If  dreams,  or  signs,  could  jealousy  impart. 
And  whets  the  cares  that  sting  the  hero's  heart. 
Impatient  of  his  pain,  he'd  soon  prepare. 
With  all  its  natire  bonds,  to  quit  the  war.'' 

The  godde&s  thus :  a  Paphian  nymph  reply'd, 
And  drew  the  list'ning  crow'd  on  ev'ry  side: 
Zelotyp^,  whom  fell  Alectobdre, 
With  Cupid  mixing  on  th'  infernal  shore. 


«'  Goddess !  these  shafts  shall  eonipast  vliai 
you  aim. 
My  mother  dipt  their  points  in  Stygian  flame ; 
Where'er  my  father's  darts  their  way  have  foand« 
Mine  follow  deep,  and  poison  all  the  wound. 
By  these,  we  soon,  with  triumph,  shall  behold 
Pallas  deceived,  and  Juno's  self  ooottord." 
They  all  approve ;  and,  to  the  rural  fane. 
Around  their  sovereign,  moves  the  joyful  train  ; 
The  goddess  plac'd,  in  order  each  succeeds, 
AVith  song  and  dance  the  genial  feast  proceeds  s 
While  to  the  sprightly  harp,  the  voice  explains 
The  loves  of  all  the  gods  in  wanton  strains: 
But  when  arriv'd  the  silent  hour,  which  brinp 
The  shades  of  ev'ning  on  its  dewy  wings, 
Zetotyp^,  impatient  to  pursue 
Her  .journey,  hast'ning  to  her  cave,  withdrew. 
First  to  her  ieet  the  witiged  shoes  she  binds. 
Which  tread  the  air,  and  mount  the  rapid  winds; 
Aloft  they  bear  her  through  th'  ethereal  plahi. 
Above  the  solid  earth  and  liquid  main : 
Her  arrows  next  she  takes  of  pointed  steel. 
For  sight  too  small,  but  terrible  to  (ieel : 
Rous'd  by  their  smart,  the  savage  lion  roars. 
And  mad  to  combat  rush  the  tusky  boars. 
Of  wounds  secure  ;  for  where  their  venom  lights. 
What  feels  their  power  all  other  torment  slighta. 
Afigor'dzone,  mysteriously  design'd. 
Around  har  waist  her  yeltow  robe  oonfin'd  i 
There  dark  Suspicion  lurk'd,  of  sable  hoe; 
There  hasty  Rage  bis  deadly  dagger  drew; 
Pale  Envy  inly  p^n'd ;  and  by  her  side 
Stood  Pfarenzy,  raging  with  his  chains  iiiity*d; 
Affiontod  Pride  with  thirst  of  vengeance  bun^d^ 
And  Love's  excess  to  deepest  hatred  tum'd. 
All  these  the  artist's  curious  hand  expressed* 
The  work  divine  his  matchless  skill  confess'd. 
The  virgin  last,  around  her  shouhlers  flang 
The  bow ;  and  by  her  side  the  quiver  hung: 
Then,  springing  up,  her  airy  coarse  she  b^ida 
For  Thebes ;  and  lightly  o'er  the  tents  descends. 
The  son  of  Tydeus,  'midst  his  bands,  shefmuid 
In  arms  complete,  reposing  on  the  ground ; 
And,  as  he  slept,  the  hero  thus  address'd. 
Her  form  to  fimcy's  wakmg  eye  axpress'd. 

"  Thrice  happy  youth!  whose  glory  'tis  ttt 
The  Pi4>hiaa  goddess's  peculiar  care;        [sharo 
But  happy  onty,  as  you  now  improve 
The  warning  sent  as  earnest  of  her  lovesi 
Her  messenger  I  am :  if  in  your  heart 
The  fair  Hesperian  virgin  claims  a  part : 
]f,  wfth  regret,  you'd  see  her  matchless  chaiw 
Destin'd  to  bless  a  happier  rival's  arms ; 
Your  coasts  defenceless,  and  naguarded  towers 
Consuih'd  and  ravaged  by  the  Latian  pow'rs  ; 
Withdraw  your  warriors  from  the  Ar^give  host» 
And  save  whate'er  yon  value,  ere  'tis  lost. 
For  Fx:hetus,  who  rules  with  tyrant  force. 
Where  Aufidus  directs  his  downward  ooarse  } 
And  high  Oarganus  on  th'  Apulian  straod 
Marks  to  the  mariner  the  distant  land, 
Prcpan^,  by  swift  invasion,  to  remove 
Your  virgin  bride,  and  disappoint  your  lovt* 
Before,  excited  by  her  matchless  charms. 
He  claim'd  her  from  her  sire  by  hostile  ariBS| 
Pelignium  raz'd,  the  hero's  royal  seat. 
When  in  your  land  he  sought  a  safe  retreat* 
Cassandra  fbllow'ii  with  reluctant  mind» 
To  love  the  tyrant  secretly  inclin'd; 
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TboaglrltooBtfiidlMb^nAM  in  extreme,  htf  feflds 
With  ttaagl'd  limbs  of  men,  his  hongry  steeds. 
And  now  atuicbor  on  the  Lstaan  tide. 
With  ^  Ukeir  train  on  board,  bb  galfc-yt  ride : 
Prepnr'd  when  fisnMii'd  by  the  western  braesey 
With  ooinse  direct  to  cross  the  narrow  seas. 
This  to  jronr  ear  the  Paphian  goddess  sends  ; 
Tlie  rest  tfpon  your  timeiy  care  depemb." 

She  said ;  and  taming,  lii^d  upon  the  bo# 
A  venomM  shaft,  the  cause  of  ftitore  woe : 
Then,  with  rerertad  Aim,  the  subtile  dart 
DismisiPd,  and  fiX'd  it  in  the  hero's  heart 
Amas^d  bewalPd ;  and,  on  his  arm  reciin*d, 
With  sighs,  thns  spoke  the  angoisb  of  his  mind. 

*'  What  dire  disaiteiPs  all  my  ways  beset  I 
How  close  around  me  piteh'd  the  fiital  net  I 
Here  if  1  stay,  Mr  quit  the  Argive  ho6t» 
Etolia'«rKt^g>d,  aiklCasnndra'sIoBt: 
Porenre  the  powers  immortal  ne*er  hi  vajii 
To  olofftnstfans  uke  secret  ntes  explaitt. 
If  I  retire^  the  princes  mutt  npbraid 
My  plighted  fiBitfainfting>d,  the  host  betrayd; 
And,  to  MMceeding  times,  the  voice  of  ^me, 
WitU6ow»rdice  and  sloth,  will  Uotmypamft 
Between  these  sad  alternatives  I  find 
lio  diAani  hopes  to  sooth  my  andonsntfiid  j 
Unless  1  eouM  persuade  the  Argive  poi^rs 
To  qnlt  at  once  thete  Ioq^  contoted  tow'rs : 
Nor  want  I  reasons  speeioits  in  debate 
To  move  the  boldest  warriors  to  retreat. 
Divided  thus,  tfie  shame  would  lighter  fall ; 
ftepranchis  aeaite  r^roach  which  tonches  aU." 

Thus  pood'ring  in  his  mind  the  hero  lay, 
Tdl  <taarkness  lied  b^rs  the  morning  ray : 
Then  rose  ;  and,  grasping  in  his  mS^ty  hand 
Thevegalsteff,  the  sign  of  high- command. 
Pensive  and  sad  forsook  hishrfty  tent. 
And  sought  thirson  of  Dahres  as  he  went : 
Talthy  bins  he  sought,  nor  sought  in^  vain; 
Ueibmiddiehero  'midst his  native  trahr; 
And  chaiig'd  hitt  to  Convene,  ftvtti  tent  to  tent, 
The  kings  to  Bteon's  lofty  monument. 

Obedientf  to  the  cfaasge,  he  took  his  way. 
Where  Tbsseds  'midst  the  bold  Atheniam  lay, 
Hie  king  of  men;  in- itfaosci  superfoir  haikl, 
Oonsenting  princes  pliUi^d  the  chief  command. 
AdraitaB  nail  be  eall'd,  whose  hoary  hairs 
'By  age  were  whitened  and  a  length  of  carev; 
Vfbo  flrst  to  Thebes  thd  Aipve  waniois  tod  X 
In  vain  for  Polynices'  right  they  bled. 
By  frtedecreed'tofidl;  he  now  inspires 
The  sons  to  compier,  and  avenge  their  sires; 
Ulysies  heard,  who  led  hiif  martial  train. 
Id  twettty  ships,  across  the  sounding  main:  . 
Theyooth,  inlthacn,  Zaeynthus,  bred. 
And  Oephidentaciown^  with  lofty  shade. 
TbeSpaitamnDoarcfa,  with  his'brother,  heard 
TbelMuld'seall;  and  at  tlie  call  appear*d : 
Yet  yoBOg  in  wnm,  but  destined  to  command 
All  Greece,  assombkRl  on  the  Trojan  strand. 
TheOretsOPehief  appettr'd;  and  he  whose  sway 
Messedia  andthe  Pyhan  leahns  obey. 
Oileumeitf  he  ealFd,  whose  martial  pow'rs 
Pr^ni  Belsv  itewe  and*  Scarpfae's  lofty  tow'tvi 
Slpenortott,  irtiofromthe  Cbalcian  stiand 
And  fiiir  Bntiiarled  his  martial  band, 
iHHliLai*d-;  and  sit  whomerited  rtsnown 
In  ten  years  war  before  the  lYojiln  town* 
Achaiesottly,  y«t  unlit  to*wield 
The  Pefiao  jaVlin,  and  the  pondYwu  shield. 


In  Pfathia  staid ;  to  CMnm's  eaf^  reslgtiM, 
Whose  wise  instniotions  formed  his  mighty  mind* 
The  chiefii  were  placM .    Superior  to  t  be  rest 
The  monarch  sat,  and  thus  the  p^ers  addrest. 

"  Princes !  let  Tydens*  valiant  son  deeltfm 
What  cause  convenes  the  senate  of  the  war. 
If  of  himself,  or  from  advice  he  knows 
Some  secret  mischief  plotted  by  our  ibes, 
Which  prudence  may  prevent,  or  force  iHBsisl» 
We  come  prepared  to  counsel  and  assist:" 
The  monarch  thns.    Tydides  thns  reply*d. 
And  drew  attentkm  deep  on  ev'ry  side. 

**  Prittces !  I  have  not  now  the  host  ConvedP^ 
For  secrets  by  intelligence  obteiord ; 
Rut  openly  my  judgment  to  expires 
Of  mischiefe  seen,  which  prudence  ittUBt  redresie 
By  war's  devouring  rage,  our  martial  poWrs' 
Grow  thin  and  waste  before  these  hostile  toWr^; 
While  Thebes,  secure,  our  vain  attempts  trichf- 
By  daily  aid  sustained  from  distant  lands,  [stends. 
Shall  we  proceed  to  urge  this  dire  debate, 
And  press,  with  hostile  arms,  the  Theban  stete? 
Or,  by  experience  teught  the  worst  to  fesar, 
Consult  the  public  safety,  and  foruear } 
Had  our  fgrtnt  sires,  by  happter  counself  sway'i( 
As  prudence  teught,  necessity  obey*d; 
RencuncM  in  time  this  fotal  strife,  #hich  brings 
Alike  to  nutiorts  mitehief,  and  to  Ki^igs ; 
Those  hefoes  had  not,  with  then*  manial  tralM, 
Distinguish'd  by  their  MI  a  foreign  plain. 
The  gods'  themselves,  ie  vengeance  for  our  criitte^y 
With  such  disasters  lash  tlie  guilty  titoes ; 
In  judgn«iit  just,  they  sotted  the  seeds  of  strife^ 
To  sweep  transgressors  from  the  seats  of  lifo. 
Let  him,  who  obstinately  WiI^,  proceed. 
And  wait  Che  vengeance  hov'ring  o'er  his  hedd  ; 
Since  Thebes  ^wsstn>ngef;and  the  Argive  pow'rs 
Decrease,  aft  famine  or  the  swoiyt  devours. 
To  morrow  I  withdraw  my  martial  train ; 
Korstey  to  perish,  nktimysire,  iovdn.'* 

ThuK  as  the  hero  spoke,  the  kings  divide. 
And  minified  toutmurs  round  th*  assembly  glides. 
Heard  like  the  sound  which  wnm  the  careful 

swain 
Of  sudden  windft  or  thick-descending  lalil  f 
When  monntaitt  echoes  catch  the  sulleh  tatit 
Of  billows  buiftting  on  the  sandy  shore, 
I  And  hurl  it  round  in  airydroles  todt,  * 
Tillin  the  distant  douds  the  voice  is  losL 
The  king  of  men  to  sudden  rage  resign'd; 
At  once,  the  empire  of  his  mighty  mind. 
With  HMfp  reptosches  liast'ning  to  reply  ;^ 
But,  moi^  sedate,  the  Pyliin  monarch  nigh, 
.  In  act  to  rise,  the  sngry  chief  confln'd ; 
And,  whisp'ring,  thus  addresri'd  with  hettf  d€* 

Oild'd: 
'*  It  ill  beootties  thte  prince,  whose  sov*rei|^  handf 
Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supremecttnmsttd;  • 
To  be  the  first  in  discord ;  and  obey 
As  headlong  passion  blindly  leads  the  ^f  • 
For  when  the  kings  in  rash  debate  engage, 
'lis  yours  to  check  ^nd  moderate  their  i^giT;' 
Since,  (rfthe  various  illk  that  can  distress 
Confcd '  rate  oouncils,  and  prevent  success. 
Discord  is'<!hief;  wheie'er  the  fury  swaj^ 
Theparts'she severs,  send  the  ifboXe  betrays.'* 
Theh«t>  thus.    The  king  of  men  remain'd 
By  flsuod  adviod  ^rsuaded,  and  ttestratn'd. 
Cretcfs  valiant  monarch  roie ;  and  totHe  te^ 
^Tbtts  spoke  the  dictaiss  «f  his  gen'xons  breast. 
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^  Confederate  lungp,  when  any  leader  here 
.The  war  dissuades,  and  warns  you  to  forbear, 
X  might  approve  ^  fory  safe  beyond  the  sea, 
Creon  and  Thebes  can  never  injure  roe. 
And  when  thebarb*rou8  tyrant,  unwi^hstood, 
His  hot  revenge  shall  quench  in  Grecian  blood; 
When  Thrace  and  Macedon,  by  his  command , 
Shall  ravage  Argos  and  the  Pylian  strand ; 
Secure  and  guarded  by  the  ocean's  stream, 
Crete's  hundred  towns  shall  know  it  but  by  fiune. 
Yet  would  not  I,  though  many  such  were  found. 
For  open  war,  advise  a  peace  unsound. 
IjBt.  Macedon  to  Thebes  her  succours  send. 
And  Thrace,  with  all  her  barb'roos  tribes,  de- 
scend; 
By  foreign  aids  the  more  our  foes  increase, 
f         The  greater  glory  waits  us  from  success. 

You  ail  remember,  on  the-Isthmean  strand, 
Where  neighboring  seas  besiege  the  straitened 

land. 
When  Greece  enJeagu'd  a  full  assembly  held. 
By  public  justice  to  the  war  compell'd ;. 
That  blood  of  slaughtered  victims  flrench'd  the 

ground. 
While  oaths  divine  the  willing  nations  bound, 
Ne'er  to  return,  till  our  victorious  powers 
Had  levePd  with  the  dust  the  Theban  tow'rs*. 
Jove  heard,  and  bid  applauding  thunders  roll. 
Loud  on  the  right ;  they  shook  the  starry  pole : 
For  Jove  himself  is  witness  of  our  vows. 
And  him,  who  violates,  his  wrath  pursues. 
Our  joyful  shouts  the  earth,  the  ocean  heard ; 
|Ve  daim'd  the  omen,  and  the  God  rever'd: 
In  confidence  of  full  success  we  came. 
To  conquer  Thebes,  and  win  immortal  fame. 
But  if  the  gods  and  fate  our  fears  distrust, 
To  public  justice  aiiB  ourselves  unjust ; 
'Dishonoured  to  our  native  seats  we  go, 
And  yield  a  lasting  triumph  to  the  foe.      [ghost 
Should  now,  from  hence  arriv'd,  some  warrior's 
Greet  valiant  Tydeus  on  the  Stygian  coast. 
And  tell,  when  danger  or  distress  is  near. 
That  Diomed  pereuades  the  rest  to  fear; 
He'd  shun  the  synod  of  the  mighty  dead. 
And  hide  his  anguish  in  the  deepest  shade: 
Natore  in  all  an  equal  a^urse  maintains ; 
The  lion's  whelp  succeeds  to  awe  the  plains ; 
Pards  gender  pards ;  fiom  tigers  tigers  spring; 
No  doves  are  hateh'd  beneath  a  vulture's  wing : 
Each  parent's  image  in  his  offspring  lives ; 
But  nought  of  Tydeus  in  his  son  survives." 

He  said ;  and  by  his  sharp  reproaches  stung> 
.  And  wav'ring  in  suspence  the  hero  hung. 
In  words  now  prone  to  vent  his  kindl'd  ire. 
Or  flx'd  in  sullen  silence  to  retire. 
As  when  a  current,  fi-om  the  ocean  wide, 
Soils,  through  the  Cyclades,  its  angry  tide ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  in'circling  eddies  tost. 
The  certain  tenour  of  its  course  js  lost. 
Each  wary  pilot  for  his  safety  fears 
In  mute  suspense,  and  trembles  as  he  steers : 
Suchseem'd  the  tumult  of  the  hero's  breast. 
And  such  amazement  long  restrain'd  the  rest. 
Laertes'  son  at  last  the  silence  broke. 
And,  rising,  thus  with  prudent  purpose  spoke: 

*'  Princes  !  i  counsel  war ;  but  will  not  blame 
The  pliief  dissenting,  whose  illustrious  name 
Wc  all  must  honour:  yet,  with  patience,  hear 
What  now  [  offer  to  the  public  ear : 


I  freely  own  th'  unnumber'd  ills  that  wtrit    - 
On  strife  prolong'd,  and  war's  disastrous  stat^ 
With  war  lean  famine  and  diseases  dwell. 
And  Discord  fierce,  escap'd  the  bounds  of  Hell. 
Where'er  on  Earth  her  course  the  fury  bends, 
A  crowd  of  mischiefs  still  her  ^leps  attends  ; 
Fear  flies  before  her  swifter  than  the  wind. 
And  desolation  marks  her  path  behind. 
Yether,  attended  thus,  the  Gods  erdaia 
Stem  arbitress  of  right  to  mortal  men ; 
To  awe  hiiustice  with  her  lifted  spear, 
And  teach  the  tjmnts  of  the  Earth  to  fear. 
If  Thebes  is  peijur'd,  and  exerts  her  might 
For  usurpation  in  contempt  of. right; 
.  (If  oaths  despis'd,  and  all  the  ties  which  bind 
The  great  society  of  human  kind  ;) 
For  Eteocles  in  the  war  she  stood. 
And  drench'd  her  thirsty  fields  with  Grecian 

Wood ;  [vain 

The  gods  themselves  have  err'd,  and  plac'd  Ut 
The  scepter'd  kin^  injustice  to  restrain ; 
Else  she  deserves  the  last  extremes  to  feel 
Of  wasteful  fire  and  keen  devouring  sted. 
Though  prudence  urg'd  and  equity  approv'd. 
Joining  to  second  what  Tydldes  mov'd, 
We  conld  not  hope  the  war  for  peace  to  change^ 
Thebes  thinks  not  now  of  safety,  but,  revenge. 
Last  night,  disguis'd,  I  mingled  with  the  foe. 
Their  secret  hopes  and  purposes  to  know ; 
And  found  that  Creon,  with  his  martial  train. 
This  day  mtends  to  brave  us  on  the  plain. 
Greece  too,   I  heard,  by  barii'rous  sovereigiis 

claim'd. 
Some  Athens,  Argos,  some  Mycsene  nam'd; 
Sparta  and  Pylos,  with  the  various  towns 
Which  grace,   in  prospect  fair,    th'   Arcadian 

downs: 
Others  Etolia  challeng'd  for  theur  lot ; 
Nor  was  even  Ithaca  itself  forgot. 
From  such  vain  hopes  to  boasting  they  proceed^ 
Eadh'  promises  to  win  some  hero's  head. 
Leophron  too,  distinguished  from  the  rest,  * 
Superior  pride  and  insolence  express'd ; 
In  form  a  god  he  'midst  th'  assembly  stood. 
By  all  ador'd,  the  idol  of  the  crowd; 
Andpromis'd,  if  hechanc'dinfighttomeet 
Til'  Etolian  chief,  to  stretch  him  at  his  feet ; 
Unless  some  god  oppos'd,  or  dastard  fear 
By  sudden  flight,  should  snatch  him  firom  his 

spear. 
Can  we  then  hope  by  peace  to  end  our  toils, 
Whcn-foes  secure  already  share  our  spoils; 
Peace  to  expect  from  flight  itself  were  vain ;' 
And  flight,  I  know,  your  gen'rous  souls  diadara." 
He  said.    The  chiefs  with  indignation  bum'd; 
4nd  Diomed  submitting  thus  retum'd : 
•*  Princes  \  1  need  not  for  myself  profess. 
What  all  have  witness'd,  all  must  sure  confess ^ 
That.in  the  front  of  battle  still  engag'd, 
I  never  shunn'd  to  mingle  where  it  rag'd. 
Nor  now  does  fear  persuade  me  to  retice. 
False  Creon  safe,  and  guilty  Thebes  entire; 
But  war  and  famine  thin  our  martial  pow'rs. 
Whilst  adverse  fates  protect  the  Theban  tow*n. 
And  as.ti>e  careful  shepherd  turns  his  flock 
Bat^k  from  the  dangers  of  the  slipp'ij  rock, 
And  from.'the  haunts  where  foxes  nvuk    the 

ground. 
Or  rapid  rivers  flow  with  banks  nnsound ; 
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So  kings  sbcMild  vem  the  people  to  forbear 
Altempts,  when  symptoms  mark  destruction  near. 
Bot  since  the  leaders,  with  consentins:  voice,  - 
For  war  already  5x  the  public  choice  j 
I  freely  yield,  nor  ever  will  divide, 
Where  all  deliberate,  and  all  decide.'* 

The  hero  thus,  and  ceasM.     And  thus  the  rest, 
Fit>iD  his  high  seat,  the  king  of  men  address^: 
**  Since  war  is  now  decreed,  'ti&  next  our  care 
That  all  should  speedily  ibr  fight  prepare ; 
CreoD,  this  day,  intends  with  all  bis  train 
To  try  our  valour  on  the  eqdal  plain ; 
And  will,  with  diligence,  improve  an  hour. 
Which  finds  us  inattentive  and  secure. 
First  let  each  leader  with  his  bands  in  basic 
Snatch,  as  the  time  allows,  a  short  repast; 
Then  arm  for  fight,  and  to  the  field  proceed. 
The  phalanx  followiug  as  the  chariots  lead. 
Who  arms  tlic  first,  and  first  to  combat  goes, 
Though  weaker,  seems  superior  to  his  foes ; 
But  six^  as  lag  are  more  than  half  overthrown. 
Leas  in  the  eyes  of  others  and  their  own." 

Ilie  monarch  thus.    Tbe  princes  all  Assent. 
Straight  firom  the  council  through  the  host  tliey 

went. 
To  ann  their  bands  with  diligence  and  aire  $ 
Tbey  all  obey,  and  all  for  fight  prepare* 


JSPIGOf^tJD. 
BOOK  II. 

Ameisbl'd  on  the  plain,  the  Theban  pow'rs 
In  otder'd  ranks  appear  before  tbe  towVs ; 
Cieon  thfcir  leader,  whose  superior  sway,. 
The  martial  sons  of  sacred  Thebes  obej'. 
Tbe  chiefs  obedient  to  his  high  command, 
RaVd  the  whole  war,  and  marshalPd  every  band. 
His  valiant  son  the  first,  his  country's  boast, 
Hernoblest  bope,  the  bulwark  of  her  host, 
Leophron,  to  the  field  the  warriors  led. 
Whom  Thebes  terself  within  her  ramparts  bred : 
Peneteus,  who  from  Medeon  led  his  pow'r9» 
<£chalia  low,  and  Aroe's  lefty  tow'rs: 
Dntos  from  Thespia,  where  the  verdant  shades 
Of  Helicon  invite  the  tuneful  maids: 
POrtlieDor  nch,  whose  wide  possessions  lay 
Where  (am'd  JEsopus  winds  his  wat'ry  way; 
Beneath  Cvtheron's  height,  the  lofty  mound 
Wlndi  parts  Bceotian  plains  from  hostile  ground : 
pherictes,  who  the  valiant  warriors  led 
b  M ycallessus,  Harma,  Aulis,  bred : 
Andiemon,  leader  of  his  native  band, 
Fj[om  lofty  Schoeohs  on  th*  Ismenian  strand : 
And  Anthedon,  where  swift  Euripus  pent 
Divides  Eubcea  from  tbe  continent: 
These  rul*d  the  Theban  pow'rs  beneath  the  care 
Of  Cr«ou«  chief  and  sovereign  of  the  war. 

The  aids  from  Macedon  the  next  vrere  plac'd ; 
Their  shining   casques  with   waving   plumage 

.  grac'd; 
A  woirs  grey  hide,  around  their  shoulders  flung, 
With  martial  grace  above  their  armour  bubg; 
Prom  high  Dodona*s  saered  shades  tbey  came ;  . 
Caasabder  led  them  to  the  ifields  of  fame. 


The  Thracians  next,  a  formidable  band; 
Nations  and  tribes  distinct,  in  order  stand : 
Byzantines  fierce,  whose  crooked  keels  divide 
The  Pontic  gulf,  gnd  stem  tbe  duwqward  tidef 
In  Grecian  arms  the  hardy  warriors  move. 
With  pona'4-ous   shields  and  glitt'ring    speaiv 

above. 
The  ThyniaQsnext  were  marshalPd  on  the  field  i 
Each  with  a  falchion  arm'd  and  lunar  shield, 
Wliose  bending  hoi  na  a  verge  of  silver  bound; 
And  figures  fierce  their  braecri  helmets  crownMi 
With  tliese  the  Daci  came,  a  martial  race  ; 
Fierce  as  their  clime,  they  rear  the  ponderous 

mace; 
In  giant  strength  secure,  they  scorn  the  spear. 
And  crush,  with  weighty  blows,  the  ranks  of  war : 
From  Liter^s  icy  streams,  abarb'rous  crowd. 
In  shaggy  furs,  a  herd  promiscuous  stood ; 
Swift  as  their  savage  game ;  ^r  wide  they  roam 
In  tribes  and  nations,  ignorant  of  home  ; ' 
Excelling  all  who  boast  superiortikill 
Tu  send, the  winged  arrow  swift  to  kill : 
These  Rbcssus  rui'd,  of  various  tribes  composMf 
By  various  leaders  on  the  field  disposal. 

To  fight  the  Argrvesmov'd  in  close  array  ; 
Bright  shone  their  arms  and  flashed  redoiiblM 

day; 
Resolv'd,  and  still  as  silent  nighty  they  go  ; 
Nor  w^th  insulting  shouts  provoke  the  foe. 
Thick  from  their  steps,  in  dusky  volumes,  rise 
The  parched  fields,  and  darken  all  the  skies. 
Beneath  the  shade,  the  ardent  warriors  close ; 
Their  shields  and  helmets  ring  with  sounding 

blows. ' 
First  Menelaus  struck  a  Theban  lord ; 
His  armed  breast  the  weighty  lance  explored  ; 
Burst  the  close  mail ;  the  shining  breasl^plate 

tore; 
And  from  life's  fountain  drew  a  stream  of  gore. 
Supine  he  fell  amidst  his  native  bands, 
And  wrench'd  the  fixed  dart  with  dying  bands. 
To  spoil  the  slain  the  son  of  Atreus  flies ; 
The  Thebans  Interpose  with  hostile  cries ; 
And  Creon's  valiant  son  his  buckler  spread,    . 
An  orb  of  triple  brass,  to  guard  thedeaJ  : 
As  Jove's  imperial  bird  her  wings  extends, 
And  from  the  shepherd's  rage  her  young  ^^fends; 
So  stem  Leophron  bore  his  ample  shield; 
Like  Mars  he  stood,  the  terrour  of  the  field. 
With  dread  unusual  cheok'd,  the  Spartan  band 
RecoilM ;  Atrides  only  dar'd  to  stand. 
•Fie  thus  began:  "  Presumptuous  youth  !  forbear 
To  tempt  the  fury  of  my  flying  spear. 
That  warrior  there  was  by  my  javelin  slain. 
His  spoils  to  gaard  you  interpose  in  \-ain.*' 
Atrides  thus ;  and  Crcon's  son  replies : 
"  Thy  lance  I  dread  not,  and  thy  threate  despise. 
This  hand  hath  many  a  chief  of  high  renown. 
And  braver  warriors  oft  in  fight  overthrown : 
Uke  theirs,  tliy  fall  shall  dignify  my  spear. 
And  future  boasters  thence  be  taught  to  fear."' 
Thus  as  he  spoke  his  weighty  lance  he  threw 
At  Atreus*  son  ;  which  rising  as  it  flew 
Upon  the  hero's  orest  with  furwus  sway, 
GlancM  as  itpass'd  and  shav'd  the  plumes  away. 
Hissing  amidst  the  Spartan  ranks  it  ^carne. 
And  struck  a  youth  of  un  jlistinguish'd  name : 
Cold,  through  liis  breast,  the  steel  and  polisb'd 

wood 
A  passage  forc'd,  and  drew  a  stream  of  blood. 
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RTs  lance  Atridfs  next  prvparrs  to  throw ; 
ToiMsit  long,  and  meditates  the  blow: 
"tlien,  from  his  hand  dismissed  with  happier  aim, 
TIfcnd/ring  against  the  Theban  shield  it  came ; 
Where  wroathM  around  a  mimic  serpent  twined, 
With  plates  of  poHsh'd  silver  lightly  join*d : 
Thence  tumM  with  coarse  oblique  it  drove  along. 
And  spent  its  fnry  on  the  vnlgar  throng. 
Leopbron  straight  his  flaming  fitlchion  drew, 
And  at  his  foe,  with  eager  fury,  flew: 
As  stooping  from  above,  an  eagle  springs 
To  snatch  his  prey,  and  shoots  upon  his  whigs. 
The  Spartan  warrior  dreads  impending  fate ; 
And,  turning,  meditates  a  quick  retreat. 
As  when  a  shepherd  swain,  in  desert  shades. 
The  blood-nurs'd  oflspring  of  the  wolf  invades  ; 
If,  from  the  opening  uf  some  thicket  near. 
With  rage  inflam'd,  the  angry  dam  appear. 
With  darts  at  first,  and  threat'ning  shouti  he 

tries. 
To  awe  the  guardian,  and  assert  the  prize : 
Bat,  when  she  springs,  the  close  encounterdreads, 
And,  tremUmg,  from  the  angry  foe  recedes. 
Sb  Menelaua  fled.    His  native  train. 
In  wild  disorder,  scatters  o'er  the  plain. 

His  valiant  brother  heard  upon  the  right. 
Where  in  his  lofty  car  he  ruVd  the  fight ; 
And  to  his  squire  Nichomachus :  **  With  speed, 
Tarn  to  the  left,  and  urge  the  flying  steed : 
For,  if  these  sounds  deceive  not,  Sparta  fails ; 
And,  with  a  tide  of  conquest,  Thebes  prevails." 
Quick  as  the  word,  the  silver  reins  he  drew. 
And  through  the  fight  the  bounding  chariot  flew. 
Like  some  quick  vessel,  when  a  prosp'roos  gale 
Favours  her  course,  and  stretches  ev*ry  sail ; 
Above  the  parUng  waves  she  lightly  flies, 
And  smooth  behind  a  tract  of  ocean  lies : 
So,  'midst  the  combat,  rash'd  the  lofty  car ; 
Piero'd  the  thick  tumult,  and  diijoiuM  the  war. 
But  Clytodemon's  son  a  jav'lin  threw ; 
With  farce  impeird,  it  lighten'd  as  it  flew. 
And  struck  the  right-hand  courser  to  the  gromid, 
Xtbon,  fbr  swiftnMs  in  the  race  renowned. 
-  Behind  his  ear  the  deadly  weapon  stood, 
Loos'd  his  high  neck,  and  drew  a  stream  of  blood. 
Groaning  be  sunk ;  and  spread  his  flowing  mane, 
A  shining  circle,  on  the  dusty  pUiin. 
Intangled  deep  the  royal  chariot  stood, 
With  hostile  spears  beset,  an  iron  wood. 

Prom  his  high  seat  the  Spartan  hero  sprung 
Amid  the  foe;  his  clangfaig  armoor  rung. 
Before  the  king,  the  armed  bands  retire ; 
As  shepherd  swams  amid  a  lion's  ire. 
When  fleice  firom  famine  on  their  darts  he  tans. 
And  rage  indignant  in  his  eye-ballvbbms. 
Amid  the  fight,  distinguiafa'd  like  the  star 
Of  ev'nhig,  shone  his  silver  arms  afar ; 
Which,o*er  the  hills  it  setting  light  displays; 
And  marks  the  ruddy  west  with  silver  rays. 
Pale  and  aanz*d  his  brother  chief  he  fbund^ 
An  armed  circle  of  his  fHends  around. 
*<Ala«^  my  brother  I  have  IliVd  to  see 
Thy  life  ledeem'd  with  deathlcsr  infhmy  f* 
(The  herocry'd)  «« fbr  bcttei'that  ft  ghost 
You  now  had  waodei^  on  the  Stygian  coas^ 
And  by  a  glorious  ftU  preserved  your  name 
Safe  and  unblasted  by  the  breath  of  &me ; 
Which  floon  shaU  tell  the  world;  aeiaB'd  to  knr. 
That  MeneUttf  tanght  the  host  to  f«r.'* 


By  cousdon^  gnilt  sobdnM  Che  yontfi  cp. 
pear'd  j 
WKhout  reply,  the  just  reproach  he  heard : 
Confounded,  to  the  ground  be  tum'd  his  eyes  ; 
Indignant  thus  the  great  Atrides  criefl : 
*'  Myccneans  !  Spartans !  tanght  to  seek  renown 
From  dangers  greatly  brsT'd  and  battles  won  ; 
Ah  warriors !  -will  ye  fly,  when  close  behind 
Dishonour  follows  swifter  than  the  wind ! 
Return  to  glory :  whether  Jove  chains, 
With  wreaths  of  conquest,  to  reward  your  pam^ 
Or  dooms  your  fall ;  he  merits  equal  prize. 
With  him  who  conquers,  he  who  bravely  diesj* 
The  hero  thus  ;  and,  like  swift  light'ning  driv'n 
Through  scatter'dclouds  along  thevault  of  Reav'n 
By  Jure's  dread  arm,  his  martial  voice  inspir'd 
*The  fainting  host,  and  ev'ry  bosom  fir*d. 
Again  upon  tbe  conquering  foe  they  tnm'd : 
The  war  again,  in  all  its  fury,  bnrn'd. 
As  when  the  deep,  which,  ebbing  finom  the  latt^. 
Along  the  coast  displays  a  waste  of  sand. 
Returns;  and,  blown  by  angry  tempests,  roarv 
A  stormy  deluge  *gainst  the  rocky  shores: 
So,  rushing  to  the  fight,  the  warriors  came  ; 
Anient  to  cooqtier,  and  retrieve  their  fkme. 

Before  his  host  the  son  of  Creon  stood. 
With  labour'd  dost  obscure,  and  hostile  blood ; 
He  thus  exclaim'd :  «*  And  shall  this  dastard 

train 
(Warriors  of  Thebes !)  dispute  the  field  again  ? 
Their  better  chief,  1  know  him,  leads  the  band  ^ 
But  fate  shall  soon  subdue  him  by  my  hand." 
He  said  ;  and,  at  the  king,  his  jav'linthrew  j 
Which,  aim*d  amiss,  with  erring  fury  flew. 
Across  the  armed  ranks  it  swiftly  drove* 
The  warriors  stooping  as  it-  msh'd  above. 
Tbe  Spartan  hero  aim'd'  his  weighty  spear  ; 
'  And  thus  to  Jove  addressed  an  ardent  prayer : 

Hear  me,  great  sire  of  gods  i  whose  boundlest 
sway 

'  The  fatCb  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey ; 
Whose  sovereign  hand,  with  unresisted  ioi|^ 
Depresses  or  exalts  the  scales  of  fight : 
Now  grant  success  to  my  avenging  hand. 
And  stretch  this  dire  destroyer  on  the  sand. 
Jove,  grant  me  now  to  reach  his  hated  life. 
And  save  my  warribrs  in  this  doubtftil  strife:*^ 
The  hero  thus ;  and  sent  bis  weighty  spear; 
With  speed  it  flew,  and  pierc'd  the  yielding  atr; 
Swift,  as  a  falcon  to  her  quarry  springs, 
\Vhen  down  the  winds  she  stretches  on  her  wings. 
Leopbron,  stooping,  shun 'd  the  deadly  stroke* 
Whkh  on  the  shield  of  Hegisander  broke. 
Vain  now  his  lute ;  in  vain  his  melting«trains; 
Soft  as  Apollo's  on  the  Lycian  plains  : 
His  soul  excluded,  seeks  tbe  daik  abodes 
By  St3rx  embracM,  the  tcrrour  of  the.^s  ; 
Where  suriy  Charon,  with  his  lifted  oar, 
Drives  the  light  ghosu,  and  rules  the  drtmrf 
shore. 

l^th  grief  Leopbron  saw  the  warrior  slain. 
Hb  snatctt'd  a  pond'ront  mace   fltttti  ott  tht* 

plain. 
Cut  in  the  Thraciau  wood!,  with  soagnanNind 
Of  pointed  steel  with  iron  circles  bound. 
Heav'd  with  gigantic  force  the  club  to  throw. 
He  swung  it  thrice,  and  huH'd  It  at  his  foe. 
Thund'riog  upon  his  armed  head  itfbl}; 
Thetaoenhdmet  rung  with  stunmu^  knelt 
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Where  hostile  wta$  invtat  a  frontier  town, 

Thremfning  destructioo,  iol)«  along  the  sUes ; 

And  war  itself  stands  wond'ring  a«  it  flies: 

FaUa  en  some  turret's  top,  the  structure  beads 

Beneath  the  tempest,  and  at  once  descends 

With  hidceos  crash;  thus,  stooping  to  the  ground, 

Atirides  sunk ;  his  silver  arms  reeound. 

Bat  Pallas,  mixmg  in  the  dire  debate, 

A  life  to  rescue  yet  not  due  to  fate. 

Had  ti'er  his  head  her  doody  buckler  held ; 

And  half  the  fury  of  the  blow  repeU*d. 

The  sonof  Creon  mshMto  seiae  bis  prize* 

The  hero's  spoils ;  and  thus  eanlting  cries : 

"  Warriors  of  Thebes  I  your  labours  soon  shall 

cease. 
And  ftwl  fietory  MBtore  your  peace; 
For  great  Atrides,  by  my  valour  slain, 
A  Isfeleis  corse,  lies  stretch'd  upon  the  p1ain« 
Only  be  men !  and  make  the  Argive  bands 
Drad  m  succeeding  times  your  mi.sbty  hands ; 
That  foes  no  more,  when  mad  ambition  calls. 
With  dire  alarms  may  shake  your  peaoefol  widls." 
Ekuhing  thas,  the  hero  rushM  along; 
And  kindled  with  his  shouts,  the  vn^r  throng. 
ResoWd  and  firm  the  Spartan  warriors  stand 
Around  their  king,  a  formidable  band* 
Their  spears,  protended  thick,  the  foe  restrainM; 
Their  bocklers  joined,  the  weighty  war  sustained. 
But  as  a  mountain  wolf,  from  fcrnine  held, 
On  prey  intent,  surveys  the  midnight  fold ; 
H'bera,  m  the  Ahelter  of  some  arching  rock. 
At  ev'n  the  careful  shepherd  pens  his  iloek ; 
On  npofl  andTavage  bent,  he  stalks  around. 
And  meditates  to  spring  the  lofty  mound : 
Impatient  thus  the  Theban  chief  surveyed 
The c1os*-compaeted  ranks  on  ev'iy  side; 
To  find  where  least  the  serred  orb  oonld  beat 
The  strong  impression  of  a  pointed  war. 
Him  Mendans  saw,  with  anguish  stung  ; 
And,  Iran  amidsl  his  armed  warriors,  sprung 
With  wnth  iaflam'd  ;  as  starting  froim  a  brake. 
Against  some  traVller,  darts  some  crested  snake. 
His  rage  in  vain  the  Theban  ranks  witiwtand  ; 
The  bravest  warriors  sink  beneath  his  hand. 
Clytnndler,  Ipkitns,  Palemon,  fiim'd 
For  chariots  nil'd  and  fiery  ooursen  tao^d ; 
And  Iphialtes,  like  the  god  of  light. 
Whose  pointed  arrows  thinn'd  the  lines  of  fight : 
These  the  first  transports  of  his  fury  feel. 
Against  Leophronnow  he  lifts  his  steel. 
And  speedsto  vengeance  ;  but,  in  full  career. 
He  stood  arrested  by  a  vulgar  spear. 
Fis'd  in  his  thigh  the  barbed  weapon  hung, 
Bdax*d  the  mnsdes,  and  the  nerves  unstrui^. 
The  Spartan  warriors  to  his  suooour  flew; 
Against  the   darts   their  ample  shields  they 
threw,  ^war. 

Which  stormM  around ;  and,  from  the  rage  of 
Convejr'd  the  wounded  hero  to  his  car. 

With  fierce  impatienee  Creon's  son  beheld 
The  Spartan  warriors  still  dispute  the  fidd. 
Before  their  leader  fall'n  the  heroes  stood ; 
Th«ir  spears  erected,  like  the  sacred  wood 
Which  round  some  altar  rises  on  the  plain. 
The  mystic  rites  to  hide  from  eyes  pro&na. 
Thither  his  native  bands  the  hero  tnra'd ; 
Dnuro  to  a  wcdge^  again  the  combat  bnm'd. 
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Throngh  all  the  air  a  storm  of  javMins  snng ; 
^^'^th  sounding  blows  each  hollow  buckler  rung. 
First  Enopewis  felt «  deadly  wound, 
Who  in  AmycletilI'd  the  fruitful  jjround ; 
To  great  Andremon's  spear  he  yields  his  bi-Mth, 
And  starts  and  quivers  in  the  grasp  of  death. 
Next  Hpgesippns  pressed  th'  ensanguin'd  p»ain ; 
Leophron»s  jav^rn  mixM  him  with  the  slain. 
On  Malea's  clifls  he  fed  his  fleecy  store. 
Along  the  findings  of  the  craggy  shore. 
He  vow'^1  to  Phoebus,  for  a  safe  "return, 
Ao  hnndred  victims  on  his  hearth  to  bum. 
In  vain !  the  god,  in  jastioe,  had  decreed. 
His  gifts  eontemn'd,  the  offerer  to  bleed : 
For  violence  augmented  still  his  store  ; 
And,  unreKev»d,  the  stranger  left  hisdoor. 
Prone  on  the  bloody  ground  the  warrior  fell. 
His  soul  indignant  souirht  the  shades  of  Hell. 
Neit  Areas,  aeon,  valiant  Cbromius  dy'd : 
With  Dares,  to  the  Spartan  chiefs  alTy'd. 
And  Phcemius,  whom  the  gods  in  early  yonth 
Had  form'd  for  virtue  and  the  love  of  truth ; 
His  gen'rous  soul  to  noble  deeds  they  tom»d. 
And  love  to  mankind  in  his  bosom  bum*d  : 
Cold  thro*  his  throat  the  hissing  wrapon  glides. 
And  on  his  neck  the  waving  locks  divides. 
His  fate  the  Graces  moum'd.    The  gods  aboT«, 
Who  sit  around  tiie  starry  throne  of . lore. 
On  high  Olympns  bending  from  the  skief^ 
His  fote  beheld  with  sorrow-streamingeyes. 
Pallas  alone,  unalter'd  and  serene. 
With  secret  triumph  saw  the  moumfbl  scene: 
Not  hard  of  heart :  ibr  none  of  all  the  pow'rs. 
In  earth  or  ocean,  or  tb»  Ol-mpian  tow'rs. 
Holds  equal  sympathy  with  human  grief. 
Or  witha  freer  hand  bestows  relief: 
But  conscious  that  a  mind  by  virtue  steePd 
To  no  impression  of  distress  will  yield ; 
That,  still  uneonqner*d,  in  its  awful  hour 
O'er  death  it  triumphs  with  immortal  powV. 

Now  Thebes  prevailing,  SparU's  host  retreats  ; 
Ab  falls  some  rampart  where  the  ocean  beats : 
Unable  to  resist  its  stormy  way,  f  way  • 

Mounds  heap'd  on  moirads,  and  bars  of  rock  give 
With  inundation  wide  the  ddnge  reigns,   [plains. 
Drowns  the  deep  valleys,  and  overspreads  tha 
Thus  n'er  the  field,  by  great  Leophron  led, 
Their  foesrepuls'd,  the  TTiebcm  squadrons  spread. 
The  hero,  stooping  where  Atrides  lay. 
Rent  from  his  head  the  golden  casque  away; 
His  mail  unlock'd ;  and  loos'd  the  golden  chains 
The  zone  which  by  his  side  the  sword  sustains; 
The  monarch  now  amid  the  vulgar  dead. 
For  wheels  to  crush  and  arnled  hoofs  to  tread. 
Defenceless  lay.     But  stern  I.eophron*s  hate 
Retricv'd  him,  thus  expos'd,  from  certain  fate 
In  semblance  dead,  he  purposed  to  convey 
The  body  naked  to  some  public  way ; 
Where  dogs  obscene,  and  all  the  ravenous  race. 
With  wounds  unsightly,  might  his  limbs  disgrace* 
Straight  he  commands;    and  to  a  neighboring 

grove. 
His  watri/irs  charg'd,  the  Spartan  chief  remove. 
On  their  broad  shields  they  bore  him  firom  thn 

plain,  - 
To  sense  a  corse,  and  nnmbei'd  with  the  sfdln . 
His  fixed  eyes  in  hov*ring  shades  were  dro#n*d  ^ 
His  mighty  linbt  in  deathlike  fiCten  boand* 
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The  shoats  tiimultnout  and  tlie  din  of  war. 
His  ear  Veceiv*d  like  murmurs  heard  afar ; 
Or  as  some  peasauc  hears,  securely  laid 
Beneath  a  yaulted  cliff  or  woodland  shade, 
When  o'er  bis  head  unnumber*d  insects  sing 
In  airy  rounds,  the  children  of  the  Spring. 

Adrastus*  valiant  son,  with  grief,  beheld 
Th^  SparUns  to  inglorious  flight  compell'd ; 
Their  valiant  chief  resignM  to  hostile  handi. 
He  thus  aloud  address'd  the  scatt*ring  bands : 
"  What  shame,  ye  warriors !  if  ye  thus  exftose 
Your  leader  to  the  inguries  of  foes  ! 
Though  all  should  quit  him,  honour  bidsyoa  bring 
His  reiiquesback,  or  perish  with  your  king. 
Leophron  sure  injuriuusly  ordains, 
With  insults, '  to  deface  his  dear  remains ; 
Spnm*d  by  the  feet  of  men,  exposed  and  hare. 
For  dogs  obscene  and  ravenous  birds  to  share." 
Exclaiming  thus,  through  all  the  field  be  fle#  ; 
And  calVd  the  h<»t  the  oonflict  to  renew. 
Hieyatop,  they  charge;  again  the  combat  bums: 
Tliey  bleed,  they  conquer,  and  retreat  by  turns. 
Hegialus  excites  the  dire  debate  $ 
And,  by  example,  leads  the  work  of  late: 
For  now  he  sees  Atrides  bonie  afar. 
By  Aostile  hands,  beyond  the  lines  of  wan 
With  indignation  fierce  bis  bosom  glows ; 
He 'rushes  fearless  *midst  a  host  of  foes ; 
And  now  had  merited  a  deathless  name,v 
And  with  a  deed  immortal  eroiim'd  his  fiune, 
Atrides  savM ;  but  fate*s  supreme  command 
That  honour  destiu'd  for  a  mightier  hand. 

Leopbron  vex*d,  that  twice constrainM  to  yield, 
The  Spartan  warriors  re-assum'd  the  field. 
His  pow'rs  address'd :  **  For  ever  lost  our  fame. 
Dishonour  foul  will  blot  the  Theban  name; 
If  dastard  foes,  twice  routed  and  pursued. 
Shall  brave  the  victors  still  with  rage  renewed. 
Your 'glory  gain'd  with  vigour  now  maintain ; 
Nor  let  us  conquer  thus  and  bleed  in  vain." 
He  said,  and  'gainst  the  Argive  hero  tum'd ; 
With  martial  wrath  his  ardent  bosom  bum*d; 
Who,  fearless  and  undannted,  dar*dtowaitj 
Kor  by  ignoble  flight  declin'd  his  fate. 
For,  at  "the  Thebau  chief,  his  lance  he  threw, 
M^'hichi  aim'd  amiss,  with  erring  fury  flew : 
Beyond  the  hostile  ranks  the  weapon  drove  ; 
The  waii-iors  stooping  as  it  rush'd  above. 
Not  so  {he  Theban  spear;  with  happier  aimj 
Full  to  the  centre  of  the  shield  it  came  $ 
And  rising  swiftly  from  the  polish'd  round, 
His  throat  traosfixM,and  bent  him  to  the  ground. 
To  spoil  the  slain  the  ardent  victor  flew : 
"The  Spartan  bands  the  bloody  shock  renew; 
Fierce  to  the  charge  with  tenfold  rage  return^ 
An4  All  at  once  with  thirst  of  vengeance  bum; 
O'er  all  the  field  the  raging  tumult  grows ; 
And  ev'ry  helmet  rings  with  sounding  blows: 
But  most  around  the  Argive  hero  dead ; 
There  toil  the  mightiest,  there  the  bravest  bleed. 
As  when  outrageous  winds  the  ocean  sweep. 
And  finom  ihe  bottom  stir  the  hoary  deep; 
O'er  all  the  wat*ry  plain  the  tentpest  raves, 
Mixing  in  conflict  lood  the  angry  waves : 
But  where  some  pointed  cliff  the  surface  hides. 
Whose  top  nnjieen  provokes  the  angry  tides. 
With  ten  fold  fury  there  the  billows  fly. 
And  mount  in  smoke  and  thunder  to  the  8k)r. 


Adrastus,  by  itnactive  age  festraih'd; 
Behind  the  army  on  a  mount  remain*d ; 
Under  kn  oak  the  hoary  warrior  sat. 
And  look'd  and  listened  to  the  dire  debate. 
Nowi  tanl'd  by  age,  his  conreers  stood  unbound; 
His  useless  arms  lay  scatt^d  on  the  ground  ; 
Two  aged  heralds  there  the  chief  obefd ; 
The  squire  attending  by  his  master  stay'd.  [ear? 
And  thus  the  king :    **  What  sounds  invade  mina 
My  friends !  what  sad  disaster  must  we  b6ar  ? 
Some  herb's  full ;  for  with  the  shoots,  I  kooV 
Loud  lamentation  mjxt,  and  sounds  of  woe. 
So  were  we  told,  when  mighty  Tydeusfell, 
And  Polynlces  trod  the  path  to  Hell ; 
So  rag'd  the  combat  a^  the  heroes  slain. 
And  such  the  din  and  tnmuU  of  the  plain.*' 
He  said ;  and  listening  (what  he  greatly  fearM) 
Hegialu8*s  namb  it  last  he  heard 
Mix'd  with  the  ndise;  and,  sick'ning  at  the 

abond. 
By  grief  snbdu'd,  fell  prostrate  on  the  ground. 
But  rage  succeeding  and  despair,  be  rose 
Eager  to  ni^h  amid  the  thicket  foe«. 
His  spear  he  grasp*d,  impatient  for  the  fight  5 
And  pond*rous  shiekl,  unequal  to  the  weight; 
Him  frantic  thus  his  wise  attendants  held ; 
And  to  retire  with  prudent  care  txnnpeli'd. 
Impatient  of  his  state,  by  quick  returns. 
With  grief  be  melts,  with  indignation  bums. 
And  thus  at  last :  '*  Stem  ruler  of  the  sky  I 
Whose  sport  is  man,  tnd  human  misery ; 
What  deed  of  mine  has  stirr>d  thy  boundless  nge^ 
And  call'd  for  vengeance  on  my  helpless  age  ? 
Havel,  by  sacrilege,  your  treasures  drain'd  | 
your  altars  slighted,  or  yonr  rites  pmfon'd? 
bid  I  forget  my  holy  vows  to  pay  ? 
Or  bid  you  witness,  and  my  (kith  betray } 
Has  lawless  raping  e'er  increased  my  store* 
Or  unreliev'd  the  stranger  left  my  door} 
If  not;  injustice,  can  your  steiti.decree 
With  wrath  pimue  my  guiltless  race  and  me  ^ 
Here  valiant  Tjrdous,  Polynices  fell « 
In  one  sad  hour  they  trod  the  path  to  Hell : 
For  them  my  daughters  mourn,   their  sorrows 

•    flow 
Still  fresh,  and  all  their  days  are  spent  in  woe. 
Hegialus  remained  my  hopes  to  raise; 
The  only  comfort  of  my  joyle^  days  s 
In  whom  I  saw  my  vigorous  youth  return. 
And  all  our  native  virtues  brighter  bum. 
He's  now  no  more ;  and  to  the  nether  skies^ 
Banish'd  by  fate,  a  bloodless  spectre  flies. 
For  what,  ye  gods!  has  unrelenting  fate 
Curs'd  my  misfortunes  with  ao  long  a  date^ 
That  thus  I  live  to  see  our  antient  race 
At  once  exthi);iiish'd,  and  for  ever  cease  ? 
(iods!  grant  me -now  the  only  boon  I  crav^ 
For  all  my  sonows  past,  a  ])caceful  grave : 
Now  let  me  perish,  that  ^y  fleeting  ghost 
May  reach  my  son  in  Pluto's  shady  coast ; 
Where,  join'd  forever,  kindred  souls  enjoy 
An  union  tix'd,  which  nothing  can  destroy." 
He  said,  and  sinking  prostrate  on  the  ground. 
His  furrow'd  cheeks  with  floods  of  sorrow  drowa'd^ 
And,  furious  in  tiie  rage  of  grief,  overspread 
With  dust  the  reverend  honors  of  his  hcad« 
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Tn  Sputen  bonds,  with  thirst  of  TengipBnce 
fir^,  [spir'd. 

The  fight  maintained ;  nor  from  their  toils  re- 
Before  the  hero  fallhi  the  warriors  stand, 
Krm  as  the  chains  of  rock  which  guard  the  strand; 
l¥ho8e  rooted  strength  the  angry  ocean  hrares, 
And  bounds  the  fnry  of  his  bursting  waves. 
€o  Sparta  stood ;  their  serred  bucklers  bar 
TheTheban  phalanx,  and  pclnde  the  war. 
While  from  the  field,  upon  their  shoulders  laid. 
His  warriors  sad  the  Argive  prince  cOuTey'd ; 
]>ophronsaw,  with  indignation  fir*d. 
And,  with  his  shoots,  the  lingering  war  inspii'd. 
^ilgain  the  rigour  of  the  shock  returns; 
Tlie  slaughter  rages,  and  the  combat  hums ; 
Till,  pQshM  and  jrielding  to  superior  sway. 
In  slow  retreat  the  Spartan  ranks  gave  way. 
As,  in  some  channel  pent,  entangled  wood 
Beinetant  stirs  before  the  angry  flood : 
Which,  on  its  loaded  current,  slowly  heaves 
The  spoils  of  forests  mixed  with  harvest  sh<>aves. 

Pallas  oboerved,  and  from  the  Olympbin  height 
Precipitated  swift  her  downward  flight. 
like  Cleon's  valiant  son,  the  goddess  came; 
41ie  same  her  stature,  and  her  arms  the  same. 
Descending  from  his  chariot  to  the  grotmd. 
The  son  of  Tydeus,  'midst  his  bands,  she  found; 
Bis  steeds  unrui'd:    for   stretched  before  the 

wheel. 
Lay  the  bold  driver  pierc'd  with  Theban  steel. 
On  the  high  car  her  mighty  hand  she  laid ; 
And  thus  addressed  the  valiant  Diomed :     [fi^^ht, 
^  The  Spartan  warriors,    prince !    renounce  the 
O'ermateh'd  by  numbers  and  superior  might: 
While  adverse  fote  their  valiant^  chief  restrains, 
•Who  dead  or  wounded  with  the  foe  remains ; 
Hegialus  lies  lifeless  on  the  earth. 
Brother  to  her  from  whom  you  claim  your  birth : 
The  great  Atrides,  as  he  pres8*d  to  save, 
Leophron's  jav'lin  mark'd  him  for  the  grave. 
To  vengeance  haste;  and,  ere  it  is  loo  late. 
With  speedy  succonV  stop  impending  fote  t 
For  stem  Leophron,  like  the  rage  of  flame, 
'W^th  rain  threatens  all  the  Spartan  name.'? 
The  goddess  thus :  Tydides  thus  replies : 
f*  J^xm  partial  are  the  counsels  of  the  ski  is ! 
For  vulgar  roer't  oft  the  gods  with  care 
Honour  and  peace  and  happiness  prepare ; 
While  worth,  distingnish'd,  by  their  partial  hate, 
Submits  to  all  the  injuries  of  fate. 
Adrastusthns,  with  justice,  mayoomplain 
His  daughters  widow'd,  sons  in  battle  slain. 
In  the  devoted  line  myself  I  stand; 
And  here  must  perish  by  some  hostile  band  \ 
.Vet  not,  for  this,  I  shun  the  works  of  war. 
Nor  sculk  inglorious  when  \  ought  to  darf*« 
And  now  I'll  meet  joa  terrour  of  the  plain ; 
To  einown  his  conquests,  or  avenge  the  slain. 
But  wish  some  valiant  youth,  to  rule  my  car 
And  push  the  h«nrses  thiniugh  the  shock  of  war. 
Were  present ;  for,  extended  in  hii%  gore, 
^Ihe  bmveSpeosippus  knows  his  charge  nomore.'^ 

Thus  as  the  hero  spoke,  Cassandra  heard. 
And  prOMBt,  to  assume  the  charge,  appeared. 


By  love  inspir'd,  she  sought  the  fields  of  war  3 
Her  hero*s  safety  was  her  only  care. 
A  polish'd  casque  her  lovely  temples  bound. 
With  flow'rsof  gold  and  various  plumage  crown'd; 
Confos'dly  gay,  the  peacock's  changeful  train. 
With  gaudy  colours  mix'd  of  ev'ry  grain ; 
The  virgin  white,  theyeik>w's  golden  hue, 
The  regal  purple,  and  the  shining  blue. 
With  fomale  skill  compos'd.  The  shield  she  bora 
With  flow'rs  of  gold  was  mark'd  and  spangled 

o'er : 
Light  and  of  slend'rest  make,  she  held  a  lance : 
Like  some  mock  warrior  armed  for  the  dance. 
When  spring's  return  and  music^s  cheerful  strain 
The  youth  invite  to  frolic  on  the  plain. 

'*  illustrious  chief,"  the  armed  virgin  said^ 
"  To  rule  your  steeds  on  me  the  task  be  laid; 
Skill'd  to  direct  their  course  with  steady  rein. 
To  wake  their  fiery  mettle,  or  restrain ; 
To  stop,  to  turn,  the  various  arts  I  know  j 
To  push  them  on  direct,  or  shun  the  foe. 
With  ready  hand  your  voice  I  shall  obey; 
And  urge  tiieir  fiiry  where  you  point  the  way.*' 
The  virgin  thus:  and  thus  Tydides  said : 
"  Your  zeal  I  honour,  but  reject  your  aid. 
Fierce  are  my  steeds ;  their  fury  to  restrain 
The  strongest  hand  requires  and  stifiest  rein : 
For  oft,  their  mettle  rous'd,  they  rash  along; 
Nor  feel  the  biting  cuib,  or  sounding  thong. 
Oft  have  I  seen  you  brave  the  toils  of  fight. 
With  dauntless  courage  but  unequal  might 
Small  is  3rour  force;  and,  from  your  armnn- 

strang, 
Tlie  harmless  lance  is  impotently  flung. 
Yet  not  for  this  you  shun  the  martial  strife. 
Patient  of  wounds  and  prodigal  of  life. 
Where'er  I  combat,  foitbftil  to  my  side. 
No  danger  awes  you,  and  no  toils  divide. 
Yet  gradge  not  that  your  service  ( decline ; 
Homocleon's better  hand  shall  guide  the  rein: 
His  manly  voice  my  horses  will  obey. 
And  move  submissive  to  his  firmer  sway." 

Th'  £tolian  warrior  thus ;  and,  with  a  bound. 
Rose  to  his  lofty  chariot  fram  the  ground. 
Tbe  goddess  to  the  driver's  seat  proceeds ; 
Assumes  the  rems,  and  winds  the  willing  steeds. 
On  their  smooth  sides  the  sounding  lash  she  plies; 
And  through  the  fight  the  smoking  chariot  flies. 
Th*  Athenians  soon  they  pass'd;    and  Phociaai 

strong. 
Who  from  fair  Crissa  led  their  martial  throng. 
Th*  Arcadians  next  from  Alpheus'  silver  flood, 
Aod  hardy  Eleans,  grim  with  dust  and  Mood, 
In  order  rang'd.     As  when  some  pilot  spies 
The  rocky  clifis  in  long  succession  rise, 
When  near  the  land  his  galley  scours  the  shores. 
By  nrosp'roos  winds  impell'd  and  speeding  oais: 
So,  hastening  to  the  fight,  the  hero  flew. 
And  now  the  Spartan  host  appears  in  view: 
By  wounds  subdued,  their  bravest  warriors  lay; 
Others,  by  shamefol  flight,  their  fear  obey ; 
The  rest,  in  slow  retreat,  forsake  tbe  field, 
O'ermateh'd  by  nnmbers,and  oonstrain'd  to  yield. 
Th'  Etolian  hero  saw,  and  rais'd  his  voice. 
Loud  as  the  silver  trumpets  martial  noise ; 
And  rush'd  to  fight :  through  all  the  field  it  flew; 
Tbe  host  at  once  the  happy  signal  knew ; 
I  Atid  joy'd,  as  they  who,  from  the  found'ring  ship 
I  Escaped,  bad  struggled  long  amid  the>deep : 
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r»nt  from  deqptir,  when  hope  and  vigour  hil, 
If,  hast'oing  to  their  aid,  appears  a  sail  i 
WHh  Ibfce  ranew'd  their  weary  limbs  they  straiD, 
And  dimb  the  sUpp'Ty  ridges  of  the  main. 
S6  joy'd  the  SpavUns  to  repulse  the  foe ; 
WHlihope  restor'dj  their  gen'roas  bosoms  glow: 
While  Thebes,  suspeuded  'midst  her  conquest, 

stands^ 
jUid  feels  a  Buddeo  check  through  all  her  bands. 

Leophron  only,  far  before  the  rest, 
Tydides  waked  with  a  dauntless  breast, 
rina  and  unawM  the  hardy  warrior  stood; 
like  some  fierce  boar  amid  his  native  wood, 
IVhen  armed  swains  his  gloomy  haunts  invade. 
And  trace  his  footsteps  through  the  lonely  shade ; 
ResolV d  he  hears  approach  the  hostile  sound, 
Gvinds  his  white  teeth,  and  threatening  glniws 

arcMind: 
So  stood  Leophron  trusting  in  his  might, 
And  shook  his  armour,  eager  for  the  fight. 
Tydidcs  saw  -,  and,  springing  from  his  car. 
Thus  bmv'd  the  hero,  as  he  rushM  to  war : 
**  O  SOB  unhappy,  of  a  sire  accurst ! 
The  plague  of  all.  and  &ked  to  the  worst ! 
The  injuvies  of  Greece  demand  thy  breath; 
See,  in  my  hand,  the  instrument  of  deaths 
Hegialus's  ghost  shall  less  deplore 
Ub  fate  untimely  on  the  Stygian  shore, 
"When  banish'd  from  the  light,  your  shade  shall 
To  mingle  with  the  dark  infernal  gloom."   [come 
Tydides  thus  :  and  Creon*s  son  replies : 
**  Your  fear  in  vain,  by  boasting,  you  disguise ; 
Such  mlgar  art  a  oorice  oft  confounds. 
To  scenes  of  battle  new  and  martial  sounds ; 
Though  lost  onne,  who  dwell  amid  alarms^ 
And  nerer  met  a  greater  yet  in  arms." 

Thus  as  the  warrior  spoke,  his  lance  with  care 
He  aimM,  .nnd  sent  it  hissing  thtough  the  air. 
On  Diomed*s  broad  shield  the  weapon  fell; 
load  rung  the  echoing  brass  with  stunning  knell: 
Bui  the  strong  orb^  by  Vulcan's  labour  bound, 
Kepell'd,  and  sent  it  blunted  to  the  ground. 
Tydides  next  his  ponderous  jav'lin  threw : 
ll'ith  force  impeli'd,  it  brigbten'd  as  it  flew; 
/nd  pierc-d  the  border  of  the  Theban  shield, 
Where,  wreath'd  around,  a  serpent  guards  the 

field; 
Through  the  dose  mail  an  easy  passage  found, 
JLnd  DiarkM  his  thigh,  in  passing,  with  a  wound, 
how  in  close  fight  the  angry  chiefs  engage  ; 
Like  two  fell  griffina  reused  to  equal  rage ; 
Poised  on  their  rolling  trains  they  fiercely  rise, 
With  blood-bespotted  crests  and  burning  eyeK; 
With  poison  fraught  they  aim  their  deadly  stings/ 
Clasp  their  sharp  fongs,  and  mix  their  rattiiqg 

wings. 
In  combat  thus,  the  ardent  warriors  clos'd. 
With  £hi«;id  to  shield,  and  foot  to  foot  oppos'd* 
First  at  bis  foe  Leophron  aim'd  a  stroke ; 
But,  on  his  polishM  casque,  the  falchion  broke : 
From  the   smooth  steel  the  shivered   wwpon 

sprung; 
▲k>fl  in  air  its  hissing  splinters  sung. 
Kotso,  Tydides,  did  thy  weapon  fail; 
With  force  impelPd  it  pierced  the  silver  mail. 
Whose  sliding  plates  the  warrior's  neck  surround: 
▲  tide  of  gore  came  rushing  from  the  wound. 
Staggering  to  earth  he  sunk  with  head  dedin'd  ; 
And  life  in  loug  convulsive  throbf  resigned. 


Nor  stopped  Tydides  ta  despoil  the  slain ; 
The  warrior  goddess  led  him  cruss  the  plain. 
Towards  the  grove  where  great  Atrides  lay ; 
Th*  immortal  sgean  she  stratch'd,  and  roark'cl  th» 
way: 
Tluthar  amid  surrounding  foee  they  haste  ; 
Who  shun'd  them,  still  retreating,  as  the>  pass'd: 
And  cufring  foaad  the  Spartan  hero  laid 
Ob  the  greensward,  beneath  the  bow'riag sfaadr. 
The  guard  secure,  lay  stretch'd  upon  the  ground; 
Thehr  shields  ftsign'd,   their  lances    pitch *d 
One  only  near  Jt  winding  riv'let  stood,   [around : 
Which  tam*d  its  wandring  current  through  the 

wood; 
His  helmet  fiU'd  with  both  his  hands  he  reared. 
In  act  to  drink ;  when  in  the  grove  appeared 
Th'  Etolian  prinoe.    His  armour's  fiery  blase 
The  dark  recess  illumin'd  with  its  rayt. 
Amazed  the  Theban  stood ;  and,  from  his  hand. 
The  helmet  slipped,  and  rolled  upon  the  saad« 
Not  more  afraid  the  wond'ring  swain  descriesi,. 
'Midst  night's  thiok  gkx»m,  a  iamiag  meteor 

rise; 
Sent  by  the  furies,  as  he  deems,  Co  sow 
Death  and  diseases  oo  the  Earth  below.     (ery*d. 
*'  Tydides  comes !"    with  fault 'ring  voice  be 
And  straight  to  flight  his  willing  limbs  apply 'd. 
With  sudden  dread  surpris'd  the  guards  retire  ; 
As  shepherd  swains  avoid  a  lion's  ire. 
Who  roams  the  heights  and  plains,  from  famioQ 

boM, 
The  stall  to  ravage  or  assault  the  fuld. 

Now,  lifeless  as  he  lay,  the  martial  maid 
Atridea,  wiih  a  pitying  eye,  survey 'd ; 
And,  with  her  spear  revws'd,  the  hero  shook i     , 
The  touch  divine  his  iron  slumber  broke : 
As  when  his  drowsy  mate  the  fhepherd  swain 
Stirs  with  his  crook,  and  calls  him  to  the  plain  ; 
When  in  the  east  he  sees  the  moruing  rise. 
And  reddening  o'er  his  head  the  Qolour'd  skies. 
When  from  the  ground  bis  head  the  hero  raia'd^ 
In  full  divinity  the  goddess  blaz'd  ; 
Her  left,  reveal'd,  the  dreadful  segis  rears. 
Whose  ample  field  the  snaky  Gorgon  bears  ; 
Th'  immortal  lance  stood  flaming  in  the  right, 
Which  scatters  and  confounds  the  ranks  of  fi^it. 
Speeehles    the  chiefs  remained;    amazemeal 

strong. 
In  mute  suspence  and  silence,  held  them  long; 
And  thus  the  goddess :  "  Atreuc'  son !  ariac. 
Confess  the  partial  favour  of  the  skies. 
For  thee  I  leave  the  thund'rer's  lofty  seat. 
To  wake  thee  slumb* ring  on  the  verge  of  fiUe ; 
To  you  let  Diomed  his  arms  resign ; 
Unequal  were  your  force  to  go\-em  mine ; 
His  stronger  arm  shall  bear  this  pond'rous  shield; 
His  better  hand  the  weighty  jav'lin  wiefd. 
Arise  1  be  sudden,  for  your  foes  draw  near ; 
Assui'd  to  conquer  when  the  gods  appear." 

The  goddess  thus ;  and>  mixii^  with  the  wind. 
Left  in  a  heap  her  shining  arms  behind  ' 
Upon  the  field  ;  with  IoikI  harmonious  pea), 
Th'  immortal  buckler  rung,  and  gulden  maJL 
And  thus  Atridea,  rising  from  the  ground : 
"  In  this  approv'd  is  hoar  tradition  found  ; 
That  oft,  desiDending  from  th'  ethereal  tow'rs, 
To  mix  with  mortals,  come  the  heav'nly  pow'ni  I 
But  ne'er  tiU  now  I  saw  a  god  appear. 
Or  akora  thaa  human  voice  did  ever  hesr* 
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Do  yon,  myfriaiMl,  •aninie  thete  arms  divine  |   , 
The  morUl  and  inferior  shall  be  nine." 
Atridesthns;  and  Diomed  reply*d : 
**  To  HeaVn  obedience  must  not  be  deoy'd ; 
Sbe  you  yonnelf  th*  inunortal   arms  should 

wietd, 
And  I  with  these  attend  you  on  the  field. 
Bat  of  thepow'rs  above,  whose  so V  reign  sway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey, 
Pallas,  with  sorest  vengeance,  ttill  pursues 
8aeh  as  obedience  to  her  will  refHse."     [bound, 

He  said ;  and  straight  his  shining  arms  un- 
The  cBsqiir,theniail,the  buckler's  weighty  round; 
With  secret  joy  th*  inunortal  lielmet  took  : 
BUgh  on  iu  crest  the  waving  plumage  ^ook. 
Thtt  whosoever  wears,  his  sharpso'd  eyes 
All  dangers  mock  of  umbush  and  surprise  ; 
Their  lay  unquench'd,  the  midnight  shade  di- 
vides; 
Vo  cunning  covers,  and  no  darkness  hides. 
The  breasuplate  next  be  takes,  whose  matchless 

art 
fTrm  ooorage  fixes  in  the  bounding  heart ; 
The  rage  of  war  unmov'd  the  wearer  braves. 
And  rides  serene  amid  the  stormy  waves : 
The  glitt'ring  mail  a  starry  baldric  bound. 
His  arm  sustained  the  budder's  weighty  round; 
Impenetrably  strong,  its  orb  can  bear 
And  torn,  like  softest  lead,  the  pointed  spear  j 
Nor  yields  to  aught,  in  Earth  or  Heav'n  above^ 
Bui  the  dread  thunder  of  almighty  Jove. 
Tb*  imBnortai  spear  the  hero  last  did  wieldi 
Which  fixes  conquest,  and  decides  a  field; 
Nor  strength  nor  numbers  can  its  rage  withstand, 
Sent  bf  a  mortal  or  immorUl  hand. 

Thus  arm'd  to  meet  the  foe  Tydides  mov'd. 
And  gk>ry'dconsciou4of  his  might improv'd; 
like  the  proud  steed  n^ic'uig  in  his  force, 
'When  the  shrill  trumpet  wakes  him   to   the 

course; 
Fieice  and  impatient  of  restraint,  he  strains 
IVUh  stifien'd  neck  against  the  galling  reins. 
Tsller  be  seom'd;  as  when  the  morning  spread, 
"With  golden  lustre,  crowns  aome  mountain's 

head 
In  early  spring;  when,  ftom  the  meads  below, 
A  wreath  of  vapours  binds  his  rocky  brow ; 
In  ckMidy  volumes  settling  as  they  rise. 
They  lift  the  lofty  prospect  to  the  skies : 
80  in  immortal  arms  the  chief  appeared. 
His  stature  broad  dispUfd,  and  higher  rear*d. 

Now  from  the  field  approaching  to  the  grove, 
BmbatUM  thick,  the  Theban  warrbrs  move  ; 
Slowly  they  move,  as  swains  with  doubtful  steps 
Approach  the  thicket  where  a  lion  sleeps. 
Tydides  saw;  and,  rushing  from  the  shade. 
The  Spartan  caU'd,  aud  to  the  combat  led. 
Unaw*d  the  hero  met  the  hostile  band ; 
Nor  coold  united  for^e  bis  rage  withstand. 
They  wheeled  aloof;  as  when  a  dragon  springs 
From  bis  dark  deu,  and  rears  his  pointed  wings 
Agninst  aMoaching  swains,  when  summer  bums. 
And  theftesb  lakes  to  parched  deserU  turns  ; 
They  ^y  dispers*d,  nor  tempt  his  fistal  ire. 
His  wmtb-swobi  neck  and  eyes  of  living  fire : 
^  ted  the  Thehans,  nor  nscap'dby  flight 
Amid  their  squadrons,  like  a  fauloon  light, 
•P»  herosprang;  who,  stoopmg  from  the  skie^, 
J^MH^d imse di^penes  as  he  flies. 


Still  from  his  hand  th*  immortal  weapon  flew; 
And  ev'ry  flight  au  armed  warrior  slew. 
Andremon  first,  beneath  his  mighty  hand. 
Of  life  bereft,  lay  stretched  upon  the  sand* 
Pherecydes  gigantic  press'd  the  plain ; 
And  valiant  Tereus  sunk  amid  the  slain. 
Warriors  to  these  of  vulgar  names  ^succeed  ; 
And  all  his  path  is  mark'd  with  heaps  of  dead. 
As  when  sum^  woodman,  by  incessant  strokee. 
Bestrews  a  mountain  with  its  falling  oaks; 
Pelli  the  thick  planes,  the  hawthorn's  flow^ 

shade. 
The  poplar  fisir  by  passing  currents  fed. 
The  laurel  with  unfading  verdure  crown*d; 
Heaps  roll'd  on  heaps,  the  forest  sinks  around: 
So  spreads  the  slaughter  as  the  chief  proceeds  ; 
At  ev^ry  stroke  an  armed  warrior  bleeds. 
Atrides  combats  by  the  hero's  side. 
To  share  his  gbry  and  the  toil  divide : 
Unmov'd  amidst  the  hostile  ranks  they  go  | 
Before  them  for  retreats  the  routed  foe. 

And  now  the  Spartan  host  appear*d  in  sight. 
By  toil  subdu'd  and  lingering  in  the  fight. 
Their  valiant  leader  saw,  and  rais'd  his  voioa^ 
Loud  as  the  silver  trumpets  martial  noise. 
With  hopes  of  victory  his  bands  to  cheer; 
It  swiftly  flew :  the  distant  Spartans  hear 
With  glad  surprise.     Polyctcs  th  us  addrest^ 
Aikl  roused  the  languid  valour  of  the  rest. 
**  M yceneaps !  Spartans !  taught  to  seek  renown 
From  dangers  greatly  brav'd,  and  battles  won  ; 
With  sonpw  and  regret  I  see  you  yield. 
And  Thebes  victorious  drive  you  firom  the  field* 
Atrides  calls  us;  to  his  aid  repair: 
No  foe  subdues  you  but  your  own  despaic 
He  yet  survives,  bese(  with  hostile  hands. 
And,  from  your  valour,  present  aid  demands." 
He  said.   ,  The  rigour  of  the  shock  returns  ; 
The  slaughter  rages,  and  the  combat  bun«. 
As  when  a  reaping  train  their  sickles  wield. 
Where  yellow  harvest  loads  some  fruitful  field  ; 
TTie  master's  heart,  ,with  secret  joy,  overflows ; 
He  prompts  the  work,  and  counts  the  length 'ning 

rows; 
So  'midst  the  war,  the  powV  of  battles  stood, 
Pleas'd  with  the  carnage  and  the  streams  of 
blood. 

Elpenor  first  lay  lifeless  on  the  plain. 
By  stem  Flexippus  with  a  jav'lin  slain, 
A  grief  to  Thebes.    Euryalus  the  bold. 
Rich  in  his  flocks  and  rich  in  sums  of  gold. 
Beneath  the  arm  of  Aristssus  fell ; 
Lpud  rung  uis  silver  arms  with  echoing  knell : 
And  like  some  flow'r,  whose  painted  foliage  fair 
With  fragrant  breath  perfumes  the  vernal  air. 
If  the  rude  scythe  its  tender  root  invades. 
It  falls  dishonour'd  and  its  lustre  fades. 
Thus  fell  Euryalus ;  whose  matchless  graee. 
In  youth's  full  bkiom,  surpassed  the  human  race; 
For  Of  uthius  only  could  with  him  oompare. 
In  comely  features,  shape,  and  flowing  hair. 

Now  o'er  the  fields  the  rage  of  war  is  ^rea^; 
And  heaps  on  heaps  ascend  the  hills  of  desd. 
Ranks  meeting  ranks  oppose  with  equal  rages 
As  when  the  north  and  stormy  south  engage. 
Beneath  their  strife  the  troubled  ocean  mart ; 
And  rushing  waves  overwhelm  the  rocky  shores  ; 
So  rag'd  the  fight ;  when  bursting  from  a  crowd 
Of  thiok  6pi  osing  foesi  the  prioces  stood 
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Between  the  hosts.     And  thus  th>  Ktolian  lord : 

"  SiMrtans !  behold  your  vaJiant  chief  i^stor'd ; 

Ye  owe  his  safety  to  Minerva's  care ; 

Let  hecatombs  your  gratitude  declare, 

Soon  as  from  Thebes  you   reach  your  native 

grouodf 
Where  flocks  and  herds  for  sacrifice  abound ; 
Kow  fight  and  conquer ;   let  this  signal  day 
Y«ur  tedious  toils,  with  victorj',  repay ; 
And,  for  Hegiaius,  let  thousands  dead 
'With  ample  vengeance  gratify  his  shade.* 
As  thus  the  hero  spoke,  the  warriors  heard, 
And  hope  rekindling  throngh  the  host  appcar'd; 
AVith  joyful  shouts  they  rent  the  trembling  air, 
And  blessM  the  gods,  and  own'd  Minerva's  care, 
•    Now,  tow'ring  in  the  midst,  Atrides  stood, 
And  call*d  his  warriors  to  the  fight  aluod : 
As  mariners  with  joy  the  Sun  descry. 
Ascending,  in  his  conrse,  the  eastern  sky ; 
Who  «ll  night  long,  by  angry  tempests  tost, 
Shunn'd  with  incct«ant  toil  some  foithless  coi^st ; 
$•  to  his  wishing  friends  Atrides  came ; 
Their  danger  such  before,  their  joy  the  same. 
Again  the  rigour  of  the  shock  returns ; 
1*hc  slaughter  rages  and  the  combat  bums; 
With  thirst  of  vengeance  ev'ry  bosom  glows; 
Tydides  leads,  and  rushes  on  his  foes  ; 
Aroend  his  head  a  ray  of  light'ntng  shone 
From  the  smooth  helmet  and  the  glitt'ring  c^raej 
Uke  that  by  ight   which  streams  with    fiery 

glare. 
When  some  red  meteor  glides  along  the  air, 
Sent  by  the  angry  gods  with  tainted  breath. 
To  sow  the  seeds  of  pestilence  and  death  : 
fVorn  look  to  look  infectious  terrour  spreads  ^ 
An<l  ev'ry  wretch  thMropending  vengeance  dreads. 

l^efore  the  chief  the  Theban  bands  retire, 
As  shepherd  swains  avoid  the  lion's  ir^. 
Clytander  only  by  the  fates  impeli'd, 
OpposM  him  single  and  disdainM  to  yield ; 
Lycaon's  son ;  deceivM  by  glory's  charms, 
Superior  might  he  brovM  and  matchless  anAs. 
Nor  was  hisbrother  present  by  his  side, 
To  share  the  danger  and  the  toil  divide  ; 
Himself  a  youth,  and  yet  by  time  unsted'd^ 
Single  he  met  Tydides  In  the  field. 
Against  th'  immortal  shield  his  lance  he  flung. 
Whose  hollow  orb  with  deaPning  clangour  rung : 
The  tow'rs  of  Thebes  re-echo'd  to  the  sound ; 
The  spear  repulsed  fell  blunted  on  the  ground. 
Tydides  next  th'  immortal  jav'lln  threw ; 
With  force  impeli'd,  it  brijrhteii'd  as  it  flew ; 
Andpierc'd  the  Theban  helmet  near  the  cone^ 
Behind  his  ear  the  starting  weapon  shone. 
Supine  the  warrior  fell,  his  spirit  fled,   ^ 
And  mix'd  with  heroes  in  th'  El^sian  shade. 
To  spoil  the  slain  the  ardent  victor  flew : 
First  from  the  wound  the  fixed  lance  he  drew. 
The  helmet  loos'd,  the  costly  mail  unbound. 
And    shining   shield    with*  sculptur'd    figures 

CTDWll'd. 

These  spoils  the  hero,  in  his  gratefVil  mind, 
A  present  for  the  gen'ions  youth  designed  ; 
Who  still  inperilous  battle  sought  his  side, 
Andproflfer'd  late  his  warlike  steeds  to  guide. 
Fatal  the  gift,  the  cause  of  future  woe  ! 
Bnt  good  and  ill  th*  immortals  only  know. 
The  armour  to  a  vulgar  hand  consigii'd. 
Again  the  hero,  swifter  than  the  wind, 


To  combat  nish'd. 

But,  from  his  throne  above 
Declin'd,  the  all -surveying  eye  of  Jove 
His  progress  mark *d.  llie  herald  pow'r, who  brings 
His  sovereign  mandates  on  immortal  wings. 
He  thus  address'd :  <<Toyonder  sphere  descend ; 
Bid  Pbcsbus  straight  his  ev'ning  chai^  attend.:  ' 
For,  with  reverted  eye,  he  views  the  war. 
And  checks  the  progress  of  his  downward  car. 
Let  him  not  linger  in  th'  ethereal  way. 
But  lash  his  steeds,  apd  straight  conclude  the  day; 
For,  if  the  go<l5  descend  not  to  her  aid. 
Or  ev'ning  interpose  with  friendly  shade, 
Thebes  now  must  perish :  and  the  doom  of  fate. 
Anticipated,  have  an  earlier  date 
Than  faCe  ordains ;  for,  like  devouring  fiame^ 
Tydides  threatens  all  the  Theban  name ; 
Inmnortal  arms  his  native  force  improve. 
Conferred  by  Pallas,  partial  in  her  love. 
These  to  retrie\'e  must  be  your  next  essay  j 
Win  them  by  art,  nnd  hither  straight  convey : 
For  man  with  man  an  equal  war  shall  wage^ 
Nor  with  immortal  weapons  arm  his  rage." 

H6  said.    And  Mail's  son,  with  spe^,  tui^ 
drest  ' 
His  flight  to  Phoebus  hov'ring  In  the  west. 
Upon  a  cloud  his  winged  feet  he  stay 'd ; 
And  thus  the  mandates  ofhis  sire  convey'd. 
"  Ruler  of  light  J  let  noyr  thy  car  descend. 
And  silent  night  her  ))ei^:eful  shade  extend. 
Else  Thebes  must  perish  ;  and  the  doom  of  fate. 
Anticipated,  have  an  earlier  date 
Than  fate  decrees  :  for,  like  devouring  flame, 
Tydides  threatens  all  the  Theban  name; 
ImiQortal  arms  his  native  force  improve,  * 

Conferr'd  by  Pallas,  partiiM  inher  loye." ' 

The  son  of  ^aia  thus.  The  god  obey'd ; 
The  sounding  lash  upon  his  steeds  be  lay'd. 
Swift  to  the  goal  with  winged  feet  they  flew  ; 
The  night  ascending  98  the  day  withdrew. 

To  Thebes  the  herald  next  pursu'd  his  way  ^ 
Shot  like  a  meteor  with  the  setting  ra}*;. 
Behind  Tydides  in  the  fight  h^stay'd ; 
And  on  his  hesid  the  potent  sceptre  lay'd; 
Whose  magic  pow'r  on  waking  sense  prevails; 
Or,  in  profounaest  sleep,  the  eye  unseals ; 
The  struggling  ghost  unbinds  from  morti^l  c]?iy,^ 
And  dAves  it  down  the  dark  Tartarean  way. 
Subdu'd  the  hero  stood  by  pow'rfiil  charms. 
Till  Hermes  stript  him  of  th*  i^imortal  arms  ; 
And,  mounting  to  the  starry  ropfs  above, 
Dispos'd  them  in  the  armoury  oJF  Jove. 
And,  recollected,  thus  Tydides  spoke :       fvoke  i 
"Whate'er  they  give,  th'  immortals  may  re^ 
I  own  their  favour ;"  that,  of  mortal  line 
The  first,  I  wore  a  panoply  divine. 
But  if  the  day  were  lengthnn'd  to  my  wil>, 
With  light  to  point  my  jav'lin  where  to  kill, 
Thebes  now  shoi^ld  perish ;  but  the  morning  ray 
Shall  finish  what  the  ev'ning  shades  delay." 

And  now  the  night  began  her  silent  reijm  ;  ^ 
Ascending,  from  the  deep,  th'  ethereal  plain*;    - 
O'er  both  the  hosts  she  strclch'd  her  ample  shad^^ 
Their  conflict  to  suspend  :  the  hosts  obey'd. 
The  "field  no  more  a  nrisy  scene  appears, 
With  steeds  and  chariots  throng' d,  and  glittVm^ 

spears ; 
But  still  and  silent :  like  the  hoary  deep, 
When,  in  their  cares,  the  angry  tempests  sleep*, 
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^•cefultti^  fmooth  it  tpnada  fifom  shore  to 
^.  "Iwre,  [fore: 

Where  storms  had  rag*d  and  billows  swell'dba- 
Soch  seem'd  the  fields    the   martial  claDgors 


And  war  tumultiioas  lulls  itself  to  peace. 


EPIGONIJIK 
BOOK  IV. 

Am  ii6w  the  princes  of  the  Theban  state 
Jn  cooncil  sat,  assembled  in  the  gate, 
Where  rows  of  marble  pillars  bocmd  the  space, 
To  jadgment  sacred  in  the  days  of  peace. 
Aad  Creon  thus,  with  public  cares  oppressed 
And  private  grieft,  the  senators  address'jd. 

"  Princes  of  Thebes,  and  valiant  aids  from  fiir, 
Oar  firm  associates  in  the  works  of  War, 
Heroes,  attend !  1  shall  not  now  propose 
To  supplicate,  for  peace,  our  haughty  foes; 
No  peace  can  grow,  no  friendship  e'er  be  found, 
W3icn  mutual  hate  has  torn  so  wide  a  wound. 
Yet  for  a  truce  of  seven  days  space  I  plead. 
And  fun'ral  obsequies  to  grace  the  dead. 
Kor  were  it  just,  that  they,  who  greatly  fall 
From  rage  of  foes  to  guard  their  native  wall. 
Should  want  the  honours  which  their  merits 

daim, 
Sepnlchml  rites  deny'd  and  fun'ral  flame.*' 

Thns  as  he  spoke,  parental  grief  supprest 
His  volte,  and  sweli'd  within  his  laboring  breast 
Silent  amidst  th*  assembled  peers  he  stands, 
And  wipes  his  falling  tears  with  trembling  hands; 
For  great  Leophron,  once  his  country's  Iraest, 
The  glory  and  the  bulwark  of  her  host, 
Pieic'd  by  a  foe  and  lifeless  on  the  plain. 
Lay  drench'd  in  gore  and  mix'd  with  vulgar  slain: 
Silent  he  stood;  the  Theban  lords  around 
His  grief  partake,  in  streams  of  sorrow  drown'd  | 
Till  sage  Palantes  rose,  and  to  the  rest. 
The  monarch  seconding,  his  words  addrest* 

**  Princes !  renown'd  for  wisdom  and  for  might, 
Rever'd  in  council  and  approvM  in  fight; 
What  Creon  moves  the  laws  themselves  require. 
With  obsequies  to  grace  and  fun'ral  fire 
Each  warrior,  who  in  battle  bravely  falls 
From  ngeof  foes  to  guard  his  native  walls. 
ICall  approve,  and  none  will  sure  withstand 
What  Creon  counsels  and  the  laws  command, 
Cbai#l  with  the  truce,  Apollo's  priest  shall  go 
To  ofier  and  conclude  it  with  the  fi>R. 
His  silver  hairs  a  mild  respect  may  claim. 
And  great  ApoUo^s  ever  honor'd  name."  • 

The  rest  assent.     The  venerable  man, 
Stom  from  his  seat  arising,  thus  began  : 
*' Prinoea of  Thebes!  and  thou,  whose sov'rdgn 

hand 
5>wiys  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command ; 
Though  well  I  might  this  perilous  task  refuse. 
And  plead  my  f  -eble  age  a  just  excuse ; 
Yet  iioth'ng  shad  restrain  me,  for  ( go, 
Plcts'd  with  Ihe  pious  charge,  to  meet  the  foe. 
Willing  I  go ;  our  bleedicg  warriors  claim 
Sepulchral  honours  and  the  fun'ral  flame* 
If  ail  approve,  let  Clytophon  attend ; 
With  just  success  our  labours  thus  shall  end : 

VOL.  XTI. 


For  sure  no  Theban  boasts  an  equal  skill, . 
With  pleasing  words,  to  bend  the  fixed  will" 

Sooth 'd  with  the  friendly  praise,  the  hero  saidj 
"  No-self-rcgard  shall  hold  me  or  dissuade; 
The  pious  charge  my  inmost  thoughts  approve.** 
He  said;   and  slow  thro*   yielding  crowds  diey 

move; 
While  Thebes  on  ev'ry  side  assembled  stands. 
And  supplicates  the  gods  with  lifted  bands: 
"  O  grant  that  wrathful  enemies  may  spare 
These  rev'rend  heads;  nor  wrong  the  silver  hair !" 

And  now  they  pass'd  the  lofty  gates,  and  came 
Where  slow  Ismenus  winds  hia  gentle  stream  ; 
Amphion's  grove  they  pass'd,  whose  umbrage 
His  rural  tomb  defends  on  ev'ry  side.  [wide 

The  scene  of  fight  they  reach 'd,  and  spacious 
fields  [s^hields. 

With  mangled  slaughter  heap'd,  and  spears  and 
Under  their,  feet  the  hollow  bucklers  sound ; 
And  splinter'd  falchions  glitter  on  the  ground. 
And  now  the  stations  of  Uie  camp  appear, 
Par  as  a  shaft  can  wound  the  flying  deer. 
Thither,  amid  the  wrecks  of  war,  they  go 
With  silent  steps;  and  scape  the  watchful  foe. 
Now  fiill  in  view  before  the  guards  they  stand; 
The  priest  displays  his  ensigns  in  his  hand. 
The  laurel  wreath,  the  gold  bespangled  nxi 
With  stars  adom'd,  the  symbols  of  the  god. 

He  thus  began  :  *•  Ye  Argive  warriors,  hear  | 
A  peaceful  message  to  your  tents  we  bear : 
A  truce  is  ask'd,  till  the  revolving  Sun, 
Seven  times  from  east  to  west  bis  journey  run, 
Again  asceuds;  and  from  the  ocean's  streams* 
Crowns  the   green  mountains  with  his  golden 
That  mutually  secure^  with  pious  care,  [beams  ; 
Both  hosts  funereal  honours  may  prepare 
For  ev'ry  hero,  whom  the  rage  of  fight 
Has  swept  to  darkness  and  the  shores  of  night." 

Thus,  as  he  spoke,  the  list'ning  warriors  heani 
With  approbation,  and  the  priest  rever'd. 
The  chief  of  Salamis,  their  leader,  went 
Himself  to  guide  them  to  the  royal  tent ; 
Which  shone  conspicuous^   through  the  shades 

of  night 
Its  spacious  portal  pour'd  a  stream  of  light. 
Thilher  conducted  by  the  chief,  they  found 
Tlie  king  of  men  with  all  his  peers  around. 
On  thrones  with  purple  spread  each  royal  guest 
In  order  sat,  and  shar'd  the  genial  feast. 
Silent  they  enter'd.     From  his  chair  of  state. 
Full  in  the  midst  opposed  to  the  gate. 
The  monarch  saw ;  and  rising  tlius  exprest 
The  gen'rous  dictates  of  his  rc5'al  breast. 

"  My  guests,  approach  !  no  enemy  is  near ; 
This  roof  protecte  you,  straight  forget  your  feat 
Ev'n  though  from  yon  devoted  walls  you  come. 
For  vengeance  mark'd  by  fHte's  eternal  doom; 
Here  in  my  tent,  with  safety,  you  shall  rest, 
And  with  the  princes,  share  the  genial  feast. 
You  freely  then  your  message  may  propose. 
When  round  the  board  the  cheering   vintage 

flows. 
Which  sooths  impatience,  and  the  open'd  ear. 
With  favour  and  attention,  bends  to  hear." 

The  hero  thus.    Apollo's  priest  replies : 
"  Humane  thy  manners,  and  thy  words  are  wise; 
With  thee  the  noblest  gifts  the  gods  have  plac'd. 
And  ppw'r  supreme  with  equal  wisdom  graced ; 
L 
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Though  oft,  by  pftrts,  fbr  otTiers  they  ordahiy 
Tiie  arts  of  svay,  the  privilege  to  reign ; 
In  thee  their  paiti«I  {kvoar  has  combinM 
Tlie  highest  fortune  with  the  fo'eatest  nrind." 

*  As  thus  the  sage  reply'd,  the  princely  buid 
Hy  turns  presented  each  his  friendly  hand. 
The  sign  of  peace.     For  each  a  splendid  throne, 
Whei«  frinJs'd  with  gold  the  purple  covering 

shone,  ' 

The  ready  waiters,  1>y  commandi  prepar'd ; 
There  sat  the  envoys  and  the  banquet  shared. 
On  er^ry  side  the  spaikling  vintage  flows. 
The  momentary  cure  of  human  woes. 
The  rage  of  thirst  and  hunger  thus  suppressed. 
To  Nestor  turning  Clytophon  addressed. 

'  **  Illustrious  chief!  an  honour  now  1*11  claim. 
Which  not  to  {Publish,  sure,  would  merit  blame. 
Your  Other's  guest,  I  was;  by  fortune  led. 
When  from  Trinacria's  desert  shores  I  fled 
With  ills  beset :  but,  hi  his  friendly  land. 
Ilia  gen^hms  heart  I  prov'd  and  liberal  himd. 
A  grateful  mind  exdtes  me  to  reveal 
His  sov'reign  bounty,  and  attempt  a  tale 
Of  dear  remembrance.     But  the  fond  design. 
Prudence  dissenting,  warns  me  to  decline ; 
For  when  to  public  cares  3rour  thoughts  you  bend, 
A  private  story  mingled  must  offend.** 

The  artfUl  Tlieben  tfa  as.    The  chief  reply'd. 
Whose  sovereign  mandates  all  the  host  obey'd. 
''My  hoDOUT'd  guert!  proceed;  nor  aught  conceal 
Which  gratitude  ei^toinsyon  to  reveal : 
For  gen'rous  deeds,  imprudently  supprest. 
Lie  unapplanded  In  the  grateful  brnst : 
And  now  the  feast,  short  interval  of  care. 
To  vocal  symphony  unbends  the  ear ; 
Or  sweet  discourse,  which  to  the  soul  conveys 
Sublimer  joys  than  music's  tuneful  lays." 
The  momreh  thus.     The  pmdent  sage  sup- 
pressed 
His  hiward  joy,  and  thus  the  peers  address'd : 
Each  chief  he  strove  to  gam,  but  Nestor  most. 
Whose  wisdom  sway'd  the  councils  of  the  host. 
**  Confederate  kings  I  and  thou  whose  sov'reign 


Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command, 
Attend  and  hearken !  since  yon  seek  to  know. 
The  sad  beginnings  of  a  Kfo  of  woe. 
In  Rhodes  my  father  once  dominkni  datm'd, 
Orstlocfans,  for  deeds  of  valour  famU 
Hie  Spondee  his  sov'rdgn  sceptre  ownVI, 
.  And  (^rpatfaus  with  waving  fbrests  crown'd.  ^ 
His  youngest  hope  I  was,  and  scarce  had  seen 
The  tenth  retoming  summer  clothe  the  green. 
When  pirates  snatdi'd  me  from  my  native  land : 
While  «ith  my  in£uit  equals  on  the  strand 
I  pla3r'd,  of  harm  secure,  and  flnom  the  deep 
With  plmnre  saw  approach  the  fktal  ship ; 
Pleased  with  the  whiteness  of  the  sails  we  stood, 
And  the  red  streamers  shining  on  the  flood  ; 
And  feartess  saw  the  hostile  galley  land. 
Where  from  the  hills  a  current  seeks  the  strand. 
They  dimb'd  the  rocky  beach,  and  far  around. 
Intent  on  spoil  and  rapine,  view'd  the  ground ; 
If  any  herd  were  near,  or  fleecy  store. 
Or  loridy  mansion  on  the  windhig  shore. 
My  young  oompamons  straight  their  fear  obey. 
I*  bold  and  nnsospeethig,  dai'd  to  stay.        [toll 
Mestraigbtthey  seizM;  and  doom'd  to  servUe 
A  wictsbcd  captive  in  a  foreign  floiL 


Shruggting  tn  vnin,  they  bore  me  do«m  the  bay. 
Where,  anchored  near  the  beach,  their  vessel  lay  | 
And  plac'd  me  on  the  dedc.     With  bitter  cries. 
To  speeding  gales  I  saw  the  canvass  rise ; 
The  boundless  ocean  far  before  me  spread; 
And  from  ifiy  readi  the  shores  at  distance  fled. 
All  day  I  wept ;  hut  when  the  setting  light 
Retir'd,  and  yielded  to  the  shades  of  night. 
Sleep  stole  upon  my.  grief  with  soft  surprise. 
Which  care  ne'erbanishM  long  from  infant  eyes. 

«  Nine  days  we  sailM ;  the  tenth  returning  ray 
Show'd  us  Trinacria  rising  in  our  way. 
Par  in  tlie  west;  where,  with  his  ev*iiing  beams. 
The  Sun  descending  gilds  the  ocean's  streams. 
Thither  the  sailors  ply,  and  blindly  run 
On  hidden  dangers  which  they  ought  to  shun  ; 
For  whom  the  gods  distinguish  by  their  hat^ 
They  first  confound  and  then  resign  to  fote. 
All  day  we  sailed ;  and  with  the  evening  hoor^ 
Which  calls  the  shepherd  .to  his  rural  bow^r. 
Approached  the  shore.    The  forests  on  the  famd 
We  mark'd,  and  rivers  opening  from  the  strand. 
Then  gladness  touch*d  my  heart;  the  first  I  knew 
Since  fote  had  mix*d  lue  with  that  lawless  crew': 
With  joy  I  saw  the  rising  shores  appear; 
And  hoped  to  find  some  kind  deliverer  near; 
Some  gen'rous  lord,  to  whom  I  might  relate. 
Low  bending  at  his  knees,  my  wretched  fateu 
Vain  was  the  hope ;  the  Cyclopes  ne'er  know 
Compassion,  nor  to  melt  at  human  woe. 

<*  Near  on  the  left,  and  where  the  parted  tides 
A  promontoryes  rocky  height  dividest 
A  bay  they  found  ;  aiid  on  the  fatal  strand 
Desoendingr'fix'd  their  vessel  to  the  land. 
The  valleys  straight  and  mountains  they  explore. 
And  the  long  windings  of  the  desert  shore ; 
And  find,  of  sheep  and  goats,  a  mingled  fkxdc. 
Under  the  sbdter  of  a  caverned  rock. 
The  largest  and  the  best  the  pirate  band 
Seiz'd,  and  prepared  a  banquet  on  the  strandL 
Withjoy  they  feasted;  while  the  goblet,  crown'd 
With,  Mithjrmnean  vintage,  fiow^d  around. 
Of  harm  secure  they  sat  •;  and  void  of  fear 
To  mirth  resign'd ;  nor  knew  destruction  near* 

"Amid  them  there  I  meditating  sat ; 
Some  god  inqni'd  me,  or  the  pow'r  of  fote. 
To  escape  their  hated  bands :  and  soon  I  found 
The  wr\ih*d  occasion ;  when  along  the  ground. 
Each  where  he  sat,  the  ruffians  lay  supine. 
With  sleep  oppress'd  and  sense-subduing  wine^ 
Softly  I  rose,  and  to  a  lofty  grove. 
Which  shaded  all  the  mountain  tops  abov^k 
Ascending,  in  a  rocky  cavern  lay. 
Till  darkness  fled  before  the  morning  ray. 
Then  from  above  I  saw  the  pirate  buid. 
In  parties,  roaming  o*er  tlie  desert  strand ; 
The  mountain  gtats  they  drove  and  fleecy  storey 
From  all  the  postures,  crowded  to  the  shore. 
Me  too  by  name  they  call'd ;  and  oft,  in  vaio» 
deplored  each  grove  and  thicket  on  the  plain  ; 
While  from  above  I  saw,  with  cardess  eye. 
Them  searohing  round  and  list'ning  for  reply. 
Some  to  the  ship  the  bleating  spoil  conveyed; 
While  others  to  prepare  a  banquet  stayed. 
And  caU'd  thdr  mates :  to  share  with  ftill  repast 
D^thnirth  they  came,  nor  knew  it  was  thdr 
last, 

**  Then  frem  the  rocky  snmmit  where  I  lay, 
A  flock  appeared  descending  to  the  bay  ; 
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Which  thmufrh  a  Mrrow  TmlJey  nish'd  along. 
Oxen  and  sheep,  an  andistingaish'd  thron.?. 
Wth  these  the  ddpiag  hills  were  cover'd  o'er. 
And  the  loojf  viudinss  of  the  sandy  shore. 
Behmd  a  Cyclops  catne  j  and  by  degrees. 
Hose  to  my  view,  and  tower'd  above  the  trees. 
His  giant  stature,  like  a  lofty  rock, 
Appear'd  :  and  in  his  hand  a  knotted  oak 
Of  tallest  growth;  aiooiid  his  shoulder  flung 
His  bag  enoroftous,  by  a  cable  hung. 
Paatjog  I  lay ;  as  when  a  lurking  deer, 
Trom  some  close  thicket*  sees  the  hunter  near. 
By  dread  subduM,  confounded,  and  amaz'd, 
My  6xed  eye-balls  darkenM  aa  I  gaz'd. 
Soon  from  above  my  wretched  mates  he  kn^. 
As  on  the  level  shore,  in  open  view, 
Tbey  sat  securs,  with  ilow'ry  garlands  crown'd  ; 
The  signs  oF  spoil  and  ravage  scattered  round. 
With  indignation,  for  his  wasted  flock, 
Ip/)am'd,  he  thus,  like  disUot  thunder,  spoke. 
••  Whoe'er  these  are,  who  from  their  native  soil 
To  foreign  climates  thus,  in  quest  of  spoil, 
lieoitioot  romn  ;  ,they  soon  shall  foel  my  hand, 
Aod    rue  tbat   e'er   they  touch*d  Trinacria's 

strand." 
As  matt'ring  thus,  along  the  craggy  road 
He  came,  the  monntain  trembled  as  hetrode. 
The  wretches  saw  with  honour  and  affright ; 
Each  limb  enfeebled  lost  the  pow'r  of  flight. 
Their  cries  in  vain  the  monster  mov*d  to  spare ; 
His  club  be  rear'd  and  swung  it  thrice  in  air. 
Then  buri'd  it  cross  the  bay :  it  swiftly  drove 
0*er  the  smooth  deep,    and  raz'd  the  beach 

above. 

Sreat^iog  it  msh'd  along ;  but,  bendinfir  low, 
ch,  where  he  sat,  escap'd  the  weighty  blow. 
Beyond  them  for  it  pitched  upon  the  land,  [sand. 
Tore  the  green  sward,  and  heav'd  a  mount  of 
Now  starting  from  the  ground  tljey  strove  to  fly^ 
Press'd  by  despair  and  strong  necessity ; 
The  woody  summits  of  the  cliffs  to  gain. 
With  folt'ring  haste  they  fled  across  the  plain. 
But  the  imp^ing  mountains  barr'd  their  flight, 
High  and  projecting  from  their  airy  height ; 
B«6k  firom  the  slipf^ry  arch,  in  heaps,  they  foil; 
And  with  imploring  cries  for  mercy  call, 
In  vain.    The  monster  with  gigantic  strides. 
At  twenty  steps,  the  spacious  bky  divides ; 
Aioond  hit  knees  the  whit'ning  billows  roar. 
And  his  rude  voice  like  thunder  shakes  tlie  shore. 
'^  There  thirty  youths  he  slew;   against  the 


And  ragged  clifi,  he  dash'd their  erackling bones. 
TVenty  his  feet  and  heavy  hands  pursue. 
As  to  the  ocean  in  despair  they  flew ; 
Striving  the  summit  of  the  beach  to  gain. 
With  headking  course  to  ruslynto  the  main : 
For  there  tbey  hop'd  a  milder  fote  to  have, 
j^nA  less  abborr'd,  beneath  the  whelming  wave. 
These  too  he  reach'd;    and  with  his  w^ghty 
hand,  [sand. 

Their  iigbt  oppress'd,  jtnd  mix'd  them  with  the 
Two  yet  survived ;  who  supplicating  strove. 
With  humble  suit^  his  barbarous  soul  to  move. 
With  ti«mbling  knees  the  sandy    beach   they 

press'd ; 
Aiid,as  they  came,  the  monster  thus  addressed. 

*f  'P  tlioa !  with  whom  no  mortal  can  compare 
For  strength  renstless,  pity  now  and  spare. 


O  let  the  blood,  already  shed,  atone 
Fbrour  provoking  guilt,  and  trespass  done  ! 
O  spare  and  pity !  sure  the  gods  above. 
Who  sit  around  the  starry  throne  of  Jove* 
Are  won  by  pray'r ;   iand  he  whose  matchless 

might 
The  solid  Earth  sustains  and  starry  height. 
Oft  spares  the  guilty ;  for  his  soul  approves 
Compassion,  and  the  works  of  mercy  loves. 
Let  sov'reign  pity  touch  thy  mighty  breast ; 
And  him  revere,  the  greatest  and  the  best ; 
Who  pardons  oft,  but  ineasures  grief  and  pai^n 
To  such  as  hear  the  wretched  plead  in  vain.' 

"  As  thus  to  touch  his  iron  heart  they  try'd» 
The  Cyclops  smiling,  scornful  thus  reply 'd  : 
*  The  praise  of  mercy  well  your  words  proclaim  ; 
And  vengeance  mark,though  merited,  with  blameii 
WeH  have  you  spoken  $  therefore,  from  my  hand. 
More  fovour  hope  than  any  of  your  band  ; 
They,  on  the  desert  shore  expos'd  and  bare. 
The  wolves  shall  feast  and  er'ry  bird  ofair  ; 
But  ye,  preferr'd  above  the  rest,  shall  have 
This  body  for  your  monument  and  grave.' 

*<  He  said,  ai^d  seizing  lifts  tbem  both  on  high. 
With  hands  and  feet  extended  in  the  sky : 
Then  dash'd  tbem  thrice  against  the  rocky  shore  ; 
Gnaw'd  their  warm  flesh,  and  drank  their  streau^ 

ing  gore. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  havoc  of  the  plain,  • 
The  rage  of  tempests  and  the  stormy  miin.; 
But  fate,  in  such  afon9>  ne'er  met  my  eyes. 
And,  while  I  speak,  afresh  its  hurruurs  rifte 
To  chill  my  veins  :  nor  can  the  vary'd  state 
Of  sprightly  youth,  and  middle  age  sedate. 
Or  life's  last  stage  with  all  its  griefs  opprest. 
Banish  the  dire  impression  from  my  breast. 
For  still  I  see  the  monster,  as  he  stood. 
His  hairy  visage  dy'd  in  human  blood : 
As  the  grim  lion  leaves  the  wasted  plains. 
Red  from  the  ravage  of  the  flocks  and  swains. 

"  With  vengeance  pleas'd  he  view'dthe  shores 
around; 
And,  riding  near  the  beach,  our  vessel  found : 
Ker  by  the  mast  he  seiz'd :  and  to  the  land. 
With  all  her  anchors,  dragg'd  along  thestrand« 
Exploring,  next  the  solid  deck  he  tore. 
And  founl,  conceal'd  below,  his  fleecy  store. 
With  scornful  smiles  he  saw  tlie  theft  bewray'd  ; 
And  sidelong  on  the  beach  the  galley  laid ; 
And  call'dhis  flock :  to  open  light  they  strain. 
Through  the  wide  beach,  and  crowd  upon  the 

plain : 
StSU,  as  they  pass'd,  his  weighty  hands  he  laid 
On  their  soft  backs,  and,  stroking  gently,  said : 
*'  Go  now,  my  flock!  enjoy  the  verdant  hillsy 
The  rivers  cool,  the  sweet  refreshing  rills. 
The  meads  and  shady  forests,  safe  from  harm ; 
Your  foes  lie   crush'd  beneath  your  mastei't 

aiTO." 
The  giant  thus ;  and'nextthe  hold  ezpkn'd : 
Four  jars  he  found  with  Lesbian  vintage  stor'd. 
These  first  he  drain'd ;  then  to  his  lips  applyld 
His  flute,  which  like  a  quiver  by  his  side, 
Of  size  enormous,  h  ung.     Its  hoi  low  sound 
The  woods  repeated  and  the  caves  around. 
Its  music  such,  a«  when  a  stohny  gale 
Roars  through  a  hollow  cliff  with  hideous  pml. 
Resounding  deep,  along  the  level-shore ; 
He  play'd,  and  drove  his  pasturing  flocii  bcfort. 
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"  Hbrroiiraiid  gricfatoiioe  my  heart  assaii'd; 
Presages  sad  o»er  ev»ry  hope  prevaiPd. 
My  distant  ooantry  msh'd  upon  my  mind  ; 
My  friends, -my  weeping  parents,  lea  behind. 
Now  lost  to  hope,  and  furious  from  despair. 
With  both  my  hands  I  rent  my  rooted  hair  ; 
And,  in  an  agony  of  sorrow,  prest. 
With  strokes  repeated  oft,  my  heaving  breast. 
All  day  I  moure'd ;  but  when  the  setting  ray 
Ketir'd,  and  ev'ning  shades  expeird  the  day ; 
Encouraged  by  the  night,  I  sought  the  plain ; 
And,  wand*ring  anxious    'midst  the  mangled 

slain, 
Oft  caird  to  know  if  any  of  the  band 
Did  yet  survive,  escaped  the  monster's  hand : 
But  none  rep]y*d.    Along  the  desert  shore 
All  night  I  wander'd,  'midst  the  sullen  roai 
Of  bursting  billows  ;  till  the  morning  ray 
Appeared  to  light  my  solitary  way. 
Twas  then  I  reach'd  a  mountain's  height  e'er- 
spread 
W'th  thickets  close,  and  dark  impending  shade. 
Hung  o'ora  valley,  where  a  river  leads 
His  wand'ring  current  through  a  grove  of  reeds. 
"  Thither  I  went ;  and,  opening  to  the  deep, 
A  cavern  found  beneath  the  rocky  steep: 
ilie  haunt  of  mountahi  goats,  when  winfry  rains 
Have  chas'd  them  from  the  hills  and  naked 

plains. 
Gladly  I  enter'd ;  ibr,  deceiv*d  by  fear, 
I  always  thought  the  barbarous  Cycbps  near  j 
^is  form  descry'd  in  ev'ry  tree  behind. 
And  heard  his  voice  approaching  in  the  wind. 
Of  honey  there  a  sweet  repast  T  found, 
In  clusters  hanging  from  the  cliffs  around. 
My  hunger  soon  appcas'd,  the  gentlepow'r 
Of  sleep  subda'd  me  till  the  ev'ning  hour. 
nVas  then  I  wak'd ;  and  to  the  deep  below, 
I'hrough  thickeU,  creep'd   with  careful   steps 

and  slow; 
And  gaz'd  around  if  any  hut  were  there. 
Or  solitary  wretch  my  grief  to  share  ; 
But  iion^  appeared.   I  elimbM  a  mounUin's  head, 
Where,  wide  before  me,  lay  the  ocean  spread  j 
Awl  th«re  no  object  met  my  wishing  eyes, 
But  billows  bounded  by  the  iicttinic  skies. 
.Yet  still  I  ffaz'd,  till  night's  prevailing  sway 
Extinguish'd,  in  the  west,  the  ev*ning  ray. 
Hopeless  and  sad,  descending  from  my  stan^, 
I  wander'd  on  the  solitary  strand,  [roar 

Through  the  thick  gloom ;  and  heard  the  sullen 
Of  billonrs  bursting  on  thedesert  shore. 

*•  Thus  ten  long  yeai*8 1  liv'd  conceal'd  by  day. 
Under  a  rock  on  wither'd  leaves  I  lay; 
At  dawn  and  twilight  on  tlie  mountains  stood. 
Exploring  with  my  eyes  the  pathless  flood ; 
Impatient  till  some  friendly  sail  should  come^ 
To  waft  me  to  my  sire  and  native  home : 
But  none  appeared.    1'he  pilots  shun  the  shores 
Where  ^tna  (lames,  and  dire  Charybdis  rxMirs; 
And  where  the  curs'd  Cyclopean  brothers  reign. 
The  lonely  tyrants  of  the  desert  plain. 
Prcss'dby  despair,  at  last  I  dar'd  to  brave, 
E'c*n  in  a  skiff,  the  terrours  of  the  wave; 
Contrtnnin?  all  the  perils  in  my  way, 
For  worse  it  seemM  than  death  itself  to  stay. 

**  Of  oziers  aoft  the  bending  hull  I  wove ; 
And  ply  *d  the  ikins  of  mountain  goats  above. 


A  slender  fir,  ten  cubit  lengths,  I  tbmd 
Fall'n  from  a  mould'ring  bank,  and  stript  itnmin« 
This  for  the  mast,  with  bulrush  ropes  I  ty 'd  ; 
A  pole  to  steer  the  rudder's  use  snpply'd : 
Four  goat^skins  join*d  1  fitted  for  the  sail. 
And  spread  it  with  a  pole  to  catch  the  gale. 
Each  chink  with  gum,  agains^  the  brine  I  ckn'd  i 
And  the  whole  work  beneath  a  shade  di^)os*d, 
WheM,  from  the  hills  des%Wnding  to  the  imir. 
A  winding  current  cats  the  sandy  plain.     / 
Nuts  and  dry'd  figs  in  baskeU  n^rt  I  shaf'd  ; 
Apd  liquid  stores  in  bags  of  skin  prepai'd : 
And  waited  anxbus  till  the  aouthera  gale,  * 
From  the  dh«  coast,  should  bear  my  flying  sail. 
Nine  days  I  stay'd ;  and  still  the  northern  breeze. 
From  great  Hesperia,  swept  the  whit'nipg  was  s 
But  on  the  tenth  it  chang'd  $  and  when  the  boor 
Of  twilight  call'd  the  giant  to  his  baw'r, 
Down  from  my  grotto  to  the  shore  I  came, 
And  call'd  the  ^  who  rules  the  ocean's  strean^ 
Oblations  vow'd^  if.  by  his  mighty  baud 
Conducted  safe,  t  found  my  najtive,land. 
And,  turning  where  conceal'd  my  vessel  lay, 
The  rope  I  loos'd,  and  push'd  her  t<Kthe  tj«y  ; 
The  sail  imfuri'd,  and,  stc  :riiig  from  the  strand^ 
Behind  me  left  with  joy  t^e  hated  land. 

"  All  night,  by  breezes  sped,  the  prow  divide* 
The  deep,  and  o'er  the  billows  lightly  glides. 
But  when  the  dawn,  premling  o'er  the  nighk« 
Had  ting'd  the  glowmg  east  with  purple  light. 
The  air  was  hosh'd :  deserted  by  the  gale. 
Loose  to  the  mast  descends  the  empty  saiL 
And  full  agiunst  my  course  &  current  came. 
Which  buri'd  roe  backwards,  floatingoniUstreanr, 
Towards  the  land.      I  saw  the  shores  draw  near  ^ 
A nd  the  long  bilkyws  on  the  beach  appear. 
The  cruel  Cyclops  spy'd  me,  as  he  drove 
His  past'ring  flock  along  the  hills  above  ^ 
And  winding  tbipngh  the  groves  his  secret  way, 
Conceal'd  behind  a  promontory  lay ; 
l^repar*d  to  snatch  me,  when  his  aim  eoold  rtech 
My  skifi*,  which  diove  unyvem^d  to  the  beadu 
I  mark'd  bis  purpose  ;  furiouafirom  despair. 
With  both  my  hands  I  rent  my  rooted  hair ; 
And  on  the  poop  with  desp'rate  purpose  stood# 
I'fepar'd  to  plunge  into  the  whelming  flood. 
But  Neptune  sav'd  me  in  that  perifous  hour ; 
'llic  headlong  current  f^'lt  his  present  pow»r : 
Back  from  the  shore  it  tom'd  at  bis  command. 
And  bore  me  joyful  from  thefaUl  stratftd. 
Ilie  Cyclops  vex'd,  as  when  some  fowler  spies. 
Safe  from  his  cover'd  snares,  the  quarry  rise. 
His  seat  forBook,  and,  leaning  o'er  the  steep. 
Strove  with  soft  words  to  lure  me  from  the  deep. 
<  Stranger,  approach !  nor  fly  this  friendly  strand^ 
Share  the  free  blessings  of  a  happy  land  : 
.  Here«  from  each  dill,  a  stream  of  hooey  flows  ; 
And  ev'ry  hill  with  purple  vintage  glows.      ^ 
Approach ;  your  fear  forget ;  my  bounty  share; 
My  kindfiess  prove  and  hospitable  care.' 
As  to  allure  me  thus  the  monster  try 'd » 
His  fraud  I  knew ;  and  rashly  thus  reply'd : 
*  Talk  not  of  friendship ;  well  1  know  the  doom 
Of  such  as  to  your  dire  dominions  come : 
These  eyes  beheld  when,  with  a  ruthless  band. 
My  wretched  matesyou  murder*d  on  the  strand* 
Two  su'd  for  mercy ;  bat  thcmr  limbs  you  tore 
Willi  brutal  n%e,  aiKldraok  their  stieamiog  |or^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  EPIGONIAD.  BOOK  IV. 


149 


If  llttV^*f  droaa  flOf*reigii  to  my  rengefiil  hand 
His  wasting  flames  would  yield,  and  forked  brand, 
8ooi€h*d  on  tbe  cliffs,  your  giant  limbs  should 

feed 
The  moontain  wolves,  an  J  all  the  rav'nous  breed.' 

**  1  said ;  and  frim  the  south  a  rising  breeze 
Bnish*dthe  thick  woods,  and  swept  the  curling 

u   <* 
AboT    ^bew^es  my  vessel  tightly  flew; 
Tbe        3  widen'd,  and  tbe.  shores  withdrew. 
Inra^  -  ihe  Cyctops,  msbing  doi^i  the  steep, 
£ag«r  to  snatch  me,  plunged  inUitfae  deep: 
Sty  flight  he  iblfew'd  with  gigantic  strides. 
And  ster  'd  with  both  his  knees  the  rushing  tides. 
&K)n  had      ^erish'd,  but  escapM  again, 
Protected  .     He  god  *  Morales  the  main. 
He  sent  a  s  ^^^e  froi^  his  wat*ry  caves ; 
Like  mist  itVose  and  hover'do*er  the  waves. 
A  skiff  like  mine,  by  art  divine,  it  grew ; 
And  to  the  left  across  the  ocean  flew. 
With  course  divided,  where  the  pilot  spies 
Amid  the  deep  two  desert  blands  rise^ 
In  shape,  like  altars,  so  by  saikirs  nam'd, 
A  mark  for  pilots,  else  for  nothing  fam'd  ; 
Tbe  angry  giant  doubting  stood,  nor  knew 
Which  to  forsake,  the  shadow  or  the  true : 
For  both  seem'd  equal    By  the  fstes  misled, 
He  chac'd  tbe  airy  image  as  it  fled ; 
Nor  reach'd  it :  for  it  led  him  through  the  main, 
As  the  bright  rainbow  mocks  some  simple  swain; 
Who  stili  intent  to  catch  it  where  it  sUnds, 
And  grasp  the  shining  meteor  with  his  hands. 
Along  the  dewy  meadows  holds  hU  way  ; 
3at  still  before  him  flies  the  ooJour'd  ray. 
The  Cyclops  so,  along  the  wat*ry  plain, 
The  shadowy  phantom  chas'd  and  chas*d  io  vain : 
The  billows  burst  ed  on  his  hairy  sides, 
And  far  behind  him  rush'd  the  parted  tides. 
Dissolv'd  at  last,  its  airy  structure  broke. 
And  vanish*d  huv*rtng  like  a  cloud  of  smoke. 
His  erroor  then,  and  my  escape,  he  knew ; 
For,  fav-out-M  by  the  breeze,  my  vessel  flew 
Far  to  the  deep  :  yet  plunging  in  the  waves, 
Tom  from  its  bed  a  pond'rous  rock  he  heaves, 
^f^S^y  and  black,  with  dangling  sea-weed  hung; 
Pushed  from  bis  hand  the  weighty  mass  he  flung, 
To  crush  my  flight:  along  th'  ethereid  ^lain 
It  roU'd,  and  tbund  ring  downwards  shook  the 

main. 
Behhid  it  fell;  and  fiirther  from  the  shore, 
Harl*d  on  the  mounting  waves,  my  vessel  bore 
Towards  the  deep.    The  giant  8aw,^ith  pain« 
His  fraud  detected,  force  essayed  in  vain. 
He  cnrs'd  the  partial  powers,  and  lash'd  on  high. 
With  both  his  hands,  the  ocean  to  the  sky. 

*'  Now  safe  beyond  his  reach,  a  prosperous  gale 
Blew  fresh  behind,  and  stretch'd  my  flying  sail : 
Tlie  shores  retired ;  bat,  from  tbe  distant  main, 
I  saw  him  towMog  on  the  wat'ry  plain^ 
Uke  a  ull  ship ;  and  moving  to  the  shore» 
Sallen  and  sad,  to  tend  his  fleeey  store. 
Seven  days  I  sail'd  ;  the  eighth  retuniing^light 
The  Pylian  shores  presented  to  my  sight. 
Far  in  the  east ;  and  where  the  Sun  ^splays. 
Along  the  glitt'ring  waves,  his  early  rays. 
Thither  1  steer'd,  and,  where  a  point  divides 
BatRuded  in  the  deep,  the  parted  tides, 
A  fane  I  niark*d ;  whose  tow 'ring  summit,  rear'd 
iij^h  m  th«  air»  with  gilded  spires  appeared. 


lb  Nqptnne  sacred  on  the  beach  it  stands. 
Conspicuous  from  the  sea  and  distant  lands. 
Assembled  on  the  shore  the  people  stood 
On  every  side  extended,  like  a  wood : 
And  in  the  midst  I  saw  a  piUav  rise. 
Of  sacred  smoke,  ascending  to  the  skies. 
Twas  there  I  reach'd  the  hospitable  stiandt 
And,  joyful,  fix^d  my  vessel  to  tbe  land. 

<*  There,  with  his  peers,  your  royal  sire  I  found; 
And  fell  before  him  prostrate  on  the  groundy 
Imploring  aid;  my  lineage  I  reveaPd, 
Nor  aught  of  all  my  tedious  toils  conceal'd. 
Attentive  as  I  spoke  the  hero  he^ard, 
Nor  credulous  nor  diffident  appeared  ; 
For  prudence  taught  him,  neither  to  receive 
With  easy  faith,  or  rashly  disbelieva. 

<<  O  son  of  Neleus !  though  yon  justly  claim. 
For  eloquence  and  skill,  superior  feme  ; 
Yet  to  an  equal  glory  ne'er  aspire : 
Vain  were  the  hope  to  emulate  your  sire. 
Eight  days  we  feasted ;  still  the  flowing  bowl 
ReturnM,  and  sweet  discourse,  to  glad  the  soul. 
With  pleasure  beard ;  as  comes  the  sound  of  rain» 
In  summer's  drought,  to  cheer  the  careful  8wain« 
And  when  the  ninth  returning  morn  arose. 
Sixty  bold  mariners  the  hero  chose, 
SkillM,  through  the  deep,  the  flying  keel  to  guide» 
And  sweep,  with  equal  oars,  the  hoary  tide : 
They  trimm*d  a  vessel,  ^  their  lord's  com- 
mand. 
To  waft  me  to  my  sire  and  native  land. 
With  gifts  enrich'd  of  robes  and  precious  ore^ 
He  sent  me  jojrfol  ftom  the  Pylian  shore* 
Such  Neleus  was !  and  such  his  signal  praise 
For  hospitable  deeds  in  fdrmer  days ; 
The  friend,  the  patron,  dcvtJn'd  to  redress 
The  wrongs  of  fate,  and  comfort  my  distress^ 

**  But  what  is  man  1  a  reptile  of  the  Earth  ; 
To  toils  successive  feted  from  his  birth ; 
Few  are  our  joys ;  in  long  succession  flow 
Our  griefs  ;  we  number  all  our  days  in  woe. 
Misfortune  enter'd  with  my  infent  years  ; 
My  feeble  age  a  load  of  sorrow  beam. 
Driv'n  from  my  conntiy  by  domestic  foes, 
Thebes  but  received  me  to  partake  her  woes. 
The  sword  I've  seen  and  wide  devouring  Are, 
Against  her  twice  in  fatal  league  conspire. 
Tbe  public  griefs,  which  ev'ry  heart  must  share. 
By  nature  taught  to  feel  another's  care. 
Augment  my  own :  our  matrons  weeping  stand  ; 
Our  rev'rend  elders  mourn  a  niin'd  land ; 
Their  furrow'd  cheeks  with  streams  of  sorrow 

flow; 
And  wailing  orphans  swell  the  gen'ral  woe ; 
They  mourn  their  dearest  hopes,  in  battle  slain, 
Whose  limbs  unbury'd  load  their  native  plain ; 
And  now  by  us  entreat  that  war  may  cease, 
And,  for  seven  days  successive,  yield  to  peace  : 
That  mutually  secure,  with  pious  care, 
Both  hosts  funereal  (wnours  may  prepare  ' 
For  ev'ry  warrior,  whom  the  rage  of -flght 
flas  swept  to  darkness  and  the  coasts  of  night. 
To  ratify  the  truce,  if  ye  approve. 
We  come  alike  commission'd,  as  to  move. " 

Thus  Clytopbon  ;  and  he,  whose   sov'reign 
sway 
The  warriors  of  the  Pylian  race  obey, 
Nestor,  his  partial  favour  thus  cxpress'd, 
And  to  the  Thehan  chief  himself  address'd*      ' 
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*'  The  tratli  ypn  sp^ak,  nor  do  yonr  words  appear 
PrepaT'd  with  art,  or  dictated  by  fear ; 
For  wha6  you  tell,  my  memory  recalls, 
When  young  I  saw  you  at  my  native  walls, 
Yoyrself  a  3^th ;  though  now  a  length  of  years, 
In^printed  deep,  in  all  your  form  appears ; 
Yet  still,  with  sure  remembrance,  can  I  trace 
Your  voice  the  same  and  lineaments  of  face. 
An  infant  then  upon  your  knees  I  hung. 
And  catch^d  the  pleasing  woiidero  firom  yoar 
tongue  : 
our  woes  I  pity'd,  as  I  pity  still ; 
And,  were  the  chiefs  determined  by  my  will. 
The  truce  should  stand  :  for  piety  conspires 
With  justioe,  to  demand  what  Thebes  requires." 

The  hero  thus ;  the  khig  of  men  replies: 
**  Prioces,  ip  ftght  approTM,  in  council  wise  I 
What  Thebes  propounds 'tis  yours  alone  to  chase 
Whether  ye  will  accept  it  or  refuse : 
For  though  yonr  votes  oonsentmgin  my  hand 
Have  placed  the  sceptre  of  supreme  command ; 
Yet  still  my  pow'r,  obedient  fo  your  choice, 
Shall  with  its  sanctiov  join  the  public  voice." 
The  monarch  thus;  and  thus  the  chief  re* 
pVd, 
Whom  fair  £toiia*s  martial  sons  obeyM : 
**  Princes,  attend  !  and.thou,whose  sov'reign  hand 
Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command  i  * 
What  Thebes  requires  I  do  not  now  oppose. 
Because,  insensible  to  human  woes, 
The  widow's  tears  I  scorn,  the  mother's  sighs. 
The  groans  of  lathers,  or  the  orphan's  cries, 
Wliose  dearest  hopes,  in  rage  of  battle  slain. 
With  wounds  defoc'd,  lie  scatter'd  on  the  plain : 
Compassion  for  the  host,  which  fruitless  toil 
Go  long  has  wasted  in  a  foreign  soil, 
What  Thebes  propounds,  impels  me  to  dissuade. 
And,  for  the  Hving,  disregard  the  dead. 
How  long  has  war  and  famine  tUn'd  our  pow'rs. 
Inactive  camp'd  around  the  1  heban  tow'rs  ^ 
And  pestilence,  whose  dire  infection  flies. 
Blown  by  the  fories  through  the  tainted  skies  ? 
Many  now  wander  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
Whom  sires  and  consorts  shall  behold  no  more ; 
And  many  still,  who  yet  enjoy  the  day. 
Must  follow  down  the  dark  Tartarean  waj^ 
If,  blinded  by  the  fates,  oar  counsels  bar 
The  course  of  conquest  and  protract  the  war. 
Since  equity  and  public  right  demands 
That  Thebes  should  fall  by  our  avenging  hands^ 
^'ow  let  us  combat,  till  the  gods  above. 
Who  sit  around  the  starry  throne  of  Jove, 
The  judges  of  the  nations,  crown  our  toil. 
So  long  endur'd,  with  victory  and  spoil; 
Or,  destine  us  to  foil  in  glorious  fight, 
Elate  and  dauntless  in  the  cause  of  right. 
Shall  we  delay  till  dire  infbctioB  spreads 
Her  raven  wings  o^er  our  devoted  heads  ? 
Till  gen'rous  wrath,  by  slow  disease  supprest. 
Expires  inactive  in  the  warrior's  breast. 
And  life,  the  price  of  glory,  paid  in  vain, 
We  die  forgotten  on  a  foreign  plair," 

T^dides  thus ;  and  he,  whose  sov'reign  sway 
The  warriors  of  the  Pylian  race  obey, 
Kestor,  reply'd,  foreloqneAce  approv'd, 
By  Pallas  and  the  tuneful  sisters  lov'd : 
*'  Confed'rate  kings !   and  thou,  whose  sovSreign 

hand 
Sways  the  dreibd  sceptre  of  faprcme  eoamind. 


With  pa6ence  hear  the  reasbns  which  T'  plesA 
For  fun'  ral  rites,  the  honours  of  the  dcacf. 
Well  have  3rOu  heard  the  various  ills  that  wait 
On  strife  piolong'd,  and  war's  disastrous  state : 
And  they,  who  choose  to  dwell  amid  alarms^ 
The  rage  of  slaughter  and  the  din  of  arms. 
Know  little  of  the  jo3rs,  when  combats  cease. 
That  crown  with  milder  bliss  the  hours  of  peace. 
Though  gladly  would  I  see,  in  vengeance  jusi. 
The  Theban  tow'rs  confounded  with  the  dust ; 
That  from  the  war  releas*d,  x^  might  ag^in 
Each  share  the  pleasures  of  his  native  reign  : 
Yet  let  us  not  presumptuously  withstand 
What  piety  alike  and  right  command. 
The  honours  of  the  dead;  nor  tempt  the  gods. 
To  curse  our  labours,  firom  their  bright  abodes. 
Far  in  the  Heav'ns,  above  this  mortal  scene. 
In  boundless  light,  the  tband'rer  site  serene  $ 
He  views  the  works  of  men  j  the  good  he  know^» 
And  on  their  just  attempts  success  bestows ; 
But  bla^  impiety,  and  mocks  its  aim. 
With  disappointment  sure,  and  lasting  shame* 

*'  Attend,  ye  princes  I   and  I  shall  unfold 
What  sage  Harmonius  taught  my  sire  of  old. 
The  Locri  suomion'd  all  their  martial  po^'rs. 
And  fought  around  the  Orchomenian  tow'rs. 
From  oxen  seiz'd,  began  the  dire  debate; 
And  wide  and  wasteful  was  the  work  of  fdte. 
The  OrchomeniansoCt  a  truce  piupos'd 
For  fim'ral  rites;  the  Locrian  chiefs  oppos*d. 
Nine  days  expired,  the  bleeding  warriors  lay ; 
llieir  wounds  hot  streaming  to  the  solar  lay. 
From  Stjrx's  sable  shore  their  ghosts  implor'd. 
With   suppliant  cries.    Hell's  dread  arenginr 

lonL 
He  heard,  and  firom  the  gloomy  deep  below 
Of  Erebus  profound,  the  house  of  woe, 
A  fury  sent,  the  fiercest  of  the  crew. 
Whose  iron  scourges  human  crimes  pursue : 
Discord  her  name;  among  th'  infernal  gods 
She  dwells,  excluded  from  the  blest  abodes ; 
Though  ofl  on  Earth  she  rears  her  baleful  head. 
To  kindle  strife,  and  make  the  nations  bleed. 
The  fury  came;  and,  hov'ring  o'er  the  plain. 
Devoted  with  her  eyes  the  Locrian  train. 
In  form  a  raven,  to  a  totr'r  she  flew. 
Which  rose  upon  a  precipice  in  view. 
And  on  the  airy  summit  took  her  seat, 
With  potent  charms,  to  kindle  dire  debate. 
The  howling  dogs  her  presence  first  declare  ^ 
The  war-horse  trembling  snorts  aloft  in  air  ; 
On  man  at  last  the  dire  infection  foil, 
Tho  awfiil  vengeance  of  the  powers  of  HelT, 
Confusion  straight  through  all  the  camp  is  foond^ 
The  wand'ring  oentinel  deserts  his  ground. 
Fatally  gay  and  crown'd  with  ev*ry  weed. 
Which  weeping  mattons  scatter  o'er  the  dead  ; 
Of  dire  portent :  but  when  the  silent  reign 
Of  night  possess'd  the  mountains  and  the  platn^ 
Above  the  camp  her  torch  the  fiiry  rear'd. 
Red,  in  the  air,  its  balefol  flame  appear'd. 
Kindling  debate :  outrageous  strife  arose. 
Loud  as  the  ocean  when  a  tempest  blows. 
O'er  all  the  plain,  and  stuo'd  the  ear  of  night 
With  shouts  tumultuous  md  the  din  of  fight. 
Down  from  her  airy  stand  the  goddess  caine^ 
Shot  like  a  meteor,  with  a  stream  of  flaikie. 
To  kindle  fiercer  strife,  with  stronger  channSn 
To  swell  t))e  toimilt  aqdthe  lage  of  Bitti^ 
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The  ooDlAt  ImmM :  the  Orcbomenians  heard 
With  hoTTOur,  nor  beyond  their  walls  appeared. 
By  awe  dirine  restrained:  but  when  tlie  light 
Retuni'd  suocessire  on  the  steps  of  night. 
From  ev'ry  tow'r  they  saw  the  spacious  plain    • 
With  baroc  beapM,  and  mountains  of  the  slain. 
The  secret  cause  the  augurs  fitst  declared  ; 
The  justice  of  the  gods  they  ownM  and  fear*d* 
Ko  fun'ral  rite  the  Orchomeuian  state 
On  them  bestowed,  the  vu'gar  or  the  great ; 
In  one  deep  pit,  »hoi«  mouth  extended  wide 
Four  hundred  cubit  length  from  side  to  side. 
They  wbeJm'd  them  ail ;  their  bucklers  and  their 

^ears. 
The  steeds,  the  chariots,  and  the  charioteers. 
One  mio  mixM ;  for  so  the  will  of  Joye 
The  priests  declar'd ;  and  heap'd  a  mount  above : 
Socfa  was  the  fate,  by  Hear'n  and  Hell  decreed, 
To  punish  bold  contemner^  of  the  dead. 
And  let  us  not  their  fatal  wrath  provoke, 
Kor  merit  by  our  guilt  an  equal  stroke ; 
But  seal  the  truce,  and  piously  bestow 
What  to  the  reliques  of  the  dead  we  owe."  , 

He  said ;  the  peers  their  joint  assent  declare. 
The  dead  to  honour,  and  the  gods  revere. 
The  king  of  men  commands  a  herald  straight 
The  priests  to  call,  and  hasten  ev'ry  rite. 
While  thus  the  sov*reign  mandate  they  obey'd,    . 
1  h'  E'olian  leader  rose,  and  frowning  said : 
"  O  blind  to  truth  !  and  fated  to  sustain 
A  leagth  of  woes,  and  tedious  toils  in  vain  I 
By  sounds  deceivM.-as  to  her  fatal  den 
Some  vocal  sorc'ress  lures  the  steps  of  men ; 
O  eloquence  t  thou  fatal  charm !  how  few. 
Guided  by  tbe<^  their  real  good  pursue ! 
By  thee,  our  minds,  with  magic  fetters  bound. 
In  all  decisions,  true  and  fiilse  cOnfound. 
Not  the  unnumber'd  wrecks,  which  lie  akmg 
The  Syrens'  coast  the  trophies  of  their  song, ' 
Nor  there  where  Circe  from  the  neighboring  deep. 
With  strong  enchantments,  draws  the  passing 

ship. 
Cm  match  thy  spoils :  O  let  me  neVr  obey. 
And  fi>llow  blindly,  as  you  point  the  way  ! 
Confederate  kings !  since  nothing  can  oppose 
The  trace  you  purpose  with  our  treacherous  foes. 
With  mischief  pregnant;  I  alone  am  free, 
Nor  these  my  eyes  the  fatal  rite  shall  see; 
Lest  it  be  said,  when  mischief  shall  succeed, 
Tydides  saw  it,  and  approved  the  deed." 
Speaking  he  grasji^d  his  spear  and  pond*rous 
shield;  [field. 

And  movM  like  Mars,  when,  'midst  th'  imbattled 
Snbiime  he  stalks  to  kindle  fierce  alarms. 
To  swell  the  tumult  and  the  ra^e  of  arms. 
Socfa  secm*d  the  chief:  the  princes  wiUi  sur- 
prize 
Tian  <m  the  king  of  men,  at  once  their  eyes. 

He  thus  began :  **  Since  now  the  public  choice 
The  truce  approves,  with  one  consenting  voice; 
1'ydides  only,  with  superior  pride, 
Tlio*  youngest,  still  the  readiest  to  deckle. 
Our  gen'ral  sense  condemns;  his  haughty  soul 
Most  not  the  counsels  of  the  host  control, 
BraveChoaghheis:  the  altar*  ready  stand  ; 
Inovder  waits  the  consecrated  band ; 
Straight  let  us  seal  the  truce  with  blood  and  wine. 
And,  to  attest  it,  call  the  pow'rs  divine." 

The  mooarch  thus ;  'Tydides  to  his  tent» 
IWo'  the  ftiil  bost|  in  sullen  sorrow  went. 


Fix'd  in  bi8.mind  the  fatal  vision  stayed, 
SnatchM  by  invading  force  his  lovely  maid; 
llie  fraud  of  Cytherea;  still  his  heart 
Incessant  anguish  felt,  and  lasting  smart : 
And,  as  a  lion,  when  his  side  retains 
A  barbed  shaft,  the  cause  of  bitter  pains,      . 
Growls  in  some  lonely  shade ;  his  friends  declin'd^ 
He  breath'd  in  groans  the  anguish  of  his  mind. 

Now  round  the  flaming  hearth  th'  assembly 
stands^ 
And  Theseusthus  invokes  with  lifted  hands: 
*  Hear  me,  ye  pow*  r8,that  rule  the  realms  of  light! 
And  ye  dread  sovereigns  of  the  shades  of  nightl 
If,  till  the  eighth  succeeding  Sun  displays. 
Above  the  eastern  bills,  bis  enriy  rays. 
Any  bold  warrior  of  the  Argive  bands. 
Against  aTheban  lifts  his  hostile  hands 
By  us  approved ;  letev»ry  curse  succeed 
On  me,  and  all,  for  pcijury  decreed. 
And  as  by  blood  our  mutual  oath  we  seal. 
The  blood  of  victims  drawn  by  deathful  steel ; 
So  let  their  Wood  be  shed,  who,soorning  right. 
Profanely  shall  presume  its  ties  to  sUght," 
Apollo's  priest,  for  Thebes,  resumed  the  vow. 
The  gods  above  invoking,  and  below. 
Their  vengeance  to  inflict,  if  force,  or  art, 
ITie  truce  should  violate  on  either  part. 

The  ritesconcludedthus,  the  king  commands 
Two  younger  warriors  of  his  native  bands 
A  chariot  to  prepare;  the  driver's  place 
Sophitraimus  assumed ;  with  tardy  pace. 
Ascend  the  sage  ambassadors ;  before 
Alighted  torch  Asteropasus  bore. 
And  led  the  way ;  the  tente,  the  field  of  war. 
They  pass*d,  and  at  the  gate  disukiss'd  the  oar. 
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Soon  as  the  Sun  dispbiy>d  his  orient  rajTf 
And  crown'd  the  mountain  tops  with  early  day. 
Through  ev'ry  gate  the  Theban  warriors  flow, 
UnarmM  and  feariess  of  th'  invading  foe : 
As  when,  in  early  spring,  the  shepherd  8C« 
Rush  from  some  hollow  rock  a  stream  of  \iees, 
Lang  in  the  cliffs,  from  winter's  rage,  conceal  d. 
New  to  the  light,  and  strangers  to  the  Add ; 
In  compass  wide  their  mazy  flight  they  »teer. 
Which  wings  of  balmy  aepbyts  lightly  b«r 
Along  the  meads,  where  some  soft  nver  flows. 
Or  foresu,  where  the  flow»ry  hawthorn  blows ; 
To  taste  the  eariy  spring  their  course  they  benfl, 
And  lisrhtly  with  the  genial  breeze  descend : 
So  o»er   the  heights  and  plains  the  Theoans 

Some,  'midst  the  heaps  of  sUughter,  sought  tbeir 

Others  with  axes  to  the  woods  repaired, 

Fell'd  the  thick  forests,  and  the  mountam»  bar  <u 

With  like  mtent  the  Argive  warriors  naovo. 
By  Theseus  led,  whom  virgin  PaUas  loVd. 
Ten  thousand  oxen  drew  the  baniess'd  wains. 
In  droves  collected  fiom  the-neigbb'ring  plains  » 
slow  up  the  mounUins  move  the  heavy  wtteeis. 
The  rteep  ascent  each  groaning  axle  feels : 
In  cv'ry  grove  the  lemper'd  axes  sound ; 
The  thick  trees  crackle,  and  the  caves  resoana« 
Nowto  the  plain  the  moving  woods  descend, 
Undertheir  weighta  thousand  axles  bend: 
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And  roand  the  camp,  nod  round  the  Theban 

walls, 
Heaps  roll'd  on  heaps,  the  mingled  forest  falls. 

Of  this  the  Spaitan  chief,  his  native  bands, 
lYith  speed  to  rear  a  lofty  pile,  commands; 
Which  for  Hegialus,  with  grateful  mind, 
Adrastus*  valiant  son,  the  chief  designed ; 
Who  to  his  aid,  when  ev'ry  warrior  fled. 
Repaired,  and  for  his  resfeue  greatly  bled: 
His  native  bands  the  hero  thus  addrest. 
While  sighs  incessant  labored  from  his  breast, 

**  ThechiefofAi*g06,  warriors!  first  demands 
Funereal  honours  from  our  grateful  hands  j 
For  him  this  lofty  structure  n  decreed, 
And  ev'ry  rite  in  order  shall  succeed  : 
His  dear  remains  in  my  pavilion  rest; 
Nor  can  Adrastus  at  the  rites  assist ; 
Who  to  despairs  and  phrenzy  has  resign'd. 
By  age  and  grief  subdued,  his  generous  mind  : 
The  other  princes  of  the  army  wait 
The  obsequies  to  grace,  with  mournful  state." 
He  said ;  and  to  his  tent  the  warriors  led. 
Where  stood  already  deckM  the  fun'ral  bed  ; 
With  Syrian  oil  bedcw'd,  the  corse  they  found 
Fresh  from  the  bath,  and  breathing  fragrance 
ForMenelaus,  with  divided  care,  [round: 

Each  rite  domestic  hastened  to  pre]iare. 
TweK-e  princes  to  the  pile  the  corse  sustained  ; 
The  head  on  Agamemnon's  hand  reclinM  : 
With  mournful  pomp  the  slow  procession  mov*d ; 
For  all  the  hero  honoured  and  approv'd. 

First  on  the  top  the  fun'ral  bed  they  place ; 
And  next,  the  sad  M>lemn]ty  to  grace. 
And  gratify  the  manes  of  the  slain,  [plain. 

The  btood  of  steeds  and  bullocks  drencfe'd  the 
The  four  fair  steeds  which  drew  the  rapid  car, 
That  bore  the  hero  through  the  ranks  of  war. 
Their  lofty  necKs  the  pointed  falchion  tore, 
With  force  impellM,  and  drew  a  stream  of  gore  : 
Three  groaning  fell ;  but,  fiercer  from  the  stroke. 
The  silver  reins  the  fourth  with  fury  broke. 
And  fled  around  the  field :  his  snowy  chest, 
Was  dash'd  with  streaming  blood,  and  lofty  crest. 
In  circles  still  he  wbeel'd  !  at  ev*ry  round. 
Still  nearer  to  the  pile  himself  he  found  ; 
Till  drain'd  of  life,  by  blood  alone  suppiy*d. 
Just  where  he  felt  the  blow,  he  sunk,  and  dy*d. 
By  awe  divine  subdn'd,  the  warriors  stand  ; 
And  silent  wonder  fixes  ev'ry  bond : 
Till  thus  Atrides:   **  Sure  th*  immortal  gods. 
The  glorious  s3'nod  of  the  blest  abodes. 
Approve  our  rites;   the  good  their  favour  share, 
In  deatli  and  life  the  objects  of  their  care." 

Atrides  thus :  and,  further  to  augment 
TTie  mournful  pomp,  the  martial  goddess  went 
llirough  all  the  camp,  in  Mei  ion's  form   ex- 
press'd; 
And  thus  aloud  the  public  ear  addressed  : 
*?  Warriors  and  friends  !  on  yonder  lofty  pyre, 
Hegia  inn  expects  the  fun'ral  fire : 
For  such  high  merit,  public  tears  should  flow  ; 
And  Greece  assembled  pour  aflo<Mlof  woe. 
Now  let  us  all  his  obsequies  attend  ; 
And,  with  the  mournful  rites,  our  sorrows  blend." 
Proclaiming  thus  aloud  the  goddess  went; 
The  army  heard ;  a-id  each  forsakes  his  tent ; 
Her  voice  had  touch*d  their  hearts;  they  movM 

at'inr.  , 

Natioitfand  tribes,  an  undistingaish'd  throng* 


Around  the  pile  the  widening  ^rcTe  g^owt  f 
As,  spreading,  in  some  vale,  a  deluge  flowsy 
By  mountain  torrents  fed,  which  stretches  wide^' 
And  floats  the  level  lands  on  ev'ry  side. 
Distinguish'd  in  the  midst  the  prhices  stand, 
With  sceptres  grac'd,  the  easigns  of  oommandt 
Atrides,  with  superior  grief  oppressM, 
Thus  to  the  sire  of  gods  his  prayer  addreas'd,. 
«  Dread  sovereign,   hear  I  whose  unresisted, 
sway 
The  fiates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey:^ 
From  thee  the  virtue  of  the  hero  springs  ; 
Thine  is  the  glory  and  the  pow*r  of  kings. 
If  e'er  by  thee,  and  virgin  Pallas,  led, 
To  noble  deeds  this  gen'rous  youth  was  bred  > 
If  love  to  men,  or  piety,  posscst. 
With  highest  purpose,  his  undaunted  breast  ^ 
Command  the  winds  in  bolder  gusts  to  rise. 
And  bear  the  flames,  I  kindle,  to  the  skies." 
The  hero  thus ;  and  with  the  fan*ral  brand 
The  structure  touch'd ;  ascendmg  from  his  handj^ 
Spreads  the  quick  blaze :  'the  ruler  of  the  sky 
Commands;  at  once  the  willing  tempests  fly : 
Rushing  in  streams  invisible,  they  caroe» 
Drove  the  light  smoke,  and  rab'd  the  sheeted: 

flame. 
The  favoar  of  the  gods  the  nationaown. 
And,  with  their  joint  applause,  the  heiro  crown* 
From  mom  till  noon  the  roaring  flames  aspire. 
And  fat  of  victims  added  feeds  the  fire ; 
llien  fall  their  lofty  spires,  and,  sinking  low. 
O'er  the  pale  ashes  tremulously  glow. 
With  wine,  the  smoke,  and  burning  embers  lay*(^ 
The  bones  they  glean'd,  and  to  a  tomb  oonvey'd 
Under  an  oak,  which,  near  the  public  way. 
Invites  the  swains  to  shun  the  noontide  ray. 

Now  twenty  warriors  of  Atrides'  train, 
Loaded  with  treasure,  brought  a  hamess'd  wain.^ 
Vases  and  tripods  in  bright  order  plac'd. 
And  spUndid  arms  with  fair  devices  grao'd : 
These  for  the  games  the  Spartan  chief  decreed^^ 
The  fun'ral  games  in  honour  of  the  dead. 
Amid  the  princes  first  a  polish'd  yew. 
Unbent  upon  the  ground  the  hero  threw. 
Of  work  divine  ;  which  Cynthius  claim'd  before^ 
And  Chiron  next  upon  the  mountains  bore  ; 
His  sire  the  third  received  it :  now  it  lies, 
For  him  who  farthest  shoots,  thedesUn'd  prize, 

**  Heroes,  appioach  !"  Atrides  thus  aloud, 
"  Stand  forth,  distinguish'd  from  the  circling 

crowd. 
Ye  who,  by  skill  or  manly  force,  may  claim 
Vonr  rivals  to  8ur[>as8  and  merit  feme. 
This  bow,  worth  twenty  oxen,  is  decreed 
For  him  who  farthest  sends  the  winged  rec^, : 
This    bowl,    worth  eight,    shall  be  reserv'd  to 

grace 
The  man  whose  merit  holds  the  second  place'* 
He  spoke.     His  words  the  bold  Ajaces  fiHd  ; 
Crete's  valinnt  monarch  to  the  prize  aspir'd  ; 
Teucer  for  shouting  fan >'d;  and  Aferion  strong, 
Whot«  force  enormous  dragM  a  hull  along : 
Prompt  to  contend,  and  rais'd  with  hope,  they 

stood; 
Laertes'  son  the  last  forsook  the  crowd. 
Tydides  toohad  join'd  them,  and  obtained 
Whatever  could  by  skill  or  fbrce  be  gain'd  ; 
But  in  bih  tent,  indulging  sail  despair. 
He  sat,  BubduM  by  heart-cunsuming  care. 
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I^TftJe**^  ^  *  cuqoe  fbt  eqml   lots  were 

"SMh  beiD  vHh  his  name  had  mnk'd  his  own : 
Tliese^  misM  vith  csre,  the  chief  of  ^arta  drew; 
Mif  HfiuS*o  tlie'firrt  fae  knew : 
Teaoer,  with  hope  iaBpii*d,  flieaeoond  dafan'd : 
The  thiid  Oileus,  mnch  tor  shooting  iam'd ; 
Nert  dafanM  the  wearer  of  the  seven-fold  shieU, 
nMmgh  voQDg  in  annsi  distingoish'd  in  the  field  j 
Vlytses  f  Ihine  came  neat ;  aod»  last  of  all. 
Bold  MerioB  with  a  itniile  TeoeiT>d  his  ball. 

Pressed  with  iocumbeotforee,  the  Cretan  lord 
SMnM  Iba  stiff  bow,  and  bent  it  to  the  oord ; 
Then,fiom  theiiiU-stor'd  quiver,  chosewith  art, 
"Wing'd  for  th'  aerial  flight,  a  pointed  dart. 
Theaeos  commands  the  warriors  to  divide, 
"Who  crowded  thick  and  pressed  on  ev'ry  side ; 
StTUght  they  retire ;  as,  at  the  word  of  Jove, 
Jfram  day's  bright  iacethe  scattering  ohmds  re- 


The  arrow  sprung;  hut  erring  took  its  way. 
Far  to  the  left,  where  oozy  marshes  lay, 
And  groves  of  reeds ;  where  slow  Ismenus  strays^ 
And  winds,  through  thickets  green,  his  wat'ry 


And  thnmgfa  the  host  appeared  a  spacious  way, 
"Where  woods  and  fieMs  in  distant  prospect  lay. 
"With  force  immense,  th|e  CreUn  monarch  drew, 
Stretch'd  the  tough  cord,  and  strained  the  cir- 

cK^gyew) 
Tnm  his  firm  gripe  the  starting  anow  sprung, 
The  stiff  bow  crack'd,  the  twanging  cordage  sung. 
Up  the  light  air  the  hissing  weapon  flies. 
Pierces  the  winds,  and  streams  along  the  skies: 
Fhr  to  the  distant  plain  it  swiftly  drove  ; 
The  host  stood  wond'ring  as  it  rush'd  above : 
Descending  there  upon  a  mount  it  stood  ; 
A  depth  of  soil  receiv'd  the  trembling  wood. 
Applanse  from  all,  tumultuous  shouts  declare. 
By  echoes  wafted  through  the  trembling  air. 
8nd)  joy  the  hero  feels,  as  praise  inspires. 
And  to  the  circle  of  the  kings  retires. 

The  valiant  Teuoer  next  received  the  bow. 
And  to  Apollo  thus  address'd  a  vow : 
^*  Hear  me,  dread  king  I  whose  unresisted  sway 
Controls  the  Sun,  and  rules  the  course  of  day ; 
Great  patron  of  the  bow  !  this  shaft  impel ; 
Attd  hecatombs  my  gratitude  shall  tell ; 
Soon  as  to  Salamisoor  martial  powVs 
Ketnm,  victorious,  from  the  Theban  tow'rs.*' 
He  said,  and  bid  the  winged  arrow  fly ; 
It  pierc'd  the  winds,  and  swept  a  length  of  sky ; 
|n  compass,  like  the  coloured  arch,  which  shines 
Exalted,  as  the  setting  Sun  dedmes; 
From  north  to  south  it  marks  th'  ethereal  ^)ace. 
And  woods  and  mountains  fill  its  wide  embrace : 
Beyond  the  Cretan  shaft,  it  reach 'd  tlie  plain; 
As'far  before,  as  now  a  shepherd  swain, 
HuriM  from  a  sling,  the  sounding  flint  cpn  throw, 
^rom  his  young  charge,  to  drive  the  deadly  crow. 

Oilcan  Ajax  next  the  weapon  claim'd, 
Tor  skill  above  the  rest,  and  practice  fsm'd ; 
But  Phcebus,  chief  and  patron  of  the  art, 
Ketasded  in  its  flight  tht;  winged  dart : 
For,  nor  by  pray'rs*  nor  holy  vows,  be  strove. 
Of  grateful  sacrifice,  the  god  to  move. 
Downwards  he  turned  it,  where  a  cedar  fair 
Had  shot  its  spiring  top  aloft  in  air ; 
Caught  in  a  bough  the  quivering  weapon  stood, 
por  forc'd  a  passage  through  the  closing  wood. 

Ajax  the  next  appear 'd  upon  the  plain. 
With  suength  untaught,  and  emubus  in  vain ; 
With  smewy  arms  the  solid  yew  he  bends; 
Kear  and  more  near  appioach  tlie  doubling  ends: 


Abash'd  tbe3routh,  with  painful  steps,  retires; 
And  now  Ulysses  to  the  prize  aspires. 

In  silence  thus  the  prudent  warrior  pray'd. 
And,  in  his  heart,  address*d  the  martial  maid  s 
''Great  queen  of  arts !  on  thee  my  hopes  depend; 
With  favour,  to  thy  suppliant's  suit,  attend  1 
By  thee  my  infant  arms  were  taught  to  throw 
The  dart  with  ceitain  aim,  and  bend  the  bow: 
Oft  on  my  little  hands,  immortal  maid  1 
To  guide  the  shaft,  thy  mighty  hands  were  laid  i 
Now,  goddess,  aid  me,  while  1  strive  for  fame ; 
Wing  the  swift  weapon,  and  assert  my  claim." 
He  pray'd :  the  goddess,  at  his  suit,  descends; 
And  present  from  th'  Olympian  courts  attends. 
With  force  divine  his  manly  limbs  she  strung. 
The  bow  he  strain 'd :  the  starting  arrow  sung  ; 
As  when  the  si  re  of  gods,  with  wrathful  hand. 
Drives  the  swift  lightning  and  the  forked  brands 
Tq  waste  the  labours  of  the  careflil  swains. 
Consume  the  mountain  flockS|Orscoroh  the  plains; 
With  sudden  glare  appears  the  fiery  ray  ; 
No  thought  can  trace  it  through  th'  ethereal  ways 
So  swift  thy  winged  shaft,  Ulysses!  flew. 
Nor  could  the  fbllowing  eye  its  speed  pursue. 
The  flight  of  Teucer»s  arrow  far  surpas^ 
Upon  a  rural  hearth  it  pitch'd  at  last, 
To  (/'eyes  built  j  where  swains,  in  early  spring. 

With  joy  were  wont  their  annual  gifts  to  bring  ; 
When  first  to  view,  above  the  furrow'd  plain. 
With  pleasing  verdure,  rose  the  springing  grain. 
Through  all  the  host  applauding  shouts  resound; 

The  hills  repeat  them,  and  the  woods  around. 
The  bended  bow  bold  Merion  next  assumes, 

A  shaft  selects,  and  smooths  its  purple  plumes. ; 

He  plac'd  it  on  the  string,  and  bending  low. 

With  all  his  force  collected,  strain'd  the  bow. 

Up  the^Nght  air  the  starting  arrow  sprung; 

Thetpugh  bow  crack*d;    the  twanging  corda^ 
sung. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  sight  the  weapon  drove. 

And  tow  Vd  amid  th'  ethereal  space  above ; 

But  as  it  rose,  a  heron  cross'd  before. 

From  inland  marshes  steering  to  the  shore  ; 

Under  the  wing  it  reach'd  her  with  a  wound ; 

Screaming  she  wheel'd,   then  tumbled   to  the 
ground. 

And  thus  the  youth :  "Illustrious  chids !  I  claim 

If  not  the  prize,  at  least  superior  fame: 

Ungovem'd  strength  alone  the  arrow  sends ; 

Tb  hit  the  mark,  the  shooter's  art  commends.* 

In  mirthful  mood  the  hero  thus  address'd  ; 

And  all  their  favour  and  applause  express'd. 
"  Ulysses  I  take  the  bow,"  Atrides  cries, 

"  The  silver  bowl,  brave  Teucer  I  be  thy  prize. 

In  ev»ry  art,  my  friends  !  you  all  excel; 

And  each  deserves  a  pr'ze  for  shooting  well : 

,For  though  the  first  rewards  the  victors  claim, 

Glory.ye  merit  all,  and  lasting  fame." 

He  said ;  and  pond'ring  in  his  grateful  mind, 

Distinguish'd  honours  for  the  dead  design'd. 

"Warriors  of  Greece^and  valiaut  aids  ftom  far. 
Our  firm  associates  iu  the  worics  of  war  \ 
Here  from  a  rock  the  llieban  stream  descends, 
And  to  a  lake  its  silver  current  sends; 
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Whose  surface  smooth,  uor«ffle4  by  the  breeze^ 
The  Iiills  inrerted  show  and  downward  trees: 
Ye  daring  youths !  whose  manJy  limbs  divide 
Tlie  mounting  surge,  and  brave  the  rushing  tide; 
AH  ye,  whom  hopes  of  victory  inspire, 
Stand  forth  distinguish'd  j  let  the  crowd  retire; 
This  costly  armour  shall  the  youth  obtain,  - 
Who  comes  victorious  from  the  wat'ry  plain  ; 
That  island  compass'd,  where  the  poplar  grows. 
And  in  the  lake  its  wavering  image  shows, 
111)0  measuring  back  the  liquid  space,  before 
His  rivals,  shall  regain  the  flow*ry  shonC 
This  golden  bowl  is  fix*d  the  second  prize, 
EsteemM  alike  for  fashion  ajod  for  size.*' 

The  hero  thus;  with  thirst  of  glory  fir'd, 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  to  tlie  prize  aspired; 
With  Sparta's  younger  chief;  Uljrsses  came; 
And  brave  Clearchus  emulous  of  fame, 
A  wealthy  warrior  from  the  Saniian  shore. 
In  cattle  rich,  and  hsaps  of  precious  ore : 
Distinguished  in  the  midst  the  heroes  stood, 
£ager  to  plunge  into  the  shining  flood. 

His  brother's  ardour  porpos'd  to  restrain, 
Atrides  strove,  and  counsel'd  thus,  in  Tain : 
**  Desist,  my  brother !  shun  th'  unequal  strife; 
For  late  you  stood  upon  the  verge  of  life: 
Ko  mortal  man  his  vigour  can  retain. 
When  flowing  woimds  have  empty'd  ev'ry  vein* 
If  now  you  perish  in  the  wat'ry  way. 
Grief  upon  grief  shall  cloud  this  mournful  day : 
Desist,  respect  my  counsel,  and  be  wise; 
Some  other  Spartan  in  your  place  will  rise." 
To  change  his  brother's  purpose  tlius  he  try'd ; 
But  nothing  movM,  the  gen'rous  youth  reply'd : 
'*  Brother  !  in  vain  you  urge  me  to  forbear, 
From  love  and  fond  affection  prompt  to  fear; 
Tor  firm,  as  e'er  I)efore,  my  limbs  rejnain. 
To  dash  the  fluid  waves,  or  scour  the  plain." 

He  said,  add  went  b^re.    The  heroes  move 
To  tlie  dark  covert  of  a  neighboring  grove ; 
Which  to  tlie  bank  its  shady  walks  extends. 
Where  mixing  with  the  lake  a  riv'let  ends. 
Prompt  to  contend,  their  purple  robes  th^  loose. 
Their  flgur^d  vests  and  gold  embroidftr'd  shoes ; 
And  through  the  grove  descending  to  the  strand. 
Along  the  flow'ry  bank  in  order  stand. 
As  when,  in  some  fair  temple's  sacred  shrine, 
A  statue  stands,  express'd  by  skill  divine,      « 
Apollo's  or  the  herald-pow'rs,  who  brings 
Jove's  mighty  mandates  on  his  airy  wings  ;] 
The  form  majestic  awes  the  bending  crowd  : 
In  port  and  stature  such,  the  heroes  stood. 

Starting  at  once,  with  equal  strokes,  they 
sweep 
The  smooth  expanse,  and  shoot  into  the  deep; 
The  Cretan  chief,  exerting  all  his  force, 
Hiff  ri%*als  far  surpass'd,  and  led  the  course; 
Behind  Atrides,  emulous  of  iame ; 
Clearchus  next ;  and  last  Ulysses  came. 
And  DOW  they  measured  back  the  wat'ry  spacer 
And  saw  from  for  the  limits  of  the  race. 
Ulysses  then,  with  thirst  of  giory  fir'd. 
The  Samian  left,  and  to  the  prize  aspii^d  ; 
Who,  emulous,  and  dreading  to  be  last. 
With  equal  speed,  the  Spartan  hero  passed. 
Alarm'd,  the  Cretan  monarch  strove,  with  pain^ 
His  doubtful  hopes  of  conquest  to  maintain  ^ 
Exerting  ev'ry  nerve,  his  limbs  he  plyM, 
And  wishing,  from  afar,  the  shore  descry>d  i 


For  near  and  nearer  stil  1  Ulysses  prfst ;     ' 
The  waves  he  felt  rebocmding  from  his  breast. 
With  equal  seal  for  victory  they  strove  ;    - 
When,  gliding  sodden,  from  the  roofiof  Jove, 
Pallas  approach 'd ;  behind  a  ck>ud  coiioeal'd« 
Ulysses  only  saw  her  form  reveal'd. 
Majestic  by  the  heroes  side  she  stood ; 
Her  shining  sandals  press'd  the  tremUiag  flood. 
She  whisper'd  soft,  as  when  the  westeni  bicexe 
Stirs  the  thick  reeds,  or  shakes  the  roatliDg  treese 
*<  Still  shall  thy  soul,  with  endless  thint  of  fome. 
Aspire  to  victory,  in  ev'ry  game. 
Tlie  honours,  which  from  bones  and  sinews  rke. 
Are  lightly  vaJu'd  by  the  good  and  wise : 
To  envy  still  they  rouse  the  human  kind ; 
And  oft,  than  courted,  better  far  dedhi'd. 
To  brave  Idomenens  yield  the  race. 
Contented  to  obtain  the  second  place." 
The  goddess  thus :  while,  stietdiing  to  the  lan^ 
With  joy  the  Cretan  chief  approach'd  the  strand^ 
Ulysses  next  arriv'd ;  and,  spent  with  toil. 
The  weary  Samian  grasp'd  the  wekome  soil. 

But  far  behind  the  Spartan  wairior  lay, 
Fatigu'd,  and  fainting,  in  the  wat"ry  way. 
llirice  struggling,  from  the  lake,  his  head  he 

rear'd; 
And  thrice,  imploring  aid,  his  voice  wa^ beard. 
I'he  Cretan  monarch  hastes  the  youth  to  saw.  ■ 
And  Itbacus again  divides  tiae  wave; 
With  force  renew'd  their  manly  limbs  they  ply  ; 
And  from  their  breasts  the  whit*ning  billows  tly. 
Full  in  the  midst  a  rocky  isle  divides 
Tlie  liquid  space,  and  parts  the  silver  tides;- 
Once  cultivated,  now  v^th  thickets  green 
O'erspread,  two  hillocks  and  a  vale  between.1 
Here  dwelt  an  agedswain ;  his  cottage  stood 
Under  the  cliflTs,  encompassed  by  a  wood. 
From  poverty  secure,  he  heard  afor. 
In  peace  profound,  the  tumolts  of  the  wai; 
Mending  a  net  before  his  rum)  gate, 
From  other  toils  repos'd,  the  peasant  sat : 
When  first  the  voice  of  Menelaus  came. 
By  evening  breezes  wafted  from  the  s  ream. 
Hast'ning,  his  skiff  he  loos>d,  and  spread  the  sail-  • 
Some  present  god  supply>d  a  prosp'ioiis  gale : 
For,  as  the  Spartan  chief,  with  toil  subdo'd. 
Hopeless  of  life,  was  sinking  in  the  flood. 
The  sw^n  approach'd,  and  in  his  barge  reecav^d 
Him  safo  from  danger  imminent  retriev'd. 

Upon  a  willow's  trunk  Thersites  sat. 
Contempt  in  laughter  fated  to  create, 
Wheie,  bending  ftom  a  hollow  bank,  it  hnn«. 
And  rooted  totbemould'ring  surfoceclunjr; 
Hesaw/trides safe!  and  thns  aknid, 
With  leer  malign,  address'd  the  Ust'ning  crowd. 
^'  Here  on  the  floWry  tart  a  hearth  shall  stand ; 
A  hecatomb  the  feVring  gods  demand. 
Who  sav'd  Atrides  in  this  dire  debate. 
And  ^natch'd  the  hero  fixxn  the  jaws  of  fate : 
Without  his  aid  we  all  might  quit  the  field : 
Ulysses,  Ajax,  and  Tydides,  yield : 
His  mighty  arm  akme  the  host  defends. 
But  dire  disaster  still  the  chief  attends : 
Last  Sun  beheld  him  vanqnish'd  on  the  plam ; 
Then  warriore  sav'd  him,  now  a  shepherd  swain. 
Defiend  him  still  finom  persecuting  fate  I 
Protect  the  hero  who  protects  tha  state : 
In  martia]  oonfltcto  watch  with  prudent  fear. 
And,  when  he  swiffls^  let  help  be  always  oev!** 
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TU  wM;,  and,  toOnt  tefl  langhter  to  excite, 
His  featHre»  foal  he  writii'd,  with  envious  spite, 
Souliay  ccnCempt}  and   p)e«8*d  bis  ranc'rbiis 


With  aiming  thus  oiUiqne  a  Tenooi'd  dart. 
.Butjoy*d  not  long;  for  somi  the firithlcss  wood, 
Siraio'd  fran  the  loot,  resignM  him  to  the  flood. 
Plunging  and  spstt'rasg  as  bis  arms  he  spread, 
A  load  of  soil  came  tbuud'ring  on  his  bead, 
Slipt  from  the  bank :  along  the  winding  shore. 
With  laughter  load  he  beard  the  echoes  roar. 
When  firom  the  lake  hia  crooked  form  he  rear'd : 
With  bonrour  pale,  wkh  bloating  clay  besBBear'd : 
Then  clambering  1:^  the  trank,  in  sad  dismay. 
Which  half  immers'd  with  all  its  branches  lay» 
ConfouDdcd,  to  the  tenia  he  acaUc'd  along, 
Aimd  the  shoots  and  hraaks  of  the  throog. 

Now  clothV  in  public  view  the  heroes  stand, 
With  sceptres  grac'd,  the  ensigns  of  command. 
The  Oreian  monarch,  as  his  prize,  assumes 
The  polishMhelmet,  crown'd  with  waving  plumes. 
The  silver  mail,  the  buckler's  weighty  round, 
Th*  embfoideed  belt,  with  golden  buckles  bound. 
The  second  prize  Laertes^  son  receiv'd. 
With  less  applause  from  multitudes  deceiv'd ; 
The  first  he  could  have  purchased ;  but  declined 
And  yielded,  to  the  msstial  maid  resigned. 

Thus  they.    The  Tbebans,  near  the  eastern 
Around  their  pyres  in  silent  sorrow  wait :    [gate: 
Hopeless  and  sad  they  moaned  their  heroes  slain, 
The  best  and  bravest  on  their  native  plain. 
The  king  himself,  in  deeper  sorrow,  mourned ; 
With  ngeand  mingled  grief  his  bosom  bum'd. 
like  the  grim  lion,  when  his  offiipring  slain 
He  sees,  and  round  him  drawn  the  hunter's  train; 
Couch'd  in  the  ihade  with  fell  intent  be  lies. 
And  glares  upon  the  foes  with  burning  eyes: 
Such  Creon  seem'd :  hot  indignation  drained 
GriePs  wat'ry  sources,  and  their  Bow  restrained. 
Upon  a  turret  o'er  the  gate  he  stood. 
And  saw  the  Argiv«i,  like  a  shady  wood, 
£xtended  wide  ;  and  dreading  fraud  design'd, 
Still  to  the  plain  his  watchful  eyes  confin'd. 
Suspicious  from  his  hatred,  and  the  pow'r 
Of  restless  passioAs,  which  his  heart  devour: 
And  when  at  ev'n's  approach  the  host  retired. 
And  from  the  labours  of  the  day  respired, 
Within  the  walls  he  drew  bis  martial  pow'rs, 
And  kept  with  strictest  watch  the  gates  and  towVs. 
Soon  as  the  night  possess'd  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Aod  o'er  the  nations  stretcb'd  her  silent  reign. 
The  guards  wero  plac'd,  and  to  the  gentle  sway 
Of  sleep  subdu'd,  the  weary  warriors  lay. 
Tydides  only  wakM,  by  anxious  caro 
Distracted,  still  he  mourn'd  his  absent  fair, 
Deenung  her  lost;  his  slighted  counsel  mov'd 
ILasting  resentment,  and  the  truce  approv'd : 
Contending  passions  shook  his  mighty  frame; 
As  warring  winds  impel  tbe  ocean*s  stream. 
When  south  and  east  with  mingled  rage  contend, 
And  ia  a  tempest  on  the  deep  descend  : 
Now»  stretch'd  tapon  the  couch,  supine  he  lay; 
Then,  rising  anxioos,  wished  the  morning  ray. 
Impatient  thus,  at  last,  his  turbid  mind. 
By  various  counsels  variously  inclin'd, 
Tbe  diier  addressed:  «*  Or  shall  I  now  recall 
The  jgioiian  warriors  from  the  Theban  wall ; 
Obey  the  warning  by  a  goddess  given, 
Ker  iQght  her  cooomI  dictated  from  Heaven? 


Or  shall  1  try,  by  one  deciding  blbw. 
The  war  at  once  to  end,  and  crush  the  foe  ? . 
This  pleases  most;  nor  shall  the  voice  of  ikma 
Tbe  daring  deed,  in  afier  ages,  blames 
No  truce  1  swore,  but  shuned  it,  and  removed. 
Alone  dissenting  while  tbe  rest  approv'd. 
Soon  as  the  mom,  with  early  light  reveal'd, 
Hascall'd  the  Theban  warriors  to  the  field; 
Against  tbe  town  I'll  lead  my  martial  pow'nt. 
And  fire  with  flaming  brands  her  hated  tow'rs: 
The  bane  of  Greece,  whence  dure  debate  aram 
To  bid  the  peaceful  nations  first  be  foes ; 
Where  Tydeus  fell,  and  many  heroes  more, 
Banbh'd  untimely  to  the  Stygian  shote. 
The  public  voice  of  Qreece  for  vengcaaoe  calls  f 
And  shall  applaud  the  stroke  by  which  she  foils.** 
He  purposed :  but  the  gods,  who  honour  right, 
Deny'd  to  treason  what  is  due  to  might. 

When  from^he  east  appeared  the  morning  foir 
Tbe  Theban  warriors  to  the  woods  repair,  ' 

Fearless,  unarmed  ;  with  many  a  harnessed  wain. 
The  woody  beigbU  were  crowded  and  the  plain, 
Tydides  saw  ;  and,  issuing  from  his  tent. 
In  armsoompieat,  tocail  his  warriors,  went. 
Their  leader's  martial  voice  thesoldfersbaird 
Each  in  his  tent,  and  at  the  call  appear'd 
In  shining  arms.    Deiphobus  began, 
for  virtue  fam'd,  a  venerable  man. 
Him  TydeusloY'd ;  and  in  his  foithful  hand 
Had  plac'd  the  sceptre  of  supreme  command. 
To  role  the  state ;  when,  from  his  native  tow*rs. 
To  Thebes  the  hero  led  bis  martial  pow'rs  • 
His  ton,  an  infimt,  to  his  care  resigned,    ' 
With  sage  advice  to  form  his  tender  mind. 
Tbe  hero  thus:  **  Illustrious  chief!  declare 
What  you  intend,  and  whither  point  the  war. 
The  truce  commeno'd,  you  cannot,  and  be  just. 
The  Tbebans  now  assault,  who  freely  trust 
To  public  faith  engaged :  unarmed  they  go 
Far  through  the  woods  and  plains,  nor  f^  ft 
foe." 
His  leader's  purpose  thus  the  warrior  tryed; 
And,  inly  vexV,  Ty<^ides  thus  replyed : 
«« Father  I  thy  words  from  ignorance  proceed  ; 
The  truce  I  swore  not,  nor  approv'd  the  deed. 
The  rest  are  hound,  and  therefore  must  remam 
lingering  mactive  on  this  hostile  plain : 
The  works  of  war  abandon'd,  let  them  shed 
Their  unavailing  sorroa-s  o'er  the  dead : 
Or  aim  the  dart,  or  hurl  the  disk  in  air  ; 
Some  paltry  presents  shall  the  victors  share. 
Warriors  we  canlb,  in  nobkr  strife  to  dare  ; 
To  fight  and  conquer  in  the  lists  of  war; 
To  conquer  Thebes :  and  Jove  himself  ordamt. 
With  wreaths  of  triumph,  to  reward  our  paint. 
Wide  to  receive  us  stand  the  Theban  gates  i 
A  spadous  entry,  openM  by  the  fetes, 
To  take  destruction  in ;  their  turrets  stand 
Defenceless,  and  expect  the  flaming  brand. 
Now  let  us  snatch  th'  occasion  while  we  may. 
Years  waste  in  vain  and  perish  by  delay, 
That^  Thebes  oeerthrown,  our  tedious  toils  may 


And  we  behold  our  native  wallfc  in  peace.** 
Tydides  thus :  the  ancient  warrior  burna 
With  indignation  just,  and  thus  returns: 
«  O  son !  unworthy  of  the  iUogtrioos  line 
From  which  you  spring :  your  sire^i  lepitMi^ 
and  mine ! 
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Did  I  e*er  teach  yoo,  justice  to  disclaim ; 
And  steal,  by  treachery,  dishonest  fame  ? 
The  trace  subsists  with  all  the  rest ;  are  we 
Alone  excepted,  unengag'd  and  free  ? 
W}iy>  warriors !  donot  then  these  hostile  towers, 
Against  us,  send  at  once  their  martial  pow'rs  ? 
And  are  we  safe,  but  that  the  treaty  stands. 
And  from  unequal  force  protects  oar  bands } 
In  this  our  foes  confide  $  the  dead  tbeybain, 
And  mix  with  tears  their  ashes  in  the  urn. 
Their  tow'rs  defenceless,  und  their  gates  unbarred, 
Shall  we  with  wrongs  their  confidence  reward  ? 
No:    though  each  warrior  of    this  num'roos 

band 
Should  yield  to  expcute  what  3rou  command; 
Yet  would  not  I,  obedient  to  thy  will, 
Bb^  nay  long  tahoura  with  a  deed  so  ill. 
Whatever  hard  or  dang'rous  you  propose, 
Though  old  and  weak,  I  shun  not,  nor  opposes 
But  what  the  gods  command  us  to  tbrfoear, 
The  prudent  will  avoid,  the  bravest  fear.'' 
He  said ;  and  to  the  ground  his  buckler  flung ; 
On  the  hard  soil  the  brazen  orbit  rung : 
The  rest,  approving,  dropt  upon  the  field 
His  pondfrous  jav'lin,  each,  and  shining  shield. 
The  warlike  son  of  Tydeus  straight  resign'd. 
To  dire  disorder,  all  his  mighty  mind. 
And  sudden  wrath ;  as  when  the  troubled  air. 
From  kindled  lightning,  shines  with  fiery  glare: 
With  fury  so  infiam'd,  the  hero  buruM, 
And  frowning  to  Deiphobns  returned :  [aim, 

<<  I  know  thee,  wretch  !  and  mark  thy  constant 
To  teach  the  host  their  leader  thus  to  blame. 
Long  hawe  I  borne  your  pride  j  your  rev'rend 
age,  frage: 

A  guardian's   name,    suppressed    my  kindling 
^ut  to  protect  your  insolence,  no  more 
Shall  these  avail,  and  skreen  it  as  before." 
He  said ;  and  more  his  fury  to  provoke, 
JBeplying  thus,  the  aged  warrior  spoke : 
'<Yain  youth  1   unmov'd  thy  angry  threats   I 

hear; 
When  tyrants  threaten,  slaves  alone  should  fear : 
Xo  me  is  ev'ry  servile  part  unknown. 
To  glory  in  a  smile,  or  fear  a  frown* 
Your  mighty  sire  I  knew  by  council  roPd  ; 
His  fiercest  transports  sober  reason  cooPd. 
But  wild,  and  lawless,  like  the  stormy  wind, 
The  sport  of  passion,  impotent,  and  blind. 
The  desp'rate  paths  of  folly  you  pursue, 
And  scorn  instruction  with  a  lofly  brow : 
Yet  kpQWf  proud  prince '.  my  purpose  I  retain, 
And  see  thy  threat'ning  eye-balls  roll  in  vain : 
Never,  obsequious  to  thy  mad  command. 
Against  the  foe  Til  lift  a  h«stilehand; 
Till,  righteously  fulfiJM,  the  truce  expire 
Which  Heav'n  has  witnessed  and  the  sacred  five." 
He  said  ;  and,  by  his  sharp  reproaches  stung. 
With  sodden  hand^his  lance  the  hero  flung:  , 
Too.  sure  the  aim  ;  his  faithful  friend  itfbnnd, 
And  open'd  in  his  side  a  deadly  wound : 
Staggering  be  fell »  and,  on  the  verge  of  death, 
)n  words  like  these  resignM  his  parting  breath  : 
"  O  T)ioroed,  my  son  !  for  ibee  1  fear : 
.Sure  Keav*n  is  angry,  and  its  vengeance  near : 
For  whom  the  gods  distinguish  by  their  hate. 
Themselves  are  made  the  ministers  of  fate; 
Var  froni  their  side,  the  destinM  victims  drive 
Their  friends  intent  to  succour  and  retritve. 


Ere  yet  thdr  vengeaiice  Mis,  the  powers  iiivdkef 
While  uninfticted  hangs  the  fatal  stroke : 
And  rule  the  transports  of  your  wrath,  Ust  fear 
Make  sound  advice  a  stranger  to  yoor  eir.** 
Speaking  he  dy'd ;  his  gen'rous  spirit  fled 
To  mix  with  heroes  in  th'  Elysian  shade. 

Amaz>d,  at  first,  th'  Etolian  watriois  stood; 
No  voice,   no  action,   thioagh  the  wand'ilny 

crowed; 
Silent  they  stood,  like  rows  of  forest  trees. 
When  Jove*s  dread  thunder  quells  the  summer 
But  soon  on  ev*ry  side  a  tumult  nee,      [breeze  k 
Loud  as  the  ocean  when  a  tempest  blows ; 
Disorder  wild  the  mingling  ranksconfou  ia^ 
The  voice  of  sorrow  mix'd  with  angry  sov 
On  ev'ry  side  against  the  chief  appears 
A  brazen  bulwark  rais'd  of  shields,  and  sp 
Fast  closing  round.    But  from  his  thigh  ii«,  uiVir 
His  shining  blade,  and  on  the  phalanx  flew ; 
With    gesture  fierce  the  threatening  steel  he 

wav*d; 
But  checkM  its  foxy,  and  the  people  savfds 
As  the  good  shepherd  spares  his  tender  flock,   ' 
And  lightens,  when  be  strikes,  the  falliog  croMc« 
The  crowd  dividing  shunn'd  the  hero's  ivs  ; 
,  As  from  a  lion's  rage  the  swains  retire. 
When  dreadful  o'er  the  mangled  prey  he  standti 
By  brandish 'd  darts  unaw'd  and  flammg  brands. 

And  DOW  the  flame  of  sudden  rage  supprest. 
Remorse  and  sorrow  stung  the  hero's  breast 
Distracted  through  the  scattering  crowd  he  went. 
And  sought  the  daik  reoeasesof  his  tent ; 
He  entered  :  but  the  menial  servants,  bred 
To  wait  his  oomimc,  straight  with  horrour  fled. 
Against  the  ground  he  dash'd  his  bloody  dart ; 
And  uUer'd  thus  the  swellings  of  his  heart : 
"  Why  fly  my  warriors  ?  why  the  menial  train^ 
Who  joy'd  before  to  meet  me  from  the  plain, 
Why,  shun  tliey  now  thrir  lord'a  approach ;  not 

bring. 
To  wash  Qiy  bloody  hapda,  the  cleansing  spring  ^ 
Too  well,  alas  I  my  fatal  rsge  they  know. 
To  them  more  dreadful  now  than  to  the  fbe  ; 
No  enemy,  alas !  this  spear  has  stain'd ; 
Wii;h  hostile  gore  in  glorious  battle  dsain'd ; 
My  guardian's  blood  it  bjows,  whose  hoary  hairtc 
Still  watch'd  my  welfSsupe  with  a  father^  cares. 
lliou  pov'r  supreme!  whose  unresisted  sway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  I 
If  wise  and  good,  why  did  thy  hand  impart 
So  fierce  an  impulse  to  this  bounding  heart  ?• 
By  fury  rul'd  and  impotent  of  mind. 
No  awe  restrains  me,  and  no  tie  can  bind : 
Hence,  by  the  madness  of  my  rage  o'erthrown,^ 
My  fetheres  friepd  liesmurder'd,  and  my  own."- 
Ho  said ;  and,  yielding  to  his  fierce  despair. 
With  both  liis  hands  he  rent  bis  rooted  hair ; 
And  where  bis  locks  in  shining  ringlets  grew., 
A  load  of  ashes  from  the  hearth  he  threw. 
Rolling  in  dust :  but  now  around  the  slain 
His  warriors  stood  assembled  on  the  plaini 
Fur  total  insurrection  ripe  they  stood ; 
Their  angry  murmurs  rose  to  tomnlt  loud. 

Ul]rsses  soon  the  dire  disorder  heard ; 
And  present  to  explore  the  cause  appeac'd : 
The  hero  came,  and,  'midst  the  warriors  fomici 
DciphobiLsexteoded  on  the  ground. 
A  flood  of  sorrow  started  to  bis  eyes. 
But  soon  he  checked  each  symptom  of  surprisef 
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with  praioii  care;  while  prettiDg  roaiid  the 

chief 
Bach  strove  to  qpeak  the  umveraal  grief: 
Their  mingleid  spears  in  wild  disorder  shook; 
like  the  sharp  reeds  akmg  some  winding  brook, 
When  through  the  leafless  woods  the  north  wind 

blOWSy 

Pisient  of  ice  and  fhidc  descending  snows  : 
Kov.  n  revenge  had  bath'd  in  stieams  of  blood. 
And  pow'r  in  vain  her  desp*rate  coarse  withstood : 
Bat  Ithactis,  well  skill'd  in  er'ry  art 
To  ^,  or  change  each  porjiose  oif  the  heart. 
Their  stem  decrees  by  soft  persuasion  broke ; 
And  answ'ring,  thus  with  ptudent  parpose  spoke : 
"  Warriors!    your  gen'rous  rage    apprt>ve    I 

must;    • 
Dire  wai^th'e  deed ;  the  purpos'd  vengeance  just; 
But,  when  the  kings  In  full  assembly  sit, 
To  them  the  crime»  and  punishment  commit  t 
For  rash  procedure  wrongs  the  fairest  cause ; 
And  private  justice  stiil  insult^the  laws. 
Now  to  your  tents  your  shields  andiances  bear; 
Theseus  expects  as«  and  the  hour  is  near : 
Hie  altars  flame;  the  priests  hi  order  stand, 
With  sacrifice,  to  hallow  ev'ry  band : 
But  to  the  covert  of  a  tent  convey, 
.Sav'd  from  the  scorching  winds  and  solar  ray. 
These  dear  romains ;  till  Theseus  has  decre»l 
Distinguished  obsequies  to  grace  the  dead.'* 
The  hero  thus ;  and,  ftom  his  shoulders,  throw 
The  regal  cloak  of  gold,  and  shining  blue  ; 
Which  o'er  the  dain,  with   prudent  care,  he 

spread. 
His  ghastly  features,  from  the  crowd,  to  shade. 
Tbrioe  to  his  eyes  a  flood  of  sorrow  came ; 
Thrioe  on  the  brink  he  checked  the  gusldng 

stream* 
In  act  to  flow ,  his  rising  sighs  supprest ; 
Patient  of  grief,  he  ]ock*d  it  m  his  breast. 
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To  sad  ,despair  th'  Etolian  chief  resigned. 
And  dire  remorse,  which  stung  historiur'd  mindj 
From  early  dawn,  in  dust  extended  lay. 
By  all  abandon*d  till  the  setthig  ray. 
'Twas  then  Cassandra  came ;  and)  at  the  door, 
Thrice  caird  her  lord :  he  started  from  the^oor: 
In  sullen  majesty  his  chair  of  state. 
Foil  in  the  midst  opposed  to  the  gate, 
The  hero  press'd :  the  anxious  maid  drew  near, 
By  iovc  excited,  and  restrained  by  fear : 
Trembling  before  the  chief  she  stood ;  and  held 
A  bowl  of  wine  with  tempering  mixtures  qnell'd; 
The  fragrant  juice  which  fam  'd  Thesprotia  yields. 
The  vintage  of  her  cliffs,  and  sunny  fields. 
And  thus :  *'  Dread  lord  !  reject  not  with  disdain 
A  present  offerM  by  a  humble  swain. 
This  bowl  receive,  of  gentle  force  to  charm 
Distress,  and  of  its  rigonr  grief  disann. 
,  How  rain  to  grieve  for.  ever  for  the  past  ? 
No  hoor  recalls  the  actions  of  the  last :     ^ 
-Nor  groans,  nor  sighs,  nor  streams  of  sorrow  shed, 
From  their  kmg  tluinber  cap  awalie  the  dead. 


When  death's  stern  pow'r  his  ii^ifl  sceptre  lays 
On  the  cold  lips,  the  vital  spirit  strays 
To  worlds  unknown :  and  can  the  dead  perceive 
The  tears  of  friends  or  lovers  when  they  grieve?'* 

To  sooth  his  passion,  thus  the  virgin  try'd  ; 
With  wonder,  thus  th'  Etolian  chief  reply'd : 
<*Say  who  you  are,  who  thus  approach  my  seat, 
Unaw'd  by  good  D<!iphobos*s  fkte  ? 
When  all  avoid  my  presence,  nor  appear, 
By  iudignatkn  banish'd,  or  by  fear.  [bind 

What  is  thy  name  ?  what  deed  of  mine  could 
To  friendship  so  nnchang'd  thy  constant  mind  | ; 
Still  to  survive  the  horrour  of  a  crime, 
Whose  colour  blots  tbe  tegisters  of  tinfe  }** 
The  hero  thus.    Cassandra  thus  replies : 
"  Ipbicles  is  my  name;  my  country  lies 
-Where  Antirrihum*8  rocky  shores  dividci 
Extended  in  the  deep,  th*  Ionian  tide. 
There  dwells  my  sire  possest  of  ample  store. 
In  flocks  and  herds  and  gold's  refulgent  ore. 
Oeneus  bis  name ;  his  vessels  on  the  main. 
From  rich  Hesperia  waft  him  yearly  gain. 
And  that  fam'd  land,  whose  promontories  nm 
Far  to  the  west,  beneath  tbe  setting  Sun ; 
Where  eir'ry  cliff  with  veins  of  silver  gleams. 
And  sands  of  gold  lie  glitt'ring  in  the  streams* 
tn  flymen's  sacred  ties  two  sons  he  bred, 
Me,  and  my  valiant  brother  Lycomed. 
The  youngest  I,  was  charg'd  his  flocks  to  keep  t 
My  brother  rul'd  his  galleys  on  the  deep. 
Once  as  he  left  Iberia's  wealthy  shore, 
With  Bcatic  fleeces  fraught  and  precious  ore  | 
Phoenician  pirates  waited  on  the  strand, 
Where  high  Pachynus  stretches  from  the  land ; 
In  that  fam*d  isle  where  BXub.  lifts  his  spires, 
With  smoke  obscure,  and  blows  bis  sulph^rooA 

fires. 
Behind  the  cliffs  conoealM,  the  treacherous  band 
Waited  the  Greeks  descendinir  on  the  strand : 
My  brother  there  with  twenty  youth*  they  slew  | 
Their  sudden  arrows  from  an  ambush  flew. 
Dire  was  the  deed ;  and  still  my  sonrpws  streant, 
Whene 'er  that  argument  of '-  ^ 
And  grief  prevails ;  but,  \^  ^*  ,  most^ 

YonStilir^dU  the  brothel  whom  \  • 
For  such  be  was  in  lineaments  of  fhr 
In*martial  statare,  and  majestic  grac 
Though  less  in  all ;  in  form  inferior 
And  still,  though  valiant,  less  in  work&  r. 

Hence,  deeply  rooted  in  my  constant  I 
You  challenge,  as  your  own,  a  biotliei^t         : 
And  I  alone,  of  nil  the  host,  remain 
To  shaf  e  your  grief  and  suffs   in  your  pai     ' 

Thus  by  an  artful  tale,  tUe  virgin  strovi 
To  shun  di&oov'ry,  an^  concc  il  her  love. 
Yet  still  her  looRs,  her  gestures,  all  exj>rei«.«'d 
The  maid  ;   her  love  in  blushes  stood  confessed. 
Tydides  saw  ;  and  quickly,  to  his  thought, 
tlach  circumstance  the  fair  Cassandra  brought. 
Silent  he  sat;  and  fix*d  in  deep  surprise. 
Her  flushing  features  mark'd  and  downcast  eye^ 
He  thus  reply'd :  "  The  native  truth  reveal ; 
And,  what  I  ask  you,  hope  not  to  conceaL 
Or  shall  I  credit  what  you  now  have  said  ; 
Oeneus  your  sire,  your  brother  Lycomcd  } 
Or  prt  thou  she,  whose  beauty  first  did  move. 
Within  my  peaceful  breast,  the  rage  of  love  ?^ 

With  look  and  voice  severe,  the  hero  spoke.    ' 
Aw^  and  abash'd,  the  con^ciaos  virgin  sbouk  i 
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She  dfoptthe  silver  goblet  on  the  irroood ; 
The  fragrant  liquor  drench'd  the   pavement 

round. 
And  thus  Tydides  with  a  frown  address'd : 
**  Thy  art  is  oseless,  and  the  tnith  ooni«8s*d  $ 
Kor  can  that  fair  disguise  of  martial  arms 
And  male  attire,  conceal  thy  fatal  clrarm** 
Those  eyes  I  see,  whose  soft  enchantment  stole 
My  peaoe,  and  stirr'd  a  tempest  in  my  soul : 
By  their  mild  sight,  in  innocence  artey'd. 
To  guilty  madness  was  my  heart  betrayd. 
Beipbobns  is  dead ;  bis  moomiiil  ghost. 
Lamenting,  wanders  on  the  Stygian  coast ; 
And  bhmes  my  wratb.  Oh  !  Uuit  the  Spn, which 

gave 
Ligbt  to  thy  birth,  had  set  upon  thy  grave ; 
And  he  bad  liv'd  !  now  lifeless  on  the  plain 
A  corse  he  lies,  and  numbered  with  the  dain.*' 

The  bero  ended  thns ;  with  melting  eye. 
The  virgiu  turned,  nnable  to  reply. 
Tn  sorrow  graceful,  as  the  queen  nf  love 
Whomoom'd  Adonis  in  the  Syrian  grove, 
Copfounded  and  abasb'd,  she  left  the  ten^ 
And  thre^  the  host  in  silent  anguish  went. 
Far  to  the  left ;  where,  in  a  lonely  wood. 
To  Ceres  built,  a  rural  temple  stood ; 
By  swains  frequented  onoe,  but  now  the  placa 
Unsightly  shmbs  overspread  and  weeds  disgrace. 
Thither  Cassandra  went ;  and  at  the  shrine. 
With  suppliant  voice  addressed  the  power  divine: 
**  Hear  me,  dread  geniosof  this  sacred  grove  I 
Ijet  my  complaints  thy  sov'reign  pity  move. 
To  sedc  the  friendly  shelter  of  thy  dome. 
With  heart  unttain'd,  and  gutltlessbands,  Tcome: 
Love  is  my  crime ;  and,  in  thy  raral  seat, 
From  infiuny  I  seek  a  safe  retreat. 
By  blame  unmerited,  and  cold  negleot, 
^^anish'd  I  come ;  receive  me  and  protect  I  *' 
She  pray*d,  and  entering,  'ga^tist  a  pillar,  staid 
Her  lance ;  and  on  the  floor  her  annourlaid. 
Then  falling  prostrate  pour'd  a  flood  of  tears, 
With  present  ills  oppressed  and  future  fears. 

Twas  then  the  herald  of  the  qneen  of  love, 
^elotypi,  descended  in  the  grove. 
By  Venus  sent ;  but  stell  her  counsels  fail'd ; 
And  Pallas  with  superior  sway  prevailed : 
The  phantom  entered,  and  assumed  a  ibim, 
Pale  as  the  Moon-appeariog  thro^  a  storm  ; 
In  Amydea's  ^ape  disguised  she  came ; 
The  same  her  aspect,  and  her  voice  the  same. 
Caasandra  saw ;  a  sodden  horrour  froze 
Her  veins  ;  erect  her  parted  locks  arose, 
Stin'd  from  the  root :  impatient  thus  the  maid. 
With  treroblmg  lips,  in  fak'ring  accents,  said  : 
*'  My  lov*d,  my  booonr'd  parent!  have  my  groans, 
Ftom  death's  deep  slumber,  roused  thy  sacred 

bones: 
I  hop'd  that  nothing  could  your  peace  molest ; 
Nor  mortal  cares  disturb  eternal  rest; 
That  safe  for  ever  on  th*  Elysian  shore. 
You  heard  of  human  misery  no  more." 

Cassandra  thus ;  and  thus  the  Paphian  maid : 
**  Your  generous  love,  my  child,  is  ill  repaid; 
Your  griefs  I  feel,  and  l)ear  a  parent's  part ; 
Tho'  blood  no  more  returns  to  warm  my  heart ; 
And  that,  which  tirst  your  mortal  being  bred. 
To  dust  lias  monld'ring  in  its  earthy  bed. 
To  Calydon,  my  child,  with  speed  rekmm ; 
Ypnr  £sthcr  i^neves ;  yoor  gay  QonqpanhMwmoom; 


He  deema  yon  loat,  and  desperate  of  his  statei^ 
By  grief  sobdu'd  invokes  his  lingering  fiite : 
Incessant  ttert  bedew  his  wrmkled  fiice. 
And  ashes  fool  his  hoary  locks  disgrue. 
Return,  return !  nor  let  misjudging  pride. 
With  further  enoun,  strive  the  past  to  hide. 
Return,  once  more  to  bless  his  aged  eyes,  ^ 

Or,  by  your  guilty  stay  a  parent  dies.  '* 

She  ended  thus.     Her  arms  Cassandra  spread 
T6  fold,  in  cloae  enrfvrace,  the  parting  ahade; 
In  vain;  for,  starting  from  her  grasp,  it  flew. 
And,  ^lidmg  thro'  the  shady  walks,  withdrew. 
The  virgin  now  awaits  the  rising  mom. 
With  pufpQse  flx*d  impatient  to  return : 
And  when,  thro?  broken  clouds,  a  gltmm'ring  ray 
Of  eariy  dawn  foretold  approaching  <]ay ; 
The  spear  she  grasp'd,  ami  on  her  templesplac'd 
The  golden  casque,  with  various  plumage  grac'd  j 
Tydides*  gift ;  when  in  the  ranks  of  Bght     * 
The  brave  dytander  sunk  beneath  his  might 
The  gods  she  call'd ;  and,  bending  to  the  ground. 
Their  aid  tnvok'd  with  reverence  profound. 
Then  left  the  dome;  and  where  Ismenus  strays 
Wmding  thro'  thickest  woods  his  wat'ry  maze. 
Her  way  pnrsuM :  a  hostile  band  drew  near ; 
Their  tread  she  beard,  and  saw  their  armour 

dear; 
Chief  of  the  Theban  youth ;  the  herds  they  drove. 
And  flocks  collected  from  the  hills  above. 
For  thus  the  Paphian  goddess  had  betray'd. 
To  hands  of  cruel  foes,  the  guiltless  maid. 

By  sudden  terrour  cheok'd,  at  first  she  stood  I 
Then  tum'd,  and  sought  the  covert  of  the  wood  | 
Nor  so  escap'd :  her  glitt'ring  armour  shone. 
The  starry  helmet  and  the  lofty  cone, 
Full  to  the  glowing  easC;  its  golden  rays 
Her  winding  flight  betray'd  thro*  all  its  maze. 
The  Thebans  saw ;  and,  rushing  'midst  the  shade 
With  shoots  of  triumph,  seiz'd  the  tremblhig 
Amaz'd  and  pale,  beforfe  the  hostile  band,  [mai£ 
She  stood ;  and  dsopt  the  jav'lin  from  her  band. 
"  O  spare  my  life!"  she  cry'd,  "  nor  wealth,  nor 
To  purchase  m  the  woiks  of  war,  I  came.  [iuD» 
Nohateto you  1  bear, or Creon's sway,  ' 
Whose  sov'reign  will  the  sons  of  Thebes  obey: 
Me  hapless  friendship  hither  led,  to  share. 
With  Diomed,  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
I  now  return  and  quit  the  martial  ctrife. 
My  sire  to  succour  on  the  verge  of  life ; 
Wix>  crush'd  beneath  a  load  of  sorrow  bends. 
And  to  the  grave,  with  pamfiil  steps,  descends* 
But  if  the  plea  of  pity  you  reject. 
The  stronger  ties  of  equity  respect  i 
A  truce  we  swore ;  Jove  witnesses  the  deed ; 
On  him  who  breaks  it,  vengeance  will  succeed.'* 

Thus  as  the  virgin  spoke,  Phericles  ey'd 
The  arms  she  wore ;  and  sternly  thus  reply'd: 
"  Ill-fated  wretch !  that  panoply  to  wear  } 
The  same  my  brother  once  in  fight  did  bear; 
Whom  fierce  T>'dides,  with  superior  niigbt, 
O'ertbrew  and  vanqoish'd  in  the  ranks  of  fight. 
If  with  bis  foe  my  brother**  spoils  you  shar'd, 
A  mark  of  love,  or  merited  reward  ; 
Prepare  to  yield  them  and  resign  thy  breath  ; 
To  vengeance  due:  Clytander  claims  thy  des^.'* 

Frowning  he  spoke,  and  drew  his  shining  Made; 
Beneath  the  lifted  sted,  th' unhappy  maid 
Confounded  stoopM :  Mencetius  caught  thestnik* 
On  his  broad  shield  j  and  interpotang-spoka; 
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'« BnTC  yoath  I  respect  iny  oomisel,  and  sutpend 
The  mdden  ^rnngrance  which  yoQ  now  intend. 
The  cfaiefii  of  Thebes,  the  rnien  of  the  state, 
In  fttU  anembly,  at  the  Cadmean  gate, 
A  monument  for  great  I^eophron  rear  ^ 
Hisnaoie,  achiereneots,  and  descent  to  bear. 
Thither  let  this  devoted  yonth  be  led. 
An  oflf^rm^  gratefol  to  the  hero's  shade: 
Kbr  shall  Clytander  less  the  deed  approve; 
Or  friendly  zeal  appland,  and  feel  our  love ; 
Whan  fiuM  shall  tell,  in  Ploto^s  gloomy  reign, 
How  stem  Tydides  mourns  this  warriour  slain.'* 
Thus  ignorant^  they;  nor  knew  the  peace 
Of  hm^  patxiots*  whan  their  labors  cease  j 
That  fell  revenge  and  life-consummg  hate 
Find  no  admittance,  to  molest  their  state. 

■And  now  they  led  the  captive  cross  the  plahi ; 
Scavoa  could  her*  trembling  knees  their  load  sus- 
tain; 
Thrice  had  her  ialt*ring  tongue  her  sex  revealM, 
But  conscious  shame  opposed  it  and  concealed. 
Their  monarch  at  the  Cadmean  gate  they  found. 
In  moninliil  state,  with  all  his  peers  around. 
Oblationa  toLeophron>s  mighty  shade. 
In  honey,  milk,  and  ftngrant  wines  they  paid. 
And  thus  Lycaon's  son  address'd  the  king : 
"  A  grateful  offering  to  your  rites  we  bring. 
Thiayouth,the  friend  of  Diomed,  we  found 
Clad  in  theannour  which  Clytander  ownM ; 
My  brother's  spoils,  by  Diomed  possest, 
When  his  keen  jav>lin  plercM  the  heroes  breast. 
Soon  luid  my  rage  the  hostile  deed  repaid. 
With  vengeance  grateful  to  his  kindred  shade; 
But  pobfic  griefs  the  first  atonements  claim. 
And  heroes  of  a  more  distinguished  name. 
Laophron,  once  his  countrsr*!!  pride  and  boast; 
Andlreqion  too,  the  bulwark  of  the  host. 
His  bk»od  demands;  for  when  their  souls  shall 

know 
The  sweet  revenge,  in  Plufo^s  shades  below, 
Pleas*d  with  our  zeal,  will  each  illustrious  ghosit. 
With  lighter  footsteps,  press  th'  Elysian  coast.'* 

He  spoke;  the  princes  all  at  once  incline ; 
The  rest,  with  shouts,  appland  the  dire  design. 
An  altar  soon  of  flow'ry  tnrf  they  raise: 
On  ev*ry  side  the  sacred  torches  blase: 
The  bowls,  in  shining  order,  plac>d  around ; ' 
Thefetal  knife  was  whetted  for  the  wound. 
Decreed  to  perish,  stood  the  helpless  foir ; 
Like  oome  soft  fawn,  when,  in  the  hunter's  snare 
Involv'd,  she  sees  him  from  his  seat  arise,  [cries : 
His  brandish'd  truncheon  dreads,  and  hears  his 
Silent  she  stMids,  to  bart>'rous  force  resign'd. 
In  angnlsh  wft,  dissolved  her  tender  mind. 
The  priests* in  order  ev'ry  rite  prepared; 
Jier  neck  and  bosom,  for  the  blow,  tbey  bai'd ; 
Thehdanetloos'd,  the  buckled  mail  unbound, 
Wlioseshhiing  circles  fenc'dher  neck  around. 
Down  sunk  the  foir  disguise;  and  full  to  sight 
The  vkgin  stood,  with  dianns  divinely  bright 
The  comely  ringlets  of  her  flowing"hair. 
Such- as  the  WDod-i^raphs  wear,  and  Naiades  foir 
Hung  loose ;  her  ooiddle  by  a  zone  embrac'd. 
Which  fix'd  the  floatmg  garment  round  her  waist 
Venns  herself  divine  effulgence  shed 
O'er  all  her  stature,  and  her  lovely  head ; 
Such  as  in  spring  the  coloni'd  blossoms  show. 
When  on  tbdr  op'ning  leaves  the  zephyrs  blow : 
tsei^d  Uie  chie&j  and  all  around 


With  muimws  mix'd  the  wondering  crowds  r»- 

sound. 
Most  vote  to  spare :  the  angry  monarch  cries: 
**  Ye  ministers,  proceed ;  tlie  captive  dies. 
Shan  any  here,  by  weak  compassion  mov**], 
A  captive  spare  by  stem  Tydides  loV^d  ?  [hand 
The  scourge  of  Thebes,  whose  wide-dcstroyiqf 
Has  tbinu'd  oiir  aitnies  in  their  native  land. 
And  slain  my  son:  by  all  the  gods  I  swear. 
Whose  names,  to  cite  in  vaiu,  the  nations  fear. 
That  none,  he  k)ves,  shall  ever  'scape  my  raget 
The  vulgar  plea  I  soom,  of  sex,  or  a^^ 
Even  she,  who  now  appeals  with  ev'ry  grace 
Adom'd,  each  chann  of  stature  and  of  face : 
Es'o  though  from  Venus  she  could  claim  the  priae^ 
Her  life  to  vengeance  forfeited,  she  dies." 

Sternly  the  monarch  ended.     All  were  stilly 
With  mote  submissiou  to  the  sov'reign  will : 
Lycaon's  valiant  son  except ;  alone 
His  gen'rous  ardour  thus  oppos'd  the  ^rone: 
"  Oread  sov'reign !  listen  with  a  patient  ear» 
And  what  I  now  shall  offer,  deign  to  hear. 
When  first  by  force  we  setz'd  this  captive  maid» 
The  truce  was  vi'lated,  our  faith  betray'd ; 
And  justice,  which,  in  war  and  peaoe,  prevails 
Alike,  and  weighs  their  deeds  with  equal  seaka. 
Her  freedom  claims,  with  presents  to  atone 
For  what  our  rage  perfidiously  has  done: 
Tiet  us  not,  now,  to  further  wrongs  proceed; 
But  fear  the  curse  for  peijury  decreed." 

Phericlesthus:  and,  with  a  stem  regard. 
His  indignatk>n  thus  the  king  declar'd : 
'*  Vain  giddy  youth !  forbear  with  foctious  breathy 
To  rouse  my  justice  to  pronounce  thy  death : 
In-oppositran,  first  of  all  you  move. 
While  others  hear  in  silence,  and  approve. 
Your  bold  presumption  check,  and  learn  to  dread 
My  vengeance  thunder 'd  on  your  wretched  head.** 

Frowning  he  ended  thus :  his  threats  defy'd» 
With  gen'rous  heat  Phericles  thus  reply'd : 
**  Princes !  attend,  and  trust  my  words  sincere  ; 
The  king  I  honour,  and  his  will  revere. 
When  troth  gives  sanction  to  his  just  command^ 
No  common  right  in  opposition  sUnds: 
Yet  gen'rous  mtnds  a  pnnciple  retain. 
Which  promises  and  threats  attempt  in  vain. 
Which  claims  dominion,  by  the  g<il8  imprest. 
The  love  of  justice  in  the  human  breast: 
By  this  inspir'd,  against  supeilor  might, 
I  rise  undaunted  in  the  cause  of  right 
And  now,  by  all  th*  avenging  gods,  I  swear. 
Whose  names,  to  cite  in  vain,  the  nations  fear; 
That  no  bold  warrior  of  the  Tlieban  bands,  ' 

This  maid  shi^l  violate  with  hostile  hands ;  [wield. 
While  these  my  arms  have  force  the  lance   to 
And  lift  in  her  deferice  this  pond' rous  shield. 
Not  ev'n  the  king  himself,  whose  sov'reign  sway 
The  martial  sons  of  sacred  Thebes  obey. ' ' 

He  said ;  and,  by  his  bold  example  fir'd, 
Twelve  warriors  rose,  with  equal  zeal  inspir'd. 
With  «hining  steel  the  altar  they  surround. 
The  it. enow  flaming,  and  the  victim crown'd* 
On  ev'ry  side  in  wild  disorder  move 
The  thick  compacted  cmuds :  as  when  a  grove, 
Kock'd  by  a  sudden  whiriwind;  bends  and  strains 
From  right  to  left,  along  the  woodland  plains : 
Fell  discord  soon  had  rag'd,  in  civil  blood. 
With  wide  destruction  not  to  be  withstood ; 
ForfttMnhis  seat  the  angry  monarch  sprung. 
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And  lifted,  for  the  blow,  tbe  sceptre  hong: 
But  'midst  the  tumult  Clytopboa  appeared, 
Approv'd  for  wisdom,  Bad  with  rev'reooe  heard. 
Straight,  by  the  robe,  the  fiirious  chief  he  seis'd. 
And  thus,  with  sage  advice,  his  wTath  appeau'd : 
*'  Hear,mighty  prince!  respect  the  words  of  age. 
And  calm  the  wasteful  tempest  of  thy  rage  | 
The  public  welfore  to  rev^ge  prefer^ 
For  nations  suffisr  when  their  sovVei^  err* 
It  ill  becomes  us  nov«  when  hettile  pov*n 
Wkk  strietest  siege  iBTesfc  our  stait'iied  to«*rs  i 
It  ill  becomes  us  thus,  with  civil  aniMy 
To  wound  the  state,  and  aggrnvnteourhamiSk  . 
Hear,  all  ye  princes!  what  to  me  appears 
A  prudent  counsel,  worthy  of  your  ean  t 
Let  us  inquire,  if  in  our  hands  we  hold 
A  life  esteem'd  by  Diomed  the  bold : 
If,  in  his  breast,  those  tender  passioos  reign, 
Which  charms  like  these  must  kindle  and  main- 
our mandates  freely  to  his  tent  we  send,    [tain ; 
For  to  our  will  his  haughty  soul  must  bend : 
'-Kor  dares  he,  while  the  Theban  walls  enclose 
A  pledge  so  dear,  invade  us  or  oppose ; 
But  must  submit,  whenever  we  require, 
Or  with  his 'pow'rs  to  aid  us,  or  retire." 

JHe  said ;  the  monarch  painfully  suppre^t 
His  burning  rage,  and  lock*d  it  in  his  breast. 
He  thus  repiy'd :  "  Thy  prudent  words  inspire 
Pacific  councils,  and  subdue  mine  ire : 
But  if  in  peace  I  rulM  the  Theban  state, 
Kor  hostile  armies  thunder'd  at  my  gate;  ' 
They  had  not  dar'd,  with  insolence  and  spite, 
lly  purpose  to  oppose  and  scorn  my  might^ 
He  said,  and  to  his  seat  again  retired ; 
While  sudden  transport  ev'ry  breast  inspired; 
As  swains  rejoice,  when,  from  the  troubled  skies. 
By  breeses«wept,  a  gathered  tempest  flies ; 
With  wiih*d  return  the  Sun  exerts  his  beams 
To  cheer  the  woods  and  gild  the  shining  streams. 
Mean  while  the  sou  of  Tydeus,  through  the 

plain. 
With  wishing  eyes,  Cassandra  sought  in  vain ; 
At  ev'ry  leader  of  the  bands  inquired; 
Then,  sad  and  hopeless,  to  his  tent  retir'd. 
'Twos  then  his  gri^f  the  bounds  of  silence  broke. 
And  thus  in  secret  to  himself  he  spoke : 
*';V^  sore,  of  ail  men's  sons,  the  godn  have  curst 
With  their  chief  plagues,  the  greatest  and  the 

worst; 
Doom'd  to  disasters,  fimm  my  earliest  hour  > 
Not  wise  to  shun  nor  patient  to  endure. 
From  me  the  source,  nnnumber'd  ills  proceed 
To  all  my  friends ;  Oeiphobus  is  dead ! 
His  soul  excluded  seeks  the  nether  skies, 
.And  wmng'd  Cassandra  from  my  presence  flies. 
Me  surely,  at  my  birth,  the  gods  designed 
Their  rod  of  wrath,  to  scourge  the  human  kind ; 
For  slaughter  form*d,  with  brutal  fury  brave. 
Prompt  to  destroy,  but  impotent  to  save. 
How  could  my  madness  blame  thee,  generous 

maid! 
And,  with  my  crime,  thy  innocence  upbraii  ? 
•  lleiphobus  is  foll'n !  but  not  by  thee ; 
IHiy  only  fault,  alas !  was  love  to  me ; 
For  this,  in  plated  steel  thy  limbs  were  dress'd, 
A  weighty  shield  thy  tender  arm  oppretw'd : 
For  this,  thou  didst  to  hostile  fields  repair, 
Jind  court  such  Ql^ectt  as  distract  the  fiiir; 


Patient  above  thy  sex!  an  ill  reward. 
Blame  and  uiyost  raproach,  was  all  yon  shar'a^ 
By  my  unkindness  banifib'd,  now  yoU  roani. 
And  seek,  through  paths  unknown,  your  distanl 

home: 
To  mountain  wolves  ezpos'd,  a  helpless  prey. 
And  men  unjust  moTe  terrible  than  ihev. 
Save  her,  ye  gods!  and  let  me  staad  the  Aim 
Of  Jove's  aU-4rekitod  holt,and  sdorching  flame.* 

Thiif  plaia'd  the  hero  till  the  setting  ra^ 
Withdrew,  and  evening  shades  expell'd  taednf^ 
Thou  in  his  tant.  before  hiakfty  stet, 
Appear'd  a  herald  fiomthe  Theban  state;  • 
The  hero's  knees»    inOk  tremblkig  handsy  h« 

press'd. 
And  with  his  message  thus  the  chief  address'd  s 
*<  He^^  mighty  princel'the  tidmgs  which  I  brings 
From  Thebes  assemUed,  and  the  Theban  king* 
An  armed  warriour  of  your  native  train ^ 
At  early  dawn,  was  seized  upon  the  plain* 
What  others  did,  forgive,  if  i  relate ; 
Creou  conkmands  me  and  the  Theban  state. 
A  fairer  youth,  in  maitisi  arms,  ne*er  came 
To  court  bright  hDBoar  in  the  flekls  of  fame. 
A  casque  of  polisb'd  steel  his  temples  pressM* 
The  golden  cone  with  various  plumage  dress'd  | 
A  silver  mail  embraced  his  body  round, 
And  greaves  of  brass  his  slender  ancles  bound  s 
To  Thebes  well  known  the  panoply  he  wore, 
The  same,  which  once,    renown'd   Clytander 

bore« 
Our  warriors  dragg'd  him  to  the  Cadmean  gate« 
Wbere  Creon,  with  the  rulers  of  the  state,    - 
Assembled  sat;  the  trembling  captive etood. 
With  arms  surrounded,  and  Ui'  insulting  crowds 
*  O  spare  my  life !'  he  cry'd,    ■  nor  wealth,  nor 
To  purchase  in  the  works  of  war,  I  came.  [&me 
No  hate  to  you  I  bear,  or  Croon's  sway. 
Whose  soV  reign  will  the  sons  of  Thebes  obey* 
Me  luckless  friendship  hither  led,  to  share. 
With  Diomed,  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
I  now  return,  and  quit  the  martial  strife. 
My  sire  to  succour  on  the  verge  of  life  ; 
Whose  feeble  a^e  the  present  aid  demands. 
And  kind  assistance  of  my  filial  hands.' 
His  words  incline  the  wisest  and  the  best, 
And  some  their  gen'rous  sympathy  exprest  s 
But  others,  nothing  mov'd,  his';ulltless  head 
With  threats  demanded^  to  avenge  the  4ead : 
And  thus  the  king :  '  My  countrymen,  attend  ! 
In  this,  let  all  your  loud  contention  end : 
If  Oiomed,  to  save  this  valu'd  life. 
The  field  abandons  and  the  martial  strife ; 
Tlic  captive,  safe,  with  presents,  l'llrestore« 
Of  hrabS,  and  steel,  and  gold's  refulgent  ore  a 
But  if  these  terms  the  haughty  chief  shall  slight 
And  for  the  Argives  still  exert  his  might ; 
Before  our  hero's  tomhs,  this  youth  shall  bleed^ 
To  please  the  living,  and  avenge  the  dead.' 
His  sentence  all  approved ;  and  to  your  ear. 
As  public  herald,  I  the  message  bear ; 
And  must  your  answer  crave,  without  delay; 
Creon  and  Thebes  already  blame  my  stay." 

Tlius  as  he  spoke,  contending  passions  strove^ 
With  force oppos'd,  the  hero's  soul  to  move; 
A<>  shifting  winds  impel  the  ocean's  tide. 
And  sway  the  reeling  waves  from  side  to  side  ^ 
Rage  dictated  revenge ;  but  tender  fear. 
From  love  and  pity,  warn'd  him  to.  fiirbear  s 
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TSn,  Hke  a  1k»,  leroer  ftom  bis  pain, 

nioe  words  bioku  fiHTth  in  wrath  and  high  dis- 


**  G<H  tell. your  tyrant,  that  he  tempts  a  soul 
Which  presents  cannot  win,  nor  threats  control : 
Not  fiwm'd,  like  his,  to  mock  at  ev'ry  tie ; 
With  penary  to  sport,  and  Ueav*n  defy. 
A  oommon  league  the  Argi^  warriors  swore. 
And  seal'd  the  sacred  tie  with  wine  and  gore ; 
My  bith  was  plighted  then,  and  ne'er  shall  fail, 
Nor  CreoD's  aits,  to  change  me,  aught  arail. 
But  tell  him  kMid«  that  all  the  host  may  hear, 
Aod  Thebes  through  aU  her  warriors  leam  to 

fear. 
If  aoy,  from  himse]^  or  by  eommand. 
The  captive  nolates  with  hostile  hand ; 
That  all  shaU  quickly  rue  the  guilty  deed. 
When,  to  requite  it,  multitudes  shall  bleed/* 

Sternly  the  hero  ended,  and  resigned. 
To  fierce  disorder,  all  his  mighty  mind. 
Already  in  his  thooghts,  with  Tengefii]  bands. 
He  dealt  destruetion 'midst  the  Thdian  bands, 
la  fincy  saw  the  tottering  turrets  fell. 
And  led  his  warriors  o'er  the  lefel^d  wall. 
Beas'd with  the tfaoQght,  fiom  hishigh  seethe 

And  grasped  the  sword,  which  on  a  oolun 
The  shimng  blad«  be  balanc'd  thrioe  in  air ; 
His  hnaes  neat  he  Tiew'd,  aod  armour  lair. 
When,  hai^;ing  'midst  the  costly  panoply, 
A  scarf  embrokler'd  met  the  hero's  eye. 
Which  fiur  Cassandn'sskilful  hands  had  wrought, 
A  present  lor  her  kml,  in  secret  brought. 
That  day,  when  first  he  led  his  martial  train 
In  arats,  to  combat  on  the  Thefaan  plain,    [pose. 
As  some  strong  charm,  which  magic  sounds  com- 
ftwpwids  a  downward  torrent  as  it  flows ; 
Checks  in  the  precipice  its  headkMig  course^ 
And  calls  it  trembliog  upwards  to  its  source  : 
Such  seem>d  the  robe,  which,  to  the  hero's  eyes. 
Made  the  fiur  artist  in  her  charms  to  rise. 
His  nge,  suspended  in  its  full  career. 
To  lore  resigns,  to  grief  and  tenddr  fear. 
Glad  would  he  now  his  former  words  revoke. 
And  change  the  purpose  which  in  wrath  be  spoke; 
from  hostile  bands  bis  captive  fair  to  gain. 
From  fate  to  save  her,  or  the  servile  chain : 
But  pride,  and  shame,  the  fond  design  supprest; 
Silent  he  stood,  and  lodk'd  it  in  bis  breast. 
Yet  had  the  wary  Theban  well  divin'd. 
By  symptoms  sore,  each  motno  of  his  mind : 
With  joy  hesaw  the  heatof  rage  suppressed  ; 
Ind  thus  again  his  artful  words  acklress'd.    [ear, 
*"  Illustrious  prince  1  with  patience  bend  thine 
And  what  I  now  shall  offer,  deign  to  hear* 
Of  aO  the  grieft,  distressful  morUls  prove. 
The  woes  of  frioidship  most  my  pity  move. 
Yon  much  I  pity,  and  the  youth  regret. 
Whom  yovL  too  rigidly  resign  to  fate; 
ExposPd  alone,  no  hope  of  comfort  near. 
The  seocn  and  cruelty  of  foes  to  bear. 
O  that  my  timdy  counsel  might  avail, 
FcT  kvc,  and  sympathy,  to  turn  the  scale  1 
"f  bat  Thebes  releas'd  from  thy  devouring  sword, 
Hk  captive  honor*d,  and  with  gifU  restor'd, 
Weyct  m«ght  hope  for  peace,  and  you  again 
^jif  the  bIcMings  of  your  native  reign." 

ViOTtting  thns,  the  herald  try 'd 
liiaimtooQafMMfi  and  thtdiief  reply 'd: 

WQUXfU 


**  In  vain  you  strive  to  sway  toy  eonslantmind ; 
r  11  not  depart  while  Theseus  stays  behind: 
Me  nothing  e'er,  to  change  my  faith,  shall  move^ 
By  men  attested,  and  the  gods  above : 
Bnt  siooe  yonr  lawless  tyrant  has  detam'd 
A  valu'd  hostage,  treacherously  gain'd; 
And  dire  ii^justice  ouly  will  restore 
When  force  compels,  or  praffier'd  gifb  implore  i 
A  truce  i  grant,  till  the  revolving  Sun, 
Twice  ten  full  circuits  of  his  journey  run. 
From  the  red  ocean,  points  the  morning  ray, 
Aod  on  the  steps  of  darkness  pours  the  day : 
Till  then,  from  fight  and  council  I  abstain. 
Nor  lead  my  powers  to  combat  on  the  plain ; 
For  this,  your  monarch  to  my  tent  shall  send 
The  captive,  and  from  iijuries  defend. 
This  proller  Is  my  last ;  in  vain  will  prove 
All  your  attempts  my  fixed  mind  to  move : 
If  Thebes  accepts  it,  let  a  signdeclare, 
A  flaming  torch,  display'd  ak)ft  in  air, 
Fhim  that  high  tow'r,  whose  airy  top  is  known 
By  trav'lers  from  alar,  and  marks  the  town ; 
Thefimeof  Jovet  but  If  they  shall  rqiect 
Thetenns  I  send,  norequity  respect. 
They  soon  shall  foel  the  fury  of  mine  ire. 
In  wasteful  havoc,  aod  the  ngeof  fire. " 

The  hero  thus ;  and  round  his  shoulders  flung 
A  shaggy  ckwk,  with  vulgar  trappings  hung; 
And  on  his  head  a  leathern  helmet  plac'd, 
A  boar's  rough  front  with  grisly  terrours  grac'd  ; 
A  wgear  he  next  assum'd,  and  pond'roos  shield^ 
And  led  the  Theban,  issuing  to  the  field. 
Amid  surronndmg  guards  they  pass'd  unseen. 
For  night  had  stretch'd  her  friendly  shade  be* 
tween;  [ko**; 

Till  nearer,  through  the  gloom,  the  gate  they 
The  herald  enter'd,  and  the  chief  withdrew : 
But  turning  oft  to  Thebes  his  eager  eyes. 
The  signal,  on  the  tow'r,  at  last  he  spies| 
A  flaming  torch,  upon  the  top,  expos'd. 
Its  ray  at  once  bis  troubled  mind  compos'd  9 
Such  joy  he  felt,  as  when  a  watch-tow'r's  light. 
Seen  through  the  gloom  of  MHne  tempestuous . 
GhKis  the  wet  mariner,  a  star  to  guide     rnight* 
His  lah*ring  vessel,  through  the  stonay  tide. 
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Now  silent  night  the  middle  spaoe'possest. 
Of  Heav'n,  or  joumey'd  downwards  to  the  west  % 
But  Creon,  still  with  thirst  of  vengeance  fir'd. 
Repose  dedin'd,  nor  from  his  toils  respir'd  ; 
But  held  bis  peers  in  council  to  debate 
Plans  for  revenge,  suggested  by  his  hate.     • 
Before  the  king  Dienioes  appear'd ; 
To  speak  his  tidings  sad,  the  hero  fiear'd  ) 
Returned  firom  Oeta  $  thither  sentto  call 
Alcides  to  protect  his  native  walL 

And  Creon  thus:  "  Dienioes  I  explain 
Your  sorrow ;  are  our  hopes  of  aid  in  vain  } 
Does  Hercules  neglect  his  native  soil ; 
While  strangers  reap  the  harvest  of  his  tail  ^ 
We  from  your  silenoe  cannot  hope  success  ^ 
Butfiirther  ills  your  falling  tears  oonfois : 
M 
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deoB  my  fonii  dead ;  his  f&te  ycm  numrn ; 
1  must  not  hope  to  see  bit  safe  return. 
Sure,  if  be  liv'd,  be  had  not  come  the  last ; 
Bat  found  his  father  with  a  filial  baste, 
fiis  fat^  at  once,  declare,  you  need  not  fear, 
With  any  tale  of  grief,  to  ivound  mine  ear, 
Proof  to  misfoirtiine :  fbr  the  man,  who  knowt 
The  whole  variety  of  hnman  woes. 
Can  stand  uniBov'd  though  loads  of  sorrow  press; 
Practised  to  bear,  fiuniliar  with  distress.*' 
Hie  moBarch  questioa'd  thus :   and  thus  the 
youth : 
"  Too  well  thy  boding  fear  has  found  the  tratb. 
Cleon  is  dead ;  the  hero's  ashes  lie 
Where  Pelion's  lofty  head  ascends  the  dcy. 
For  as,  on  Oeta's  top,  he  vainly  strove 
To  win  the  arrows  of  the  son  of  Jove ; 
CompeHtng  Pbiloctetes  to  resign, 
The  friend  of  Hercules,  bis  arms  divine  ; 
The  insult  to  repel,  an  arrow  flew. 
And  from  his  heart  the  vital  current  drew : 
ProetraAe*be  sunk;  and  welling  firom  the  woond, 
A  flood  of  gore  impnrpled  alt  the  ground.*' 

Thus  spoke  Dienioes.    The  king  s«  ppvest 
His  big  distress,  end  k>ek'd  it  in  his  breast: 
Sighing  he  thus  reply'd :  "  The  oause  declara, 
Wbick  holds  the  greet  AJcides fVom the  war; 
And  why  another  now,  the  boar  commands 
And  arrows,  sacred  from  bis  mighty  bands. 
Nor  fear  my  valiant  son's  antimdy  fete. 
With  all  iu  weight  of  sorrow,  to  relate : 
All  I  can  bear.    Agahwt  my  naked  head, 
I  see  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  decreed ; 
With  hostile  arms  beset  my  tott>ring  reign; 
The  people  wasted,  and  my  children  slain. 
Attempts  prove  frnitlees ;  ev'ry  hope,  deoeives ; 
Success  in  prospect,  disappointment  gives: 
With  swift  approa<A,  I  see  destractien  come ; 
Sut  with  a  mind  unmov*d,  I'll  meet  my  doom; 
Nor  stain  this  war-worn  visage  with  a  tear. 
Since  all  that  Heav*n  has  purpos'd,  I  can  bear.'* 
The  monarch  thns  his  rising  grief  suppress'd ; 
And  thus  the  peers  Dienioes  addressed : 
.  •'  Princes  of  Thebes  I  and  thon,  whosesov'- 
reign  hand 
Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command  1 
To  what  I  oiler,  lend  an  equal  ear ;  [hear. 

The  truth  Pll  speak,  and  judge  me  whoi  you 
If  Cleon,  by  my  feult,  no  more  returns. 
For  whom,  her  seoend  hope,  bis  country  moanis; 
No  doom  I  deprecate,  no  tortnre  fly. 
Which  justice  can  denounce,  or  rage  supply : 
But  if  my  innocence  appears,  I  claim 
Your  censure  to  escape,  asid  public  blame. 

'<Fn>m  Maratboo  by  night  our  course  we  steei*d. 
And  pass'd  Oerastns  when  the  day  appeared ; 
Andros  we  saw,  with  ptomontories  steep, 
Ascend;  andDdbslevat  with  the  deep. 
A  circuit  wide;  for  where  Enriput  roars 
Between  Euboea  and  the  Tbeban  shores, 
Tbe'Argives  had  disposed  iMr  naval  tndn : 
And  prudence  taught  to  sbon  the  hoitHe  plain* 
Four  days  we  sail'd ;  the  fifth  our  voyage  ends^ 
Where  Oeta,  skiping  to  the  sea,  descends. 
The  vales  I  aeariih^,  and  woody  heights  above. 
Guided  by  flune,  to  find  tlie  son  of  Jove ; 
With  Cleon  only:  forweehai|:*dtheband 
To  staiy,  and  gnavd  oor  vessel  on  the  strand. 
In  vain  we  searches  bnt  when  tbe  lamp  of  day 
Approached  the  oceanwith  its  lettii^  ray. 


A  cave  appealed,  wbieli  feeitt  ft  ttumntain  sleepy 
Through  a  low  valley,  look'd  into  the  deep. 
Thither  we  tum'd  our  weary  steps,  and  found 
Ther  cavern  hung  with  savage  spoils  around  ; 
The  wolfs  greyftir,  the  wild  boar'ssba^nryfaidey 
The  lion's  mane,  the  panther's  speckled  pride : 
These  signs  we  maik'd ;  and  knew  the  rocky  se«t. 
Some  solitary  hunter's  wild  retreat 
Farther  invited  by  a  glinsm'ring  ray. 
Which  through  the  darimess  shed  uncertain  day. 
In  the  recesses  of  the  cave  we  found 
The  club  of  Hercules  ;  and  wrapt  arannd. 
Which,  seen  before,  we  knew,  the  lion*s  spoils. 
The  mautle  which  he  wore  in  all  his  toils. 
Amaz'd  we  stood ; '  in  silence,  each  his  nund 
To  fear  and  hope  alternately  reaign'd : 
With  joy  we  hop'd  to  find  the  hero  near ; 
The  club  and  mantle  found,  dispov'd  to-firar. 
His  force  invincible  in  fight  we  knew. 
Which  nought  of  mortal  kind  cooM  e'er  subdue, 
But  fear'd  Apollo^s  might,  or  his  who  heaves 
The  solid  earth,  and  rules  the  stormy  wares. 

'*  Pond'ring  we  stood ;  When  on  the  roof  above. 
The  tread  of  feet  descending  thro'  the  grove 
Which  crown'd  the  hollow  dftff,  amaz'd  we  beanf^ 
And  straight  before  the  care  a  youth  appcar'd. 
A  bleeding  budk  across  bis  shooftden  flui^g, 
Ty'd  widi  a  rope  of  twisted  rushes,  hung. 
He  dropt  hisbuvden  m  the  gate,  and  plac'd, 
Against  the  pillar'd  difi^,  his  bow  unbrae'd. 
'Twas  then  our  footsteps  in  the  cave  he  heai^. 
And  thio'  die  gloom  oor  shining  arms  appear'd. 
His  bow  be  bent ;  uad  backwards  from  the  rock 
Retir'd,  and,  of  our  puipose  quest'ning,  spoke  ; 
'  Say  who  you  are,  vrtio  seek  this  wild  abode, 
Thro'  desert  paths,  by  mortals  rarely  trod  ? 
If  just,  and  with  afeir  intent  you  come. 
Friendship  expect,  and  safety  in  my  dome : 
But  if  for  violence,  your  danger  learn. 
And  trust  my  admonkson  w^  I  warn : 
Certain  as  fete,  where'er  this  arrow  flies, 
The  hapless  wretch,  who  meets  its  fiiry,  dies : 
No  buckler  to  resist  its  point  avails,  [feils  ; 

The  hammer'd  cuirass  yields,  the  breast-plate 
And  where  H  once  has  drawn  the  purple  gore. 
No  cbaim  can  cure,  no  med'cine  health  restore.' 
<<  With  threats  he  qnestion'd  thus;  and  Clean 
said: 

*  Wecometo  cadi  Akides  to  our  aid; 
By  us  the  senators  of  Thebes  entreat 
The  hero,  to  protect  his  native  state : 
For  hostile  arms  invest  the  Theban  tow*n : 
Famine  within,  without  the  sword,  devours. 
If  you  haveleaniM  where  Hercules  remains. 
In  mountain  caves,  or  hamlets  on  the  pliuns. 
Our  way  direct ;  for,  led  by  general  fame. 
To  find  bim  in  these  desert  wilds  we  came.< 

"  He  spoke;  and  Fhiloctetes  thus  again  : 

*  May  Jove,  for  Thebes,  some  other  aid  oidain; 
For  Hercules  no  more  exerts  his  might. 
Against  oppressive  force,  for  injur'd  right  t 
Rethr'd,  among  the  gods,  he  sits  terene. 
And  views,  beneath  him  fer,  this  mortal  scenec 
Bot  enter  now  this  grotto,  and  partake 
What  I  can  oflTer,  for  the  hero's  sake : 
With  yon  from  feacred  Thebes  he  ctaS^'d  his 

birfli. 
For  god-like  virtue  fem^  thro*  afltfae  Eartli  ; 
Thebes  therefore  and  faer  peoplestin  ditUt^ 
Uk«  feir  Trachinei  and  her  ions  to  BM» 
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Enter;  Ibr aovUMaMibUtwiliglikfiBli; 
iUid  o'er  the  nlflot  Bavtk  Mm  niglit  prataibt 
Fran  Che  moiit  vdlay^noMos  Ifags  sdse, 
To  «nq»  the  rocky  heighti,  «mi  shede  Uie  fkiee.^ 
<«11ieoBre  vecBtor*<  aiNlbiiboaaty  aber'd; 
A Mwal  ban^Mt  by  himself  pMpar*a. 
Bat  eoDo  the  rage  of  tfairat  and  hunser  eiay'd, 
Myaiad  etilldoubtluly  to  the  youth  I  saidc 
'  Mart  hapless  Hiebes,  deqiairing  end  wadope. 
Want  the  oasifteBoe  of  her  brevest  son  ? 
TlMhen>*ft  fate  explain,  nor  grudge  mine  ew 
The  sad  assoranoe  of  oar  loss  to  hear.' 
I  quertjon'd  thus.    The  youlh,  5ritli  horror  pale, 
AMempled  to  incite  an  avftil  tale ; 
Abofn  the  fia)led  WMs  which  bards  lebeaise, 
When  sad  Melpomene  inspires  the  verse. 

« '  Tbcwifeof  Jore»  (PoBooides  leply'd) 
<  All  aits  in  win  to  crush  the  hero  try'd ; 
For  brighter  horn  her  hate  his  rirtne  boni'd ; 
And  disai^Bted  still,  the  goddess  moam'd. 
Hisminto  effsct  at  last  she  strore 
By  jealoosy,  the  rage  of  injar*d  love. 
The  bane  to  Deianira's  breast  oonvey'd. 
Who,  as  a  rival,  fear'd  th'  Oechalian  maid. 
TbQ  foddess  knev,  that,  jealous  of  her  lord, 
A  robe  shokept  with  latent  poisons  stor'd; 
The  centanr'e  gift,  beqoeath'd  her,  tomolaim 
The  hero's  love,  and  light  his  dying  llanse  } 
If  e'er  devoted  to  n  stranger's  diarms. 
He  stny'd  iooonrtant,  lh>m  her  widow'd  arms ; 
But  giv'n  with  treacherons  intent  to  prove 
The  death  cf  ni|tnre»  not  the  lifcof  kve. 
Mad  from  her  jealoosy,  the  oboimebe  try'd ; 
His  love  to  change,  the  deadly  robe  apply 'd  : 
And  gaiUeas  of  the  pfesent  which  he  bore, 
Lycfaas  oonvey'd  it  to  Cenmnnm's  shore : 
Where  to  the  pow'rs  immortal,  for  their  aid, 
A  grateliil  hecatomb  the  hero  paid : 
When  &vor'dlirom  above,  his  arm  o^erthreir 
The  proud  Enrytns,  and  his  warnoM  slew. 
The  venom'd  robe  the  hero  tpok,  nor  fimr'd 
A  gtlthy  oo^gnl  rsf^eeta  endoar'd : 
Aiol  straight  resign'dthe  lion^s  shaggy  spoils, 
The  mantle  which  he  woro  in  all  his  toils. 
Ko  sign  of  harm  the^rtal  ptesent  show'd ; 
TiH  roas'd  by  heat  iu  secret  venom  glow'd: 
Straight  on  the  Besh  it  seiz'd,  like  stHiest  ghie. 
And  scorching  deep,  to  evVy  member  grew. 
Then  leering  with  his  hands  th'  infeinal  snare. 
His  skin  he  rent,  and  laid  themusoles  bore : 
While  stroems  of  Uood,  desospdiiig  ftom  the 

wound, 
Miic'd  with  the  gore  of  victims  on  the  ground. 
The  guiltless  Lychas,  in  his  forious  mood. 
He  seiz'd,  as  trembling  by  his  side  heetood  : 
Him,  by  the  slender  ancle  snatch'd,  he  ewuog ; 
And  *gainsta  rocky  promontory  flung: 
Which,  from  the  dire  event,  bis  name  retains ; 
Thro'  his  white   k>oks   imporpled  nuh'd  the 

btaias. 
Aw'd  by  the  deed,  his  desperate  rage  to  shun. 
Our  bold  oompaoioos  from  his  prssence  run : 
I  too,  cenoeal'd  behind  a  rook,  remain'd ; 
My  love  and  iiympathy  by  fsar  reskrainM : 
For  furious  'midst  the  sacred -ires  he^v^w; 
The  victims  ecotter'd,  and  the  hearths  o'^r^ 

thr«r. 
fbea  einki^g prostrate^  ^rheiea  tide  of  fON 
m  slam  had  hlacken»d  all  theeboro, 


fiis  fbrm  dmnelsB  raH'd  ia  dupt  end  blood  { 
Hi»«roa»tbeMis95-eobo'd  and  the  flood. 
*rben  rishvloriaoa,  to  the  oQean*ajtfeam» 

gieruslfdy  inJMipe  to  quench  his  raging  (Umesf 
ut  barning  ftiU  the  unestinguiah'd  paio. 
The  shore  Jie  left,  and  stretch'd  into  the  main. 
A  galley  onchor'd  near  the  lieacb  we  found  i 
Her  curled  canrass  to  the  braeie  unbound  ; 
And  trac'd  his  desperate  course*  till  £u  boforo 
Weeaw  Aiim  lead  on  Oeta's  deseat  shore. 
Tow^vds  the  skies  his  fiirious  bonds  he  leor'd. 
And  thus,  acrosftthedeep,  his  voice  we  heard: 
*«  <  Sovereign  of  Heajr^n  and  £arth  1    iiboas 
bonndleassway 
the  ftkM  of  man  and  nsoitd  things  obey* 
If  e'er  delighted  from  the  oousts  abor». 
In  human  focm  you  sought  Alcmene's  love; 
If  fame>s  unchangiflig  voice  to  all  the  Earth, 
With  truth,  proclaims  you  author  of  my  biith| 
Whence,  ftom  a  course  of  spotless  glory  run, 
Suc<)essftil  foils  and  wreaths  of  triumph  won. 
Am  I  thiu  wretched?  better  that  beibro 
9ume  monster  llerce  hod  drank  my  itreamiqg 

goro; 
Or  crnsh'd  by  Gacas,fcfr  to^ods  ai^  men, 
My  batter*d  brains  had  strew'd  his  rooky  den ; 
Than,  from  my  glorioos  toils  and  trianqidispast^ 
To  fall  iobdu*d  1^  fiemole  ails,  at  liwt. 
O  ooqI  my  boiling  blood,  ye  winds,  that  hkHV 
Ftom  mountains  loaded  with  eternal  snow. 
And  crack  the  icy  clift:  in  vain!  in  vain! 
Yonr  rigotir  cannot  qnencb  my  raging  pain ! 
For  roimd  this  heart  the  furies  wove  their  brands* 
And  wring  my  entrails  with  their  bunaing  hondib 
Nowbendii«lrom  the  skieo,  O  wife  ef  Jovel 
Enjoy  the  vengeance  of  thy  ii^oi'd  love : 
For  ^,  by  me,  the  thund'wr's  guilt  alonas  ; 
And,  punish'diaherson,  Alcmene groans t 
Theoloect  of  your  hate  shall  soon  e^pini 
Fix'd  on  my  shooldcn  proyf  a  net  of  firei 
Wbom  nor  the  toils  nor  dangers  oould  sabda% 
By  iaise  Eurystheus  diotated  from  you  ; 
Nor  tyrants  lawless,  northe  monstrous  brood 
Which  haunU  the  desert  or  infests  the  flood. 
Nor  Greece,  nor  all  the  barh^rous  climes  that  lit 
Where  Fhmbus  ever  points  his  golden  eye ; 
A  woman  hath  o'erthfown!—*ye  gods!  i  yield 
To  female  arts,  unooBqner>d  in  thefleld. 
My  anna— alas!  ore  these  Ae  same  that  bow^ 
Aateus,  and  his  giant  force  sidMlii'd  ? 
Thatdngg'd  Nemea*s  monster ftom  hisdeni) 
And  slew  thedragon in  his  native  §eni 
Alas  I  atesi  their  mighty  autsdes  foil. 
While  nalos  infenial  ov'iy  nerve  owail  s 
Alas,  alas!  Ifeei  hi  streams  of  woe 
These  eyes  disrohre,  before  untaught  to  flow. 
Awake  my  vhrtue,  oft  in  dangen  try'd. 
Patient  in  toils,  in  deaths  tinterrify'd. 
Rouse  to  my  aid;  norletmylabounpast. 
With  fame  achiev*d,  be  blotted  by  the  last « 
Firm  and  unmov'd,  the  preeentahock  endure; 
Once  triumph,  and  ftir  ever  reft  secure.* 

*'  <  The  hero  thus ;  and  grasp'd  a  pointed  roek 
With  bolh  his  arms,  which  straight  in  ^eoee 

broke, 
CruflJh'd  in  hie  agony  t  then  on  his  breast 
Descending  prostrate,  further  plaint  suppioft. 
And  new  the  ekMds,  m  dusky  rolumcs  spread. 
Had  darkea'doU  the  aicrantaiiiftwith  their  ihadai 
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The  vinds  withhold  their  hnwtfa;  the  hHknrs 
The  Bky*!  derk  image  oo  the  deep  khprett.  [regt } 
A  bey  forihelter,  op'ning  id  the  strmnd, 
We  saw,  and  ttaer'd  oarveaiel  to  the  land. 
Then  mouDlingon  the  rocky  beach  above, 
Thio'  the  thick  gtoom,  deeciy'd  the  ton  of  Jove. 
His  bead,  declin'd  between  his  bands,  he  leaii>d; 
His  elbows  on  his  bended  knees  auttain'd. 
Above  him  still  a  hov'ring  vi^MXirflew, 
Which,  from  hie  boiling  veins,  the  gnrnientdrew. 
Thro'  the  thick  woof  we  saw  thefnmes  aspire; 
like  smoke  of  victims  from  the  socied  Are, 
Compassion's  keenest  touch  my  bosom  thrili'd; 
Ify  eyes,  a  flood  of  meltnig  sorrow  fill'd: 
Boubtfol  I  stood;  and  pond'ring  hn  my  mnid, 
By  fear,  and  pity,  varioosly  inciinVI, 
Whether  to  sbnn  the  hens  or  essay, 
With  friendly  words,  bis  torment  to  allay: 
WhAo  bursting  from  above  with  hideous  glare, 
A  flood  of  lightning  kindled  all  the  air. 
Plrom  Oeta's  top  it  msh'd  in  sudden  streams; 
Tbe  ocean  redden'd  at  its  fiery  beams. 
Then,  bellowing  deep,  tbe  thunder's  awful  sound 
Shook  the  firm  moontahis  and  the  shores  around* 
Far  to  the  east  it  roll'd,  a  length  ofdcy; 
We  heard  Eubew's  rattling  clifis  rqply. 
As  at  his  master*s  voice  a  swain  appears, 
When  wak'd  horn  sleep  his  eariy  call  he  heart, 
Tlie  hero  rose;  and  to  the  mountain  turned. 
Whose  ctoud-invoived  lop  with  lightnmg  boni>d. 
And  thus  his  sira  address'd;     •  With  patient 
Thy  call  I  hear,  obedient  and  resigned ;     [mind 
Piaitblbl  and  true  thSe  oracle  I  which  spoke, 
In  high  Dodona,  from  the  sacred  oak ; 
That  twenty  years  of  painlhl  labours  post. 
On  Oeta's  lop  I  should  repose  at  last: 
Befora,  involved,  the  meaning  lay  conceal'd^ 
But  now  1  find  it  in  my  late  revesl'd. 
Thy  sQv'reign  will  I  blame  not,  which  denies, 
With  length  of  days,  to  crown  my  victories; 
1  hough  still  with  danger  and  distress  engag'd. 
For  injur'd  right  etenwl  war  I  weg'd  ; 
A  life  of  pain,  in  baib'rous  climates,  led. 
Hie  Heav'ni  my  canopy,  a  rock  my  bed : 
Ifore  joy  I've  felt  than  delicacy  knows. 
Or  all  the  pride  of  regal  pomp  bestows. 
Dreadeire!  thy  will  I  honour  and  revere. 
And  own  thy  love  with  gnrtitude  sincere. 
Which  watch'd  me  in  my  toils,  that  none  could 
T6  raise  a  trophy  from  my  ghMry  hist:        [boast 
And  though  at  last,  by  toaJe  arts,  o'eroom^ 
And  nnsuspeeled  fraud,  I  find  my  doom ; 
There  to  have  fiuPd,  my  honour  ne^er  can  shake. 
Where  vice  is  only  strong  and  virtue  weak*' 

'*  <  He  said ;  and  turning  to  the  cloudy  heigfat. 
The  sent  of  thunder,  wrapt  in  sable  nigbt» 
Firm  and  undannted  trod  the  steep  ascent; 
An  earthquake  rock'd  the  mountain  as  he  went. 
Back  from  the  shaking  shores  retir'd  the  flood ; 
In  horror  lost,  my  bold  companions  stood, 
Tp  speech  or  motkm ;  hut  the  present  pow'k' 
Of  love  infpii'd  me,  hi  that  awful  hour; 
With  trembling  steps,  Itrac'd  thesonof  Jove; 
And  saw  him  darkly  on  tbe  steepabove,    [noise 
Through  the  thkfc  gkxim.    The  thunder's  awftil 
CeasPd;  and  1  eall'd  him  thus  with  feeble  voice: 
*  O  son  of  mighty  Jore !  thy  friend  await; 
Who  cemes  to  oomferi  thee,  or  share  thy  fetCi, 
Itt  ev'ry  dagger  and  distress  before, 
Ve  part  ypw  feithM  FhiloGtetM  hoNb 


b  let  me  still  attend  yon,  and  receive 
The  comfort  which  a  present  friend  can  give. 
Who  come  obscqwoos  for  your  last  ooonnands. 
And  tenders  to  yunr  need  his  willing  hands,' 

***  My  voice  he  heard;  and  from  the  mountaM 
Saw  me  ascending  on  the  sleep  befow.       [brow 
To  fevour  my  approach  hu  steps  he  stay'd ; 
And  ideas'd,  amidst  his  angubh,  smiling  said  s 
*  Approach,  my  Phikietetes  1  Oft  I've  known 
Your  friendly  seal  in  former  labours  shown : 
Tbe  present,  more  than  all,  your  fore  proclnime. 
Which  braves  tbe  thond'rer's  bolts  and  volley'd 

flames; 
With  daring  step,  tbe  rocking  earthquake  treads* 
While  the  firm  mountains  shake  their  trembHnf . 


As  my  hyit  gift,  these  anows,  with  the  bow. 
Accept ;  the  greaiest  which  I  can  bestow ; 
My  glory  all  my  wealth ;  of  pow'r  to  raise 
Your  name  to  honour  and  immortal  praise  ; 
If  for  wroog'd  innoceoce  your  shafts  shall  dj^ 
As  Jove  by  signs  directs  them  from  the  sky.' 

<*  *  Straight  from  his  mighty  khoulden,  as  be 
spike. 
He  loos'd  and  kidg'dthem  in  a  caveni'd  rock  j 
To  lie  untoncb'd,  till  fiitnre  care  had  drsin'd 
Their  poison  from  the  venom'd  robe  retain^. 
And  thus  again :  'llieonly  akilneed. 
For  all  my  fevours  past,  the  only  meed, 
b,  that,  with  veof^ul  hand,  yon  fis  a  dart 
In  cruel  Deianire's  fruthleia  heart : 
Her  Iraach'rous  messenger  abendy  dead. 
Let  ber,  tbe  author  of  his  crimen  socoeed. 
Hiis  awlul  soene  forsake  withoot  detey ; 
In  vain  to  mingle  with  ny  fiute  you  stay: 
No  kind  assistance  can  my  state  retrieve; 
Nor  any  friend  attend  me,  and  survive*' 

*<  <  The  hero  thus  bia  tender  care  expreet. 
And  spread  his  anna  to  dafp  me  to  his  breast; 
But  eoon  withdrewthca,  lest  his  tainted  veins 
Infection  had  cunrey^  and  mortal  pains) 
Silent  I  stood  in  streams  of  sorrow  drown'd. 
Till  from  my  heart  these  words  a  passage  found; 
'  O  bid  me  not  forsake  thee,  nor  impose 
What  wretehed  Phikietetes  must  refitto. 
By  him  I  swear,  whose  presence  now  iiroclaim 
The  thunder's  awfol  voice  and  forked  flame. 
Beneath  whose  steps  the  tremblingdesert  quakes^ 
And  Earth  affirighted  to  her  centre  shakes  ; 
I  never  will  formke  thee,  hut  remain 
,  While  struggling  life  these  niui'd  limbs  retain  t 
No  form  of  fete  shall  drive  me  from  thy  skle^ 
Nor  death  with  all  its  terrours  e'er  divide ; 
Though  tbe  same  stroke  our  mortal  lives  shouhl 

end. 
One  flash  consume  us,  and  our  ashes  blend.' 

"*  1  spoke;and  to  theckrady  sleep  we tnm'd; 
Along  its  brow  the  kindled  forest  bura'd. 
The  savage  brood,  deteending  to  the  plams. 
The  scatterM  flocks  and  dread  distnded  swahuw 
Rush'd  fivm  tbe  shaking  diA :  we  saw  them 


In  wihi  disorder  mingled,  through  tbe  gtooou 

And  nowappear'd  the  desert's  Ic^  bend. 

A  narrow  roibk  with  forest  thinly  spread. 

His  mif^ity  hands  display*d  akift  in  air, 

To  Jove  the  hero  thus  address'd  a  pny'r 

'  Hear  me,  dread  pow'r  I   whose  ood  controlt 

the  skies, 
AtwhowMBMBMidtho  waved  Ugfatnimiiflis 
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Alm^bty  Am !  if  y«t  yw  deiga  to  oir». 
Apneas**  vretdMl  offipringM  your  wb  j 
8<me  oomfiMt  in  my  agony  inipmrt, 
^nd  bid  thy  foriced  ibimder  rand  this  heart: 
Kound  my  devoled  hew!  itidly  pbyt ; 
And  aids  the  fire,  which  wastes  me,  with  its  rays : 
By  beat  inflam'd,  this  robe  exerts  ito  powV, 
My  sooiched  limbs  to  shrivel  and  devour ; 
Upon  my  shoulders,  like  «  dragon,  clings, 
And  fixesm  my  flesh  n  thousand  stings. 
Great  sire  !  in  pity  to  my  suit  a'tand. 
And  with  •  sudden  stroke  my  being  end.' 

^  < As  thus  the  hero  firay  'd,the  lightning  ceas*d. 
And  thicker  darkness  all  the  hiU  embraced. 
HesawhissuitdenyM:  in  fleroe  despair. 
The  rooted  pines  he  tore,  and  cedars  fiiir  ; 
And  from  the  cranniesof  the  rifted  rocks, 
Twkted  with  force  immense  the  stubborn  oak^ 
Of  these  upon  the  cliff  a  heap  he  laid. 
And  thus  addressed  me,  as  I  stood  dismay'd : 
'Behold,  my  fnend!  the  ruler  of  the  skies. 
In  agony  mvokM,  my  suit  denies : 
Bat  sore  theoracleinspir'dfrom  Heaven, 
Which  in  Dodona^  sacred  grore  was  given. 
The  truth   declared:    that  now  ny  toils  shall 
And  alt  my  painfiil  labours  end  in  peace :  [cease, 
Peace,  death  can  only  bring :  the  raging  smart. 
Wrapt  with  my  vitals,  mocks  each  haling  arL 
Not  all  the  plants  that  clothe  the  veidant  fidd, 
Kot  all  the  health  a  thousand  mouuUins  yield. 
Which  on  their  tope  the  sage  physician  finds. 
Or  diggmg  fifom  the  v<eins  of  flint  unbinds, 
Tbia  fire  can  quench.    And  therefore,  to  obey 
My  last  commands,  prepare  without  dday. 
When  on  this  pile  yon  see  my  limbs  oompos'd. 
Shrink  not,  but  hear  what  must  not  be  oppos'd ; 
Approach,  and,  with  an  unrelenting  hand, 
Ttx,  in  the  boughs  beneath,  a  flaming  brand. 
I  must  not  kmger  trust  this  madding  pain, 
Lest  some  rash  deed  should  all  my  glory  stam. 
Lychas  I  slew  upon  the  Coniian  shore. 
Who  knew  not,  sore,  the  fotal  gift  be  bore : 
His  guilt  had  taught  him  else  to  fly,  nor  wait. 
Till  from  my  rage  he  found  a  sudden  fole. 
1  will  not  Deianira's  action  Uame  ; 
Let  Heav*n  decide,  which  only  knows  her  aim  : 
Whether  from  hate,  with  treacherous  mtent. 
This  fotal  garment  to  her  lord  she  sent ; 
Or,  by  the  cimning  of  a  foe  betray'd. 
His  vengeance,  thus  imprudently  oonvey'd. 
lathis,  or  that,  I  urge  not  my  command, 
Nor  claim  her  fote  from  thy  avenging  hand : 
To  lodge  my  lifeless  hones,  is  all  1  crave, 
Safo  and  vniqini'd  in  the  peaceful  grave.' 

"  *  This  with  a  hoUow  voice  and  alter'd  look. 
In  agony  ea^treme,  the  hero  spoke. 
I  poor'd  a  flood  cf  sorrow,  and  withdrew, 
Amidthe kindled  groves,  to  pluck  a  bough; 
With  which  the  stiucture  at  the  base  I  fir'd : 
On  ev'ry  side  the  pointed  flames  aspir'd. 
But  ere  involving  smoke  the  pile  eoclo6*d, 
I  saw  the  hero  on  the  top  repos'd ; 
Serene  as  one  who^  near  the  fountain  laid. 
At  noon  eigoys  the  cool  refreshing  shade. 
The  venom'd  garment  hiss'd ;  iu  touch  the  fires 
AiKMdtng,  slop'd  eblifjoe  their  pointed  spires : 
On  ev'ry  bide  the  parted  flame  withdrew. 
And  level'd,  round  the  burning  structure  flew. 
At  last  victorious  to  the  tup  they  rose ; 
Firm  and  uomov*d  the  be.  o  saw  them  cfessL 


His  soul  onfottei^d^  sanght  thehlert  abodes^ 
By  virtue  rais'd  to  mingle  with  the  gods. 
His  bones  in  earth,  with  pioushands,  1  laid; 
The  place  to  publish  nothing  shall  persuade; 
Lest  tyranU  now  unaw'd,  and  men  anjost, 
With  insults,  shoold  profane  his  sacred  dust. 
E'er  since,  I  haunt  this  soliUry  den, 
Retir'd  from  all  the  busy  paths  of  men ; 
For  these  wild  mountains  only  suit  my  state. 
And  sooth,  with  khidred  gloom,  my  deep  regret' 

'*  He  ended  thus :  amazement  long  suppress'd 
My  voice ;  but  Cleon  answ'ring  thus  address'd  s 
'  Brave  youth !  yon  oifor,  to  our  wond'ring  ean. 
Events  more  awfol  than  tradition  bears. 
Fix'd  in  my  mind  the  hero's  fate  remains, 
I  see  his  agonies,  and  feel  bis  pains. 
Yet  suflRur,  that  for  hapless  Thebes  I  mourn. 
Whose  foirest  hopes  the  envious  fates  o'ertura. 
If  great  Alcides  liv'd,  her  tow'rs  should  stand 
S^  and  protected  by  his  mighty  hand : 
On  you,  brave  youth  1  our  second  hopes  depend; 
To  you  the  arms  of  Hercules  descend. 
He  did  not,  sure,  those  glorious  gifts  bestow. 
The  shafb invincible,  the  mighty  bow; 
From  which  the  innooeot  protection  claim. 
To  dye  the  hills  with  blood  of  savage  game. 
Such  toils  as  these  your  gkxy  ne'er  can  raise. 
Nor  crown  jonr  merit  with  immortal  praise  ; 
And  with  the  great  Alcides  place  jroor  name^ 
To  stand  distinguisb'd  in  the  rolls  of  fome.' 

"  The  hero  thus.    The  son  of  Pcean  said  t 
*  Myself,  my  arms,  I  ofier  for  your  aid ; 
If  fav'ring  from  the  skies,  the  signs  of  Jove 
Confirm  what  thus  I  purpose  and  approve* 
For  when  Alcides,  with  his  last  commands. 
His  bow  and  shafts  committed  to  my  hands  ; 
In  all  attempU  be  charg'd  me  to  proceed 
As  Jove  by  signs  and  auguries  should  lead. 
But  these  the  rising  Sun  will  best  disclose  ; 
The  season  now  invites  to  soft  repose.' 

'<He  said ;  and,from  the  hearth  a  flaming  bough. 
To  light  us  through  the  shady  cavern,  drew. 
Far  in  the  deep  recess,  a  rocky  bed 
We  found,with  skins  of  mountain  monstenispread. 
There  we  oompos'd  our  weary  limbs,  and  lay. 
Till  darkness  fled  .before  the  morning  ray. 
Then  rose,  and  climb'd  a  promontory  steep, . 
Whose  rocky  brow,  impending  o'er  the  deep. 
Shoots  high  into  the  air,  and  lifts  the  eye. 
In  boundless  stretch,  to  take  a  length  of  sky. 
With  hands  extended  to  th'  ethereal  height. 
The  pow'r  wecall'd,who  rules  tlie  reahnsof  light ; 
That  symbols  sure  his  purpose  4night  explain, 
Whetl^rthe  youth  should  aid  us,  or  refrain: 
We  pray 'd ;  and  on  the  left  along  the  vales. 
With  pinions  broad  display'd,  ao  eagle  sails. 
As  near  the  ground  his  level  flight  he  drew, 
Ue  stoop'd,  and  brush'd  the  thickets  as  he  flew; 
When  starting  from  the  centre  of  abrake. 
With  horrid  hiss  appear'd  a  crested  snake : 
Her  young  to  guard,  her  venom  'd  fangs  she  rear'd; 
Above  the  shrubs  her  wavy  length  appear'd  ; 
Against  his  swift  approaches,  as  he  flew. 
On  ev'ry  side  her  forked  tongue  she  threw. 
And  armed  jaws ;  but  wheeling  from  the  soara 
Tlie  swift  assailant  still  escap'd  in  air ; 
But,  stuoping  from  his  pitch,  at  last  be  tore 
Her  purple  crest,  and  drew  a  stream  of  gore. 
She  writk'd ;  and,  in  the  fierceness  of  ^er  pain. 
Shook. the  long  tliickeu  with  her  tv^istedi  train  « 
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And,  in  a  Mm,  the  brenOi'd  Ittr  €ery  iMit : 
In  haite  to  gorge  liis  pttf,  the  bird  of  J0«« 
Down  to  tlie  bottom  of  Che  tMeket  drove ; 
The  50uAg  defettceleKs  frem  the  oovert  dsew ; 
Bevoor'd  them  straight,  and  to  the  mottntaimi 
This  omen  seen,  aoMher  worse  ire  heat :    [Aew. 
The  sabterraneoos  ttnmdM  greeU  our  ear : 
The  worst  of  All  the  tfgns  #bioh  sugars'  httoW  ; 
A  dtre  profrnostic  of  impeodhig  woe. 

«'  Amaz'd  #e  stood,  tilt  PhUoetetes  broke 
Our  long  dejected  silence  tboi,  and  spoke: 
« Warriors  of  Thebes !  the  angariies  diamiado 
Mypurpcse,  md  Withhold  me  ftotti  few  aid  ; 
Though -{Mty  rao^i!i  me,  sad  antabition  drsws. 
To  share  your  taboors  and  assert  yottt  eattse; 
In  figlit  th«  arms  of  Hefcnles  to  Aow» 
And  firom  his  native  ratnpMts  dVite  the  foe. 
But  ndn  it  is  against  the  godS  to  strive  ; 
Whose  oounselb  ruin  nadons  or  retrieve ; 
"Withoiit  their  ibvour,  vAloor  nought  avails. 
And  human  finuTence  seTf-^obverCed  fiiib  i 
For  irrerfsttbly  their  piWrV  presides 
In  all  even^,and  good  and  inditideSt. 
Let  Thbbes  assetobled  at  the  altars  wait. 
And  long  processions  crowd  each  sacred  gate : 
With  sacrifice  appeas'd,and  HtmAlc  pray'r, 
Their  OMens  frustrated,  t*e  goA  niay  spare. 
To  day,  my  gu^ts,  repose ;  to  morrovr  sail. 
If  Heav'n  propitious  sends  a  pfosp'roos  gale : 
For,  shifting  to  the  Sonib,  the  western  breeze 
Forbids  yen  no#  to  trust  the  i3dttiless  seas.' 

'*  The  hero  thus ;  rik  sifenee  Sad,  we  momn'd ; 
And  to'the  sectary  carb  returh'd. 
Despairing  of  success;  our  grief  he  rirnr'd. 
And  for  relief  a  cheering  bow^^prepar'd ; 
The  vintage  wHibh  the  grape  sponuneous  yields, 
By  art  ikrttotor'd,on  the  woodfend  fields, 
He  aou|^  with  car6,  and  liiiiigled  in  the  bowl 
A  plant,  of  pow'r  to  calm  the  troobled  soul ; 
in  liame  nepentte;  strains,  on  desert  ground. 
Bo  often  i^ean  it,  else  but  rarely  found; 
This  in  the  bowl  he  ihiiE'd;  and  Soon  wa  found, 
Vk  ieft  ^blWion,  HI  onr  sorrows  drown'd : 
Wefoltnomorethe  agonies  of  care. 
And  hope,  succeedhig,  daiTn'd  npon  despair. 
From  mom  we  feasted,  tfll*  the  settmg  ray 
Retired,  and  et^ifaig  irttades^qidl'd  the  da^; 
Theninthe  dark  recesses  of  th^  cave. 
To  slamhers  soft,  ottr  williiig  limbs  we  gave : 
Bttl  ere  the  morning,  hota  the  east,  appear'dy 
MM  sooner  than  the  early  laikis  heaM, 
aeon  award,  my  cardess  slumber  btdktf 
Aad-beofing  to  «by  ear,  in  #hispers  spoke; 
*  Dienicef  1  while  Cambering  thus  secure^ 
We  tUnk  not  irhtt  onr  dtizeni  endure,    [pears 
The  worst  the  signs  bate  threaten'd,  nought  ap- 
Wifh  httpier  aspect  to  dispel  onr  fcars; 
Alddes  nres  not,  and  h»  friend  in  tain 
TV>  anna  we  call,  while  auguries  restrainr 
Betnning  tfras,  we  bring  the  Thehan  stato 
But  hopes  deoeit*d,  and  omens  of  h^  fote: 
Better  socoeaa  onr  labours  ^all  attend. 
Nor  all  onr  aims  in  ditappointviettt  e^; 
H  yott  apptotemy  porpoK,nDr  dlsioBd« 
Wliatnow  I  counsel  for  yoor  ieouutry's  aiC 
Soon  as  Hie  Sun  dfcpbiyt  his  early  beam. 
The  artm  of  great  Alddes  let  ns  cUdm  ^ 
Tissufor  Bctotia's  shores  duect  onr  saili: 
Art  ftt«r  mftst  iMOttl  if  pteraagiott  fiittl : 
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Against  ffij^nhdh  AMMKf  Adt  pf«ld ; 
Censur*  «onfote,  *Ad  justify  the  deed.' 

««  The  hero  thns,  and  ceas'd:  with  pity  rtd¥*a. 
And  B6dl  for  Tbebes,  I  rashly  thus  apptoV>d. 
<Yonoounsetwell;  bnt  prndenoe  would  idVlsi 
To  ttork  by  conning  rather,  and  surprise. 
Than  fbroededhn'd;  histenomM shafts  youkno^. 
Which  iy  resistlem  fh>m  tfa'  Henmlean  bo#; 
A  safe  occasion  now  the  silent  hour 
Of  midnight  vieMs ;  When,  by  the  gentfe  po#'r 
Of  careless  shmberboOnd,  the  hero  lies. 
Our  necessary  fraud  #iU  'scape  his  eyes ; 
Without  the  aid  of  force  shall  reach  its  ahn. 
With  danger  less  incnn'd,  and  less  of  blatoe.* 

"  I  ooqnsel^d  thus;  and  Cleon  straight  «p^ 
In  silence  from  the  dark  recess  we  roovM ;  [prot*d. 
Towards  the  hearth,  with  Wary  steps,  ire  came,  . 
The  ashes  stirr»d,an*  rom^d  the  shnbfifringflaiiie. 
On  ev'ry  side  in  Vain  we  tunrtl  oar  eytes. 
Nor,  as  oar  hopes  had  pToittisM,  found  the  prize  r 
Till  to  the  couch,  where  Philoctetes  by, 
The  quiver  led  us  by  its  silver  ray ; 


For  in  a  panther's  fur  together  ty'd, 
1^  His  bow  and  shafts,  the  p!irow»s  f»Tace  sopplyM  f. 
Thither  I  w^nt  with  careful  iteps  and  slow; 
And  by  degrees  obtainM  tb'  I&rcnlean  bowr 
ThiB  quiver  next  to  disengage  Cssayd ; 
It  stuck  entangled,  but  at  l<st  obey*d. 
The  prize  obtain'd,  we  hasten  to  the  strar.d. 
And  rouse  the  ihariners,  and  straight  command 
The  canvasr  to  unfurl:  a  gentle  gale 
FavourVI  our  course,  and  fill'd  t^  ittelling  teil  l 
The  shorf^  reth-'d ;  ahdwhen  the  inorhing  ray 
Ascended,  from  the  deep,  th»  ethereal  wa^; 
Upon  the  ri^ht  Cen«6tim'S  beach  appeafd. 
And  FMkMi  on  the  feft  fai^  sniinmH  reAr*d. 
All  day  #esaiPd ;  but  When  the  setting  Tigbt 
Approach'd  the  ocean,  from  th^  Olyibpian  height. 
The  breeze  ^Tas  hnsh'd;  and,  Aretch'd  acrosk 

themaih. 
Like  monotains  rising  Oki  thO  Wat'ry  plain,    .   . 
llie  doads  collected  on  the  billows  stood. 
And,  with  incumbent  shMoj  obscut'd  the  floods . 
Thither  a  current  bbre  ns;  soon  we  found 
A  night  of  vapour  dbsfVkg  flist  aroond. 
Loom  hung  the  empty  sail :  wa  pTy'd  our  oars, 
And  strove  to  lieach  Enboea'a  friendly  shores ;     , 
Bnt  strove  hn  tain ;  foir  erring  from  the  course. 
In  ntyiff  wide,  the  rower  spent  his  force. 
Sevan  days  and  nl|^ts  w«  tryd  soma  port  to  gaii^ 
Where  Qreek  or  barb'rous  diOres  exclude  the 


Bnt  knew  not,  whether  backwards,  or  before. 
Or  on  the  right,  or  left,  to  seek  the  shore : 
Till,  rliifi|  on  tfte  eighth,  a  gentle  breeze 
Drove  the  light  fog,  and  bnish'd  (he  enrling 
Our  canvass  to  h:^  gentle  poWr  we  spread ; 
And  Az'd  onr  oars,  and  foUow'd  as  it  led. 
Before  nssooo,  hnpending  from  above. 
Through  par^g  clouds,  we  saw  a  lofty  grove. 
Alarm'd,  the  tail  we  slacken,  and  explore 
The  deeps  and  shallows  of  the  unknown  shore. 
Near  on  the  right  a  winding  creek  appeared. 
Thither  directed  by  the  pole,  We  steer'd ; 
And  landed  on  the  beach,  by  fine.misled. 
Nor  knew  again  the  port  from  which  we  fled. 
The  gods  themselves deoeiv'd  us:  tooure/el| 
Ne#  caverns  open,  airy  dift  arise ; 
Thitt  Philoctetes  might  again  possess 
Hif  ffWf  end  n«ST'ta  onr  injury  i^dress. 
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aeoo,  with  me  akm,  ficnftM  the  than  $ 
BMktotheonreve  left*  by  aa^fjlirte 
Implicitly  oMKhictad,  attkegste 
The  iiijar'il  youth  we  firanA;  a  thick  diifoite 
His  native  font  eonoealM*  and  nock'd  ear  eyas ; 
Fortheblack  kicks  in  waviag  riagleU  spraad, 
A  wreath  oS  hoary  vhitelnvob'd  hb  haad» 
Beneath  a  load  of  years,  he  seem 'd  to  bead. 
His  bfeasttosiok,  his  shoalders  toascend. 
He  saw  os  strai{fht»  and,  risittf  «ron  his  seat, 
Began  with  sharp  repreaohes  to  repeat 
Oar  crime ;  but  could  not  thess'ispicion  gi^ ; 
So  strong  is  errour  when  the  jrotis  deceive  ! 
We  qnestion'd  of  the  country  as  we  came« 
By  whom  inhabited,  and  what  iUnama  $ 
Howfio-  from  Thebes:  that  thither  we  were  bounds 
And  thus  the  wary  youth  our  errour  found. 
Snootb'd    to  deoei^'j,  his  accent  straight   he 

tum'd. 
While  in  bis  breast  the  thirst  of  vengeance  biirnM; 
And  thtakiag  now  his  how  and  shafts  regaioM^ 
Reply'd  with  hospitable  kindness  feign'd : 
'  On  Ida's  sacred  height,  any  guests !  you  stand; 
Here  Priam  rules,  in  peace,  a  happy  land. 
Twdve  cities  own  bins,  on  the  Phrygian  plain, 
Their  lord,  and  twelve  fair  islands  on  the  main. 
Prom  h4noe  to  Thebes  in  seven  days  space  you'fl 
U  Jove  propitious  sends  a  prosp'rous  gale,     [sail. 
But  now  accept  a  homely  meal,  and  deign 
To  share,  what  Heav'n  affords  a  humble  swain ' 

^  He  said  ;  and  brought  a  bowl  with  vintage 
filled. 
From  berries  wild,  and  mouataia  grapes  distilPd, 
Of  largest  size ;  and  plac'd  it  on  a  rtck, 
tinder  the  covert  of  a  spreading  oak  i 
Around  it  autumn's  mellow'stores  he  laid. 
Which  the  Sun  ripens,  in  the  wooiland  shade. 
Our  thirst  and  hunger  thus  at  ooce  all^d. 
To  Cleon  turning,  Philoctetes  said : 
•  The  bow  you  wear  of  such  unusual  size, 
Wiih  wonder  still  I  view  and  curious  eyes ;  [art. 
For  length,  for  thickness,  and  the  workman's 
Surpassing  ail  I've  seen  in  ev'ry  part,' 

**  Dissembling,  thus  inquired  the  wary  youth. 
And  thus  your  valiant  son  declared  the  truth  : 
'  Father !  the  wo^on,  which  you  thus  commend. 
The  force  of  great  Aloides  ouce  did  bend ;  [du'd. 
These  shafts  the  saoM  which  monsters  fierce  sub- 
Aad  kwlesa  men  with  veogeanoe  juHpursu'd.' 

**  The  hero,  thus ;   and.  Posan's  son  again : 
'  What  now  1  ask,  refuse  not  te< explain : 
Whether  the  hevostiU  exerU  his  might. 
For  inoooenoe  oppressed:  and  injur'd  right  ? 
Or  yields  to  fate ;  and  with  the  mighty  dead. 
From  toil  reposes  in  the  Elysiao  shade  \ 
Su^^  if  he  liv'd,  he  would  not  thus  forego 
His  shafts  invincible  and  mighty  bow. 
By  which  he  oft  immortal  honour  gain'd 
Far  wraogs  redresa'd    and  lawless   force   re- 
strain'd.' 

"  The  vsge  si^iiprass'd,  which  in  his  bosom 
bum'd. 
He  ^uesMon'd  tltus ;  andCtoonthosreturafd; 
«  What  we  Imve  heard  of  Hercules,  Til  show  j 
What  by  rqpavt  we  leam*d,  aad  wiiat  we  know. 
From  Thebes  to  Oeta*s  wiidenMss  we  went. 
With  supplications,  tothehero^  sent  , 
^rom  atl  our '  priouea  $  that  hewould  exert 
igiM  matchlaas  valeur  mi  his  ce^try'sfart. 


Against  whose  staAa  united  ibet  ooospirei 

And  waste  her  wide  domain  with  sword  and  fire. 
There  on  the  difi,  which  bound  the  neighb'rios 
Wc  found  the  mansion  of  a  lonely  swain ;  [main^ 
Much  like  to  this,  but  that  its  rocky  mouth. 
The  cooling  north  respects,  as  this  the  south  ; 
And,  in  acoriArofthe  caveconcealM, 
The  dab  which  great  Alcidesus'd  to  wield« 
Wrapt  in  his  shaggy  robe,  the  lioa's  spoils, 
The  mantle  which  he  wor6  in  all  bis  foils. 
At  ev'n«  hunter  in  the  cave  appear*d ; 
From  whom  the  fate  of  Hercules  wc  heaid* 
He  told  us  that  he  saw  the  chief  expire. 
That  he  hioHelf  did  light  his  fuo'ral  fire  \ 
And  boasted,  that  the  hero  had  resigned. 
To  him,  this  bow  and  quiver,  as  his  friend : 
Oh  seen  before,  these  deadly  shafts  we  know. 
And  tipp'd  with  stars  of  gold  th'  Herculean  bowi 
But  of  the  hero's  fate,  the  tale  he  told. 
Whether  'tis  true,  I  cannot  now  unfold.' 

"  He  spoke.  The  youth  with  indignation  bura'd,- 
Yet  calm  in  outward  semblance,  thus  retum'd  s 
'  I  must  admire  the  man  who  could  resign 
To  you,  these  arms  so  precious  and  divine. 
Which,  to  the  love  of  such  a  friend,  heow'd; 
Great  was  the  gift  if  willingly  bestow'd : 
By  force  they  could  not  easily  be  gain'd. 
And  fraud,  I  know,  yonr  gen'rous  s^uls  disdain'd.* 

**  Severely  smiling,  thus  the  hero  spoke ; 
With  conscious  shame   we  heard,  nor  silence 

broke: 
And  thus  again:  <  The  only  boon  (claim, 
Wnich,  to  your  host  deaf'd,  would  merit  blame; 
Is,  that  my  hands  that  weapon  may  embrace. 
And  OQ  the  flaxen  cord  an  arrow  place ; 
An  honour  which  1  covet ;  though  we  maurn'd,  ' 
By  great  Atcides,  once  our  state  o'ertura'd : 
When  proud  Laomedon  the  hero  brav'd. 
Nor  paid  the  ransom  for  his  daughter  sav'd.' 
«  Dissembling  thus  did  Philoctetes  strive 
His  instrtimeutsof  vengeance  to  retrieve : 
And,  by  the  Fates  deceiv'd,  in  evil  hour. 
The  bow  and  shafts  we  yielded  to  his  pow'r. 
In  mirthful  mood,  provoking  him  to  try 
Whether  the  weapon  would  his  force  obey ; 
Fur  weak  he  seem'd,  like  thane  whose  nen-es  have 
lost,  [hoiastv 

Through  age,  the  vigour  which  in  youth  they 
The  belt  around  his  shoulders  first  he  flung, 
And,  glitt'ring  by  his  side  the  quiver  hung : 
Compressed  with  all  his  force  the  stubborn  yew 
He  bent,  and  from  the  case  an  arrow  drew : 
Aad  yielding  to  his  rage  in  furious  mood, 
With  aim dMrect against  us  full  he  stood,   []guise. 
For    vengeance  arm'd  \  and  now  the  thick  dit- 
Which  veil'd  his  form  before,  and  raoek'd  our- 
Vanish'd  in  air ;  oar  errour  then  appear'd^  [eyes,. 
I  saw  the  vengeance  of  the  gods,  and  feared. 
Before  him  on  the  ground  my  knees  I  bow'd. 
And,  with  extended  hands,  fur  meroy  su'd. 
But  Cleon,  fierce  and  scorning  to  entreat. 
His  weapon  drew,  aodrush'd  upon  his  fiste: 
For  as  he  came,  the  fatal  arrow  flew, 
kfA  fram  his  heart  the  vital  current  drew  ^ 
Supine  he.feH :  and,  welling  from  the  wound, 
A  tide  of  gore  ionpurpled  all  the  ground. 
The  son  of  Psean  stooping  drew  the  dart, 
Yet  warm  with  sleiughter,  from  the  hero's  heart  ^ 
And  tum'd  it  full  an  me:  with  humble  f  ray> 
And  lifted  hasds,  I  mav*d  him  stiU  to  span. 
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At  lait  he  yielM,  from  hit  prnpoBe  •«»y*d. 
And  finswer'ring  thus  in  milder  aooento,  Mid : 
*  No  fkvoar,  gars,  700  merit ;  end  the  oauM» 
Of  right  infVing*d  and  hospitable  lawa, 
Would  jottify  rereoge ;  bat  as  yoo  claim. 
With  Hercules,  yoar  native  roil  the  same ; 
I  now  shall  pardon  ftr  the  hero's  sake, 
Kor,  though  Che  gods  approre  it,  Tengeanoetake : 
Bat  straight  avoid  my  presence,  and  unbind. 
With  speed,  your  flying  canvass  to  the  wind. 
Tor  if  again  to  meet  these  eyes  yon  eome. 
No  pn^frs  shall  obange,  or  mitigate  your  doom.' 

«'  With  frowmng  aspect  thus  the  hero  said. 
His  threato  I  fear'd*  and  willingly  obey*d. 
Straight  in  his  purple  robe  the  dead  I  boond. 
Then  to  my  shoulders  rais*d  him  from  the  ground: 
And  from  the  hills  descending  to  the  bay. 
Where  anchor*d  near  the  beach  our  galley  lay, 
The  rest  conven*d,  with  sorrow  to  relate 
This  anger  of  the  godsend  Cleon's  fiste : 
Hie  hero's  fate  bis  bold  companions  mournM, 
And  ev'ry  breast  with  keen  resentment  buru'd. 
They  ni  their  heady  transports  straight  decreed, 
His  fall  with  vengeance  to  requite  or  bleed 
I  fear'd  the  angry  gods ;  and  gave  command, 
With  sail  and  oar,  to  fly  the  iatal  strand ; 
^rag'd  and  sad,  themariners  obey'd, 
Unfurl'd  the  canvass,  and  the  anchur  weigh'd. 
Our  coarse,  behind,  the  western  breeaes  sped, 
And  from  the  coast  with  heavy  hearts  we  fled. 
All  day  they  favoar'd,  hut  with  ev'ning  oeasM ; 
And  straight  a  tempeist,  from  the  stormy  east, 
hi  opposition  full,  began  to  hlow. 
And  rear  in  ridges  high  the  deep  below. 
Against  its  boist'rous  sway  in  vain  we  strove; 
oSliqoely  to  the  Thradan  coast  we  drove : 
Where  Pelion  lifts  his  head  aloft  in  sir. 
With  pointed  clifb  and  precip*cx»  bare ; 
lliither  our  coorM  we  steer*d,  and  on  the  strand 
Desocodi^gy  fix'd  our  cable  to  the  land. 
There  twenty  days  we  stay'd,  and  wish'd,  in  rain, 
A  favoorable  hreeze,  to  cross  the  main ; 
For  irith  unceasing  rage  the  tempest  rav'd. 
And  o'er  the  rocky  beach  the  ocean  heav'd. 
At  last  with  care  the  hero's  limbs  we  bum'd. 
And,  water'd  with  oar  tears,  his  bones  inuin'd. 
There,  where  a  promontory's  height  divides, 
Extended  in  the  deep,  the  parted  tides. 
His  tomb  is  seen,  which,  from  its  airy  stand, 
Mariis  to  the  mariner  the  distant  land.  [will 

^*  This,  princes !  is  thctrnth ;  and  thoagh  the 
Qf  Heav*n,  the  sov'reign  cause  of  good  and  ill. 
Has  dash*4  our  hopes,  and,  for  the  good  in  view. 
With  griefs  afflicts  us  and  disasters  new ; 
Yet,  innocent  of  all,  I  justly  claim 
To  stand  exempt  firom  punishment,  or  hiame. 
That  ical  for  Thebes  'gainst  hospitable  laws 
Prevail'd,  and  ardour  in  my  country's  cause, 
I  freely  have  oonfess'd ;  but  sure,  if  wrong 
Was  e'ter  permitted  to  inducement  ttrong, 
Thb  olmms  to  he  excused  :  our  country's  need. 
With  aU  who  hear  it,  will  for  Ihvour  plead." 

He  ended  that.    Unahle  to  sabdae 
His  grief,  the  mooarch  from  th«  throne  withdrew: 
In  sHent  wonder  fix'd,  the  rest  remain  *d; 
Tdl  aytuphon  the  gen'ral  sense  explain'd: 
•*  Your  Jnat  defhoce,  we  mean  not  to  refuse; 
Vonr  pnidence  censure,  or  yoitrxeal  accose : 
To  Heav*n  we  own  the  valiant  Cleott'sfhte, 
Ymtm  -. 


SoonastbeSimformkcsfbe  eastern  main^ 

At  ev'ry  altar  let  a  bull  be  slam ; 

And  Thebes  assembled  move  the  pow'rs  to  sparse 

With  rows  of  sacrifice  and  humble  pra3r'r : 

But  now  the  night  invites  to  soft  repose. 

The  momentary  core  of  human  woes; 

The  stars  descend ;  and  soon  the  morning  ray 

Shall  reuse  into  the  labovrs  of  the  day." 

The  bero  thus.    In  silence  aH  appmv'd. 

And  rismg,  various,  firom  th*  assembly  movM. 

TRt 

EPTGONUD. 

BOOK  VIIL 

Bbiiimd  the  pelace,  where  a  stream  descends^ 
Its  kmelywalksa  shaciy  grove  extends; 
Once  snored,  now  for  common  nse  ordain'd. 
By  wai^s  wide  Kcenre  and  thfe  ax  profan'd : 
Thit1i<^  the  monarch,  from  th' assembly,  went 
Alone,  his  ftiry  and  despair  to  vent. 
And  thus   to  Heav'n:    *<  Dread  pow'r!  whose 

sov'reign  sway 
The  fotes  of  men  and  mortal  tilings  obey ! 
From  me  expect  not  such  applause  to  hear. 
As  fawning  vot'ries  to  thine  altars  bpsr ; 
But  truth  severe.    Although  the  forked  brand. 
Which  for  destruction  arms  thy  mighty  band. 
Were  level 'd  at  my  head ;  a  mind  I  hold. 
By  present  ills,  orfnture,  uncontrol'd. 
Beneath  thy  sway,  the  race  of  mortals  groan^ ; 
Felicity  sincere  is  felt  by  none : 
Delusive  hope  th'  unpractised  mind  assails, 
And,  by  ten  thousand  treach'rous  arts,  prevails: 
Through  alf  the  Earth  the  fhir  deceiver  strays. 
And  wretched  man  to  misery  betrays. 
Our  crimes  you  punish,  never  teach  to  shun. 
When,  blind  from  folly,  on  our  fate  we  run : 
Hence  sighs  and  groans  thy  tyrant  reign  confess. 
With  ev'ry  rueful  symptom  of  distress. 
Here  war  nnchff  in'd  exerts  his  wasteful  pow'r  j 
Here  famine  pines ;  diseases  there  devour. 
And  lead  a  train  of  all  the  ills  that  know 
To  shorten  lif&,  or  lengthen  it  in  woe. 
All  men  are  curst ;  but  [,  above  the  rest. 
With  tenfold  vengeance,  for  my  crimes,  opprest  1 
With  hostile  pow'rs  beset  my  totfring  reign. 
The  people  wasted,  and  my  children  slain ; 
In  swift  approach,  I  see  destruction  come. 
But,  with  a  mind  unmov'd,  PI1  meet  my  doom; 
For  know,  stem  pow'r  !    whose  vengeance  has 

decreed 
That  Creon,  after  all  his  sons,  should  hleed ; 
As  fh>m  the  summit  of  some  desert  rock, 
The  sport  of  tempests,  fiills  the  leafless  oak. 
Of  all  its  honours  stript,  thou  ne'er  shalt  find. 
Weakly  submisB,  or  stupidly  resign'd 
This  dauntless  heart ;  but  purpos'd  to  debate 
Thy  stem  decrees,  and  burst  the  chains  of  fate.  ** 
He  said ;  and  turning  where  the  hemis  dstaml 
All  night  by  turns,  and  wait  their  lord'scommand  ;  * 
Menestheus  there  and  Hegesander  found. 
And  Phcmius  sage,  for  vakwr  once  renown'd ; 
Hecharg'd  them  thus:   ''Beyond  the  casters 


Summon  to  meet  in  arms  our  marttal  pow'rs. 
In  silenoe  let  them  move;  let  signs  command. 
And  moteohedienoe  reign  through  ev*ry  bands 
For  when  the  east  with  eariy  twilight  glows. 
We  rush,  from  oover'd  ambash,  00  our  foes 
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I  VBpraptr'd:  theimDe  we  npore. 
Oar  pHgktal  ftltli,  the  seel  of  wine,  and  gore^ 
Notietlbokl;  all  piety  ditdaim: 
As^vene  to  me  the  foda,aikd  I  to  them." 
The  aa^iy  monaieh  thus  hie  will  deolarM ; 
His  mge  the  henlda  lear'd»  and  straight  repaired 
To  roue  the  vaniera.    Now  the  morning  light 
BcghM  to  mingle  with  the  ibades  of  night: 
In  every  itieeC  a  glitlfnng  stream  appea«s» 
Of  polish 'd  helmels  mix'd  wiihsbiaiag  spears: 
Towards  the  eastern  gate  they  drive  along, 
Katkms  md  tribsa,  au  undistingnisb'd  throng: 
Creob  himself  superior,  in  bis  car, 
Beceiv*d  them  ooming,  and  dispose  the  war. 

And  now  the  Argives  from  their  tents  proceed. 
With  rites  sepnlehral  to  inteinb  the  dead. 
The  king  of  men,  amid  the  fiin'ral  fires. 
The  ehidb  assemhles,  and  the  work  iospires. 
And  thos  the  PyUan  sage,  in  counsel  wise : 
*'  Princes  I  iTiew,  with  wonder  and  surprise. 
Yon  Add  abandoo'd,  where  the  foe  pursued 
Their  fbn'ral  rites  before,  with  toil  renew'd: 
Vu  half  their  dead  interr'd,  they  now  abstain. 
And  silence  reigns  through  all  the  smoky  plain: 
Thence  jeabusy  and  fear  possess  my  mind 
Of  fisith  infrinf^d,  and  treachery  design'd : 
BHtind  those  woody  heigbu,  behind  those  tow'rs, 
I  dread,  in  ambush  laid,  the  Theban  pow'rs ; 
With  pttTposeto  assault  us,  when  they  know 
Thai  we,  oooftding,  least  escpect  a  foe : 
Let  half  the  warriors  arm,  and  stand  prepared. 
From  sudden  violence,  the  host  to  guard  j 
While,  in  the  mournful  rites,  the  rest  proceed. 
Doe  to  the  honour'd  reliques  of  the  dead." 

Tbua  as  he  spoke ;  approaching  from  afar, 
Hie  hostile  pow'ryy  embattled  for  the  war, 
Appear'd;and  streaming  from  their  polishM  shields 
A  Mace  of  splendour  brightened  all  the  fields. 
And  thus  the  king  of  men,  with  lifted  eyes. 
And  both  his  hands  extended  to  the  skies: 
**  Ye  pow'rs  supreme  i  whose  unresisted  sway 
Hm  ilo  d  Dien  and  mortal  things  obey ! 
Let  all  the  pUgues»  which  peijury  attend. 
At  once,  and  sudden,  on  our  fb^  descend : 
Let  not  the  sacred  seal  of  wine  and  gore» 
The  hands  we  plighted,  and  the  oatiis  we  swore, 
Be  now  in  rmmi  hut,  from  your  bright  abodes, 
Confound  the  bold  despisers  of  the  gods.** 

He  pray'd ;  and  nearer  came  the  hostile  train, 
With  cwift approach  advancing  on  the  plain; 
Embattled  thick  ;  as  when,  at  foil  of  night, 
A  sbephevd,  firom  some  promontory's  he.gbt, 
Anpraocbiug  from  the  deep,  a  fog  descries. 
Which  hov*ring  lightly  o'er  the  billows  flies  j 
By  breetes  borne,  the  solid  soon  it  gains, 
CKmbsthe  steep  hllla,  and  darkens  all  the  plains: 
Stent  and  swift  the  Theban  pow'rs  drew  near  j 
The  chariots  led,  a  phalanx  ckM'd  the  rear. 

Confinston  straight  through  all  the  host  arose, 
StiiT'd  like  the  ocean  when  a  tempest  blows. 
Some  aim  for  fightj  the  rest  to  terrour  yield, 
fanethre  stand.  Of  trembling  quit  the  field. 
Onev'iy  side,  assaults  the  deafened  ear 
The  discord  lood  of  tumult,  rage,  and  fear. 
Superior  in  his  car,  with  ardent  eyes, 
The  ^mgid  men  through  all  the  army  flies; 
The  rash  restrains,  the  ooU  with  ooumge  fires> 
And  all  with  hope  and  confidence  inspires; 
At  when  the  deep,  in  Uquid  mountains  hurrd, 
AMuIti  tha  rocky  limits  of  theworld  ; 


When  tempests  with  milieemPd  fbry  Hr&, 
And  sweep  from  shore  to  shore  theflyingwuTe  : 
if  he  to  whom  each  pow'r  of  ocean  beads, 
To  quell  inch  uproar,  finom  the  deep  ascends^ 
Serene,  amidst  the  wat*ry  war,  he  rides. 
And  fixes,  with  his  voice,  the  moving  tides : 
Sochseem*d  the  monarch.  From  th'  Olympian 
The  martial  maid  precipitates  her  flight;  [height* 
To  aid  her  fav*rite  host  the  goddess  came. 
Mentor  she  seem'd,  her  radiant  arms  the  same; 
Who  with  Ulysses  brought  a  chosen  band 
Of  warriors  from  the  Cephaleman  strand ; 
Already  armM  the  valiant  youth  she  found. 
And  arming  for  the  fight  his  warriors  round. 
And  thusb^n :  ''Brave  prince!  our fi>es appear 
For  battle  ordered,  and  the  fight  is  near. 
Dauntless  they  come  superior  and  elate. 
While  fear  unmans  us,  and  resigns  toiate. 
Would  some  immortal  from  tb*  Olympian  height 
Descend,  and  for  a  moment  stop  the  fight ; 
From  sad  dejection  rous'd,  and  coJd  despair. 
We  yet  might  arm  us,  and  for  war  nrepare; 
But  if  on  human  aid  we  must  depend. 
Nor  hope  to  see  the  fi&v'ring  gods  descend. 
Great  were  the  hero's  praise,  who  now  could  boast 
From  ruin  imminent  to  save  the  host ! 
The  danger  near  some  prompt  expedient  claims. 
And  prudence  triumplu  oft  in  worst  extremes.'* 

Thus,  in  a  form  assumM,  the  martial  maid; 
The  generous  warrior,  thus  replying,  mid: 
**  In  youth,  I  cannot  hope  to  win  the  praise,  . 
With  which  experience  crowns  a  length  of  days : 
Weak  are  the  hopes  that  on  my  counsdc  stand* 
To  combats  new,  nor  practi8>d  in  command : 
But  as  the  gods,  to  mve  a  sinking  state. 
Or  snatch  an  army  from  the  jaws  of  fate. 
When  prudence  stands  oonfiiunded,  oft  suggest 
A  prompt  expedient  to  some  vulgar  breast ; 
To  your  discerning  ear  I  shall  expose 
What  now  my  mind  excites  me  to  disclose. 
Sav'd  from  th'  unfinished  honours  of  the  slain. 
The  mingled  spoils  of  fbresu  load  the  plaiit; 
In  heiqBS  contiguous,  round  the  camp  they  lie, 
A  fence  too  weak  to  stop  the  enemy : 
But  if  we  mix  them  with  the  seeds  of  fire. 
Which  unextingiiisb*d  glow  in  ev'ry  pyre. 
Against  the  fbe  a  sudden  wall  shall  rise. 
Of  flame  and  smoke  ascending  to  the  skies : 
The  steed  dismay'd  shall  bac|cward  huri  the  car| 
Mix  with  the  phalanx,  and  confound  the  war.** 

He  said.  The  goddess,  in  her  conscious  bioasl, 
A  mother's  triumph  for  a  son  possefis'd, 
Who  emulates  his  siro  in  giork>us  deeds. 
And,  with  his  virtue,  to  his  fiimesucoeeils : 
Oraceftil  the  goddess  turned,  and  with  a  voices 
Bold  and  superior  to  the  vulgar  noise. 
O'er  all  the  field  commands  the  woods  to  fire  ; 
Straight  to  obey  a  thousand  hands  oonspire. 
Onev*ry  side  the  spreading  flame  extends, 
And,  rolPd  in  cloudy  wreaths,  the  smoke  ascendi. 

Creun  beheld ;  enrag*d  to  be  withstood  ; 
Like  some  fierce  Ikm  when  he  meets  a  flood 
Ortrench  defensive,  which  his  rage  restrains 
For  fk)cks  unguarded,  left  by  careless  swains; 
O'er  all  the  field  he  sends  his  eyes  afar. 
To  mark  fit  entrance  for  a  pointed  war: 
Near  on  the  right  a  narrow  space  he  found. 
Where fnn'ral  ashes  smok'd  upon  the  ground: 
Tbitherthe  warriors  of  the  Thelwii  liost, 
I  Whose  mat  tial  skill  hepriz'd  and  vaburmost. 
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Themonsrehmil,  GtaldMi«lo»  th*  ifcra^f 
Who  from  MtTbtfs^a  ledMtaMDtfolthro^* 
Where  Helkson  erects  bv  tenlMt  head, 
And  erowm  the  champwpi  with  ft  lofty  ihad« : 
Cecbalia**  chief  was  wlded  to  the  bmi. 
For  y«lour  ftiin*<l  end  sidlftti  hi  eoinmand  | 
SritboBas,  with  hims  his  brother,  eaoie^ 
Of  worth  uneqQft],  and  oMifiMl  itee. 
Rhesas,  with  ^  these,  theThtachm  leader,  weot. 
To  merit  furie,  by  high  ichiev^roents,  bent; 
Of  statnre  tall>  he  seovds  ttie  pomced  s|^e«-, 
And  crashes  With  Ms  itaeee  the  nnks  of  w«r: 
With  him  twelve  lenders  of  his  natite  tr*iii. 
In  ootaftbnto,  tanght  the  booMiiiig  steed  to  rein. 
By  none  surfMss^d  wh»  boast  stifierior  ^11 
To  send  the  whig^  arrow  swift  tokiH,* 
Mov'd  tothe  fighL    The  rest  of  tutg^r  natfie. 
Though  bmve  hi  eombsrt,  wer«  ttitknwm  to  fhitie. 

Their  boM  it^vftsion  daontleift  to  ojipose, 
I'ull  in  the  miftet,  the  bulk  of  Ajft«  rose; 
UnarmM  he  stood ;  btit»  in  his  mighty  hand, 
BramdishM,  with  gesture  fierce,  a  bwniingbvlitid, 
SnaCch'd  from  the  aalkes  of  a  fan'ril  flro ; 
An  olives  trrmic,  five  cubit  lengflM  cnlife. 
Anii*d  for  the  fight,  the  CrotaA  monaroh  stood ; 
And  Meriort,  thirsting  Strll  for  hoMile  bhxMl ; 
The  prmcerof  Ithach,  with  him  who  lipd 
Th^  youtli,  ill  SyeioA,  and  Pellont;,  brod. 
But  ere  they  dkw'd,  the  Thraeian  leader  prest. 
With  eager  ooumge,  far  Ivefbre  the  rert ; 
Him  Ajax  m(^  infiamM  with  eqnal  lUge; 
Between  the  wondering  boats  the  chiefs  cngag« ; 
Thbir  Weighty  wApods  rouod  their  heads  they 

throw. 
And  swift,  and  heatvy  fills  e«dk  tDi«tBd'tiiigbl(ytr; 
•  As  when- in  .Etna's  ca^M  the  giant  brMd, 
Tits  one-eyd  servants  of  the  Leumian  god^ 
In  order  roond  the  botnhig  anvil  stand, 
And  forge,wifh  weighty  rtltikes,fhe  ftttted  brand: 
The  sbafcitig  hiHs  tbcir  Hsrvld  toil  otmfeis^ 
And  echoes  fbttling  through  each  dark  recess: 
fo  rag'dtbe  fight ;  their  mighty  limbs  tbey^StrttiD; 
And  oft  Unir  pond'rcMirttaoes  fiill  in  vahi : 
For  neither  chief  Was  desthi'd  yet  to  Meed  j 
But  fate  at  last  the  vfetory  decf«ed. 
The  SataminSan  hero  alm'd  a  stroke, 
Wliich  tbund'ringon  the  Thraeian  hehnet  broke ; 
StunnM  by  the  boist'roaa  shocfc,the  wartfor  red>d 
With  giddy  poise,  then  snnknpon  the  fieM. 
Thenr  leader  to  defend,  his  nativ<e  train 
With  speed  advance,  and  guard  hnn  on  the  ptam. 
Against  hisftie,  their  thrcat*ning  lances  rite, 
And  alra'd  at  once,  a  storm  of  arrows  fli^; 
Aronod  the  chief  on  ev*ry  side  they  nHig  $ 
One  in  hit  ibonId«r  fik^d  its  bailed  Sting. 
Amaz'd  he  stood,  norcbnidthe  fight  rrti«W; 
Bat  slow  and  sullen  firom  the  fee  withdrc:W. 
Straight  to  the  charge  Idomeneus  proeeeds^ 
With  haidy  MMrlon»  try'd  in  martial  de^s^ 
JLaertes' valiant  son,  and  he  who  ted 
The  youth  in  Sycion,  and  Pell^ie,  bred; 
With  fotob  utoited,  tbese  the  foe  sn^itatfi, 
And  wastefhl  havoc  loads  the  purple  plain : 
In  doubtfbl  poise  the  scales  Of  Combat  swaij^d^^ 
And  varioos  liites  aHaimiety  ebey'd. 

But  now  theilam«s,  which  harr>d  tV  fotHfllti^ 
$ank  to  thb  Wasted  wood,  hiash^RglbW;  [fbe, 
Thebes  rushes  to  the  fight  3  their  pe^l^M  shields 
^leam  through  the  smolke^  «id]brtghfm  aH  tbe 


Thick  tf  IbcfaadMrt,  whale  te 
Andekmdy  v^kuftsall  tfaawaUi  shade. 
The  kins  of  me*,  to  meet  tka  tmpcflt,  fliva 
His  wav^riag  baada,  nod  vakwr  tfasss  inspirsa 
«  Godaf  shall  one iktal hear dafcea the piais* 
or  all  omrsle^^csa  nights,  and  btoadydaysl 
Shafl  no  jnat  meed  for  all  onr  tsils  remain  ^ 
Our  labeiars,  bloody  snd^etoriea  in  vain  ? 
Shall  Craaa  trimnpb,  and  Ma  hapioas  brow 
ChdmtheibkwrBath,  tw  trotkandvaloiir  doaf 
No,wafrion!  by  the  h6av*BlypMr*TSy  is  weighed 
Jtfrtiae  with  wrong,  in  equal  baianoe  laM : 
From  Jove's  high  roof  depend  th*  ateraal  aeales. 
Wrong  monnts  defisatod  still,  and  right  provails.. 
Fear  then  noodds ;  on  HeaVn  Mself  depisud. 
Which  Msehood  wfHoosioandtaiid  truth  defeod.*^ 

He  said ;  and  sodden  in  tbastasck  they  dose. 
Their  ShieMs  and  helmets  rfa^  wfth  OHltaad  bkiWBi 
Disorder  dire  the  mhiglhir  lattka  ooniMiiids, 
And  shoots  of  triomph  mn  frith  dying  sounda  ; 
Asfirei  with  wasteful  eonflagrotian,  spreads. 
And  kindles,  m  its  course,  the  woodland  shad«a» 
When,  ^hoQtittg  sudden  ftwm  the  ctonds  above^ 
On  aoMe  thick  ibrart  nil  the  naaaea  of  Jove  } 
The  lofty  oaks^  Che  phses  and  oedsors  bum. 
Their  terdant  honours  all  to  aibes  tarn ; 
Loud  roanrthe  tempest  j  and  thetrembKng  awain* 
See  the  widb  havoc  of  the  wasted  plakiai 
Such  leemrd  the  conffiot  $  such  the  dire  alarms. 
From  shouts  ofbattfts  mia'd  wkh  dkiof  aims. 
Pheridea,  fitat,  Lycaoofa  vaKant  son. 
The  sage  whoee  counsels  propped  the  Thctaa 

thrcKiC, 
Rose  hi  the  fight,  sufMifor  to  tbe  rest. 
And  brav«  Demodeatt'a  fisU  his  might  coaleBl^ 
Hie  chidfand  leader  of  a  valiant  band, 
From  fhir  EkMie  and  til' Ashiian  strand. 
Next  Asius,  IphkoH  and  Crates  ibll ; 
Terynthlan  Podius  trode  the  path  to  Hen : 
AndSchedms,  fiMnHfaaeta'sfinaitfhl  plain. 
Met  there  his  fiMA,  aadperisVd  with  tbe  T 
Aw*d  by  fheh-M,  the  Ail$lve  bonds  give  way  | 
As  yieKb  some  iwtopart  to  the  ocean's  sway, 
Whe  I  roMFd  to  rage,  it  aeor«s  oppoalng  momi 
And  swcjcps  victorions  through  IbibiddengroiiMdsb 

But  Pallas,  amdoan  for  her  fM'ntie  boat, 
Their  best  already  wownded,  many  loat, 
Ulysses  sought :  she  fonnd  him,  in  therear, 
Womided  and  ibkit,  and  leanhig  an  his  apaar. 
And  thuihiHattoi^  form;  «Braveptinoa!  I 

dMod 
Our1io|iiHdefbat6d,  and onr  finldeoread: 
For  cOttOn'ritog  dn  the  right  tbe  ^pe  larevafls^ 
And  aH  defence  against  their  ftiry  Ma ; 
While  here,  iti  doabtlhl  poiaa,  the  boNle  mnjK 
Add  various  fnea  sitematehr  obeys ; 
If  great  Tyiidas,  whb  bdiolds  fhim  Ihr 
Our  danger  immhieni,  yet  shuns  the  war, 
Btfd  by  resattmient,  or  some  cause  mrimaMh 
Kegafdless  of  owr  sdfef  y  aM  ids  omi. 
Would  rise  tO'aid  ns ;  yet  we  might  re  sphne^ 
And  Credn,  frnstrsted,  again  retire. 
Great  wero  his  praise,  whooouM  theckfefp«ri 
In  peril  so  extiewe,  the  heat  to  aid.        fsnad^ 
The  fittest  yoa,  who  boast  the  happy  skdl, 
With  pIcatfHig  words,  to  move  the  fiited  Willi 
Thon^  NMtor  justly  merits  eqnal  fe«e^ 
A  friend  the  soonest  will  a  friend  rtelaim.* 

And  thas  VlTSscwto  the  martial  maids 
*«  I  cannotbepetbe  hero  to  persnadai 
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RmM  IB  wn  tratt  loose  ooQjM^tiiitft  pleads ; 
The  ^atal  ttnea,  with  fkilMeSi  Croon  made, 
Prowoko  hkh  not,  nor  botdt  him  from  oar  aid ; 
He  easil  J  mmgtfd  vhate'er  be  m<Tt*d, 
TUI  BOW,  apptwriog  AS  the  ns^t  ipprov'd, 
Soum  dire  disaster,  some  disgrace  tmseen, 
Confeiwdi  hH  steady  temper,  else  serene': 
Bal  vithr  nqr  ntnoat  seardi,  PlI  stfrve  to  find 
The  secret  griefs  wh'refa  around  Ms  gen'ioas  mind; 
If  dffaw>dor  Mood,  and  spent  arith  toils  of  #ar, 
Mj  weary  lim*is  eon  hear  their  load  so  far." 

He  spoke ;  his  arordathe  martial  maid  admtr'd; 
With  energy  divine  bis  breast  inspirM ; 
IjghtJy  the  ham  mov'd,  and  took  his  iray 
Where  hroad  eae;imp'd  th'  Etolian  warriors  lay: 
Already  arin'd  he  fbobd  lh«  daring  band, 
Fieraa  and  ittlpacieat  of  their  lofd's  command  ; 
SooM^  iuarkik'ring,  foattd  the  king's   parllion 

stood. 
While  others,  niora  reowte,  domplamM  alond : 
With  pleasing  words  be  soothM  them  as  he  went» 
And  soQght  their  faliant  t^d^  in  his  tent : 
Him  pond'riag  iteep  in  his  distracted  mind, 
He  fouod,  and  sitting  sad,  With  head  declin'd. 
He  thus  address'd  him :  «<  Will  the  news,  I     ' 
Afflict,  or  gratify,  th>  Etotian  king? 
*  Thai  wifv'ring  on  the  brink  of  fbul  defeat. 
Without  the  hopes  of  success  or  retreat. 
Oar  valiant  bands  th'  unequal  6gbt  maintain  ; 
Their  best  ahesdy  wonndM,  manj  slain.' 
If  treach*roua  Thehet  ias  bribM  yon  with  her 

store, 
Aad  boagfat  tbe  venal  fhHh  which  once  yon  swore; 
Bmm  pfonkia'd  pveenus  ore,  or  lovely  dames, 
p  And  pays  to  Inst  the  price  which  treaison  claims : 
KauM  bat  the  proffers  of  the  peijnr'd  king. 
And  more,  and  better,  from  yonr  frienffc  Til  bring; 
Vast  sams  of  preekMH  ore,  and  greater  far 
Than  Thebes^  in  peace,  had  treasured  for  the  war; 
Or,  though,  to  gratify  thy  boundless  m?nd, 
Her  private  wealth  and  pubKc  were  combined. 
If  beauty's  pow*r  year  am'nras  heart  inflames, 
UmtvaKd  an  Achaia's  lovely  dames; 
Her  fiureet  daanes  Adrastus  shall  bestow, 
And  porchaae  thus  the  aid  you  flreefy  owe. 
Gods !  that  onr  annies  e'er  should  need  to  fear 
Destroctioa,  asd  the  son  of  T^ens  near  !** 

Ulyases  tbas ;  and  Tydeus'  son  again : 
**  Your  ftdse  reproaches  aggravate  my  pain 
Too  great  already :  in  my  heart  I  fhel 
Ks  veiw'd  staag,  nore  sharp  than  pointed  steel. 
No  bribe  persuades,  or  promise  from  tbe  foe. 
My  oath  tovi^te,  and  the  war  forego : 
In  vain  lor  this  were  all  the  precious  store, 
Whieb  tnaUng  Zidon  wafts  from  shorO  to  shore; 
With  all  that  rich  Iberia  yet  contains, 
Safe  and  unrifled  in  her  golden  veins. 
Tho  aoaroeffom  which  my  miseries  arisd, 
Tbe  cansa,  which  to  the  boat  my  aid  denies, 
With  truth  I  shall  relate;  and  hope  to  claim 
Yonr  IHeodly  sympathy,  for  groundless  blame. 
Jn  yondar  walls  a  captive  maid  remains. 
To  me  mote  dear  than  all  the  worfd  eontams ; 
Fairer  she  is  than  nymph  was  ever  fair; 
Fallas  in  statora  and  majestie  air  i 
As  Venus  soft,  with  Cynthia's  sprightly  grMi 
Whan  oDTufatoi  iba  leads  the  chase, 


Or  BrysMMtRuft ;  wtilw  iff  iilt'd'afiAbMif 
At  awfed  distance  hdd^  the  satyrs  gasE^. 
With  oaths  divine  oar  pt^htiMi  faith  we  b^nnd  { 
Hymen  had  soon  onr  mfotoe)  wishes  crawn'd  $ 
When,  calPd  to  arms,  against  theTheban  toWn^ 
From  CMydcm  I  led,ffiy  maffial  powers. 
Her  female  fbrm  in'martial  arms  ceneeaFd, 
With  me  she  brav'd  the  terfotars  of  tha  field : 
Unknown  and  unrewaif^ded,  fitHd  my  side 
No  tofil  could  dri^e  her,  anfd  no  shock  divKdai       ' 
But  now  prond  Thebes  injuriously  detains 
The  lovely  v1r>in,  lock'd  hi  hostile  chainK  ; 
Doora'd  and  reserv'd  to  petM»,  fbr  my  iakitt 
If  of  your  counsel^  f,  or  Wdrlis,  partake; 
Till  twenty  morninpi  in  the  east  shsdl  rise, . 
And  twenty  er^iings  giM  the  Western  skies. 
See  then  th«  cause  which  holds  me,  and  oonfhiM 
My  arm,  to  aid  yoti,  tbongli  my  heart  inclhMs  $ 
Love  mix'd  with  pity,  whose  restrainta  I  fe«r 
Than  adamant  more  strong,  aiifit  links  df^cML*^ 

Tbe  hero  thus.     Laertes*  son  reply*d : 
"  Oft  have  I  heard  what  now  is  verify'd ; 
That  still  when  passion  reigns  without  dohti^ 
Its  sway  confounds  and  darkens  all  the  soul. 
If  Thebes,  by  penury,  the  gods  provok'd. 
The  vengeance  slighted,  by  themselves  inittiAcMj^ 
Assaulted  us,  secure,  with  hostile  arms, 
And  mix'd  our  pioxis  rites  with  drre  aiarftfs  i 
With  batter  faith,  by  feithlesd  Creon  swa^d. 
Will  they  at  last  restore  the  captive  maid  ? 
When  firom  tbefr  battlements  and  tofty  spires. 
They  .see  their  champaign  shine  with  bosiile 

fires; 
And,  piteh'd  around  th«m,  hosts  rifanttiBdfbes, 
With  strict  embrace,thelr  straiten'd  wallsenckist^ 
The  gods  they  scorn  as  impotent,  and  vain : 
What  will  they  do,  when  you  alone  rtmah*  ? 
Our  princes  fairn,  the  vulgar  warriors  fled. 
Shall  to  your  tent  the  captivte  fair  be  led  ? 
Or  rather  must  you  see  her  matchless  chafttll 
Reserv'd  to  bless  some  happier  rival's  armfs : 
While  rage  and  jealousy  divide  your  breiM» 
No  present  friend  to  pity  or  assist  ? 
Now  rather  rise ;  and,  ere  it  is  too  late, 
Rescue  our  armies  from  impending  fate. 
The  captive  maid  uni^jur'd  you  '11  regain  i 
Force  oft  obtains  what  justice  asks  in  vain. 
With  success  thus  your  wishes  shall  be  crown's. 
Which  trust  in  Thebes  would  frustrate  and  cof^ 

found." 
Ulysses  thus :  his  weighty  words  ioclin'd, 
Long  tortured  with  suspense,  tbe  hero's  mind  ; 
As  settling  winds  the  moving  d<^p  control. 
And  teach  the  wav'ring  billows  how  to  ndl. 
Straight  from  his  seat  th'  Etolian  warrior  rose ; 
His  mighty  limbs  the  martial  greaves  enclose  ; 
His  breast  and  thighs  in  polish'd  steel  he  dress'di 
A  plumed  helmet  next  his  temples  press'd: 
From  the  broad  baldric,    round  his  shoiddets 

flung. 
His  shining  sword  and  starry  falchion  htmg : 
The  spear  be  last  assum'd,  and  pond'rons  shiem. 
With  martial  grace,  and  issu'd  to  the  field : 
To  mingle  in  &e  fight,  with  eager  haste 
He  rush'd,  nor  call'd  his  warriors  as  he  past. 
Ulysse^  these  conven'd ;  his  prudent  care 
Their  ranks  dispos'd,  and  led  them  to' the  wan 
Afisr  distingoish'd  by  bis  armour  bright, 
With  shMti  Trades  rOtuM  tlM  lifigThif  fi|1it| 
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Tbrangh  an  the  hoit  liis  martia]  Toioa  retoandii. 
And  ev'ry  beart  with  kindliog  ardour  boand*  $ 
Am  wben  tb«Siui  aioends*  with  gfadnme  ray, 
lb  li^t  the  weary  trav'ler  on  bis  way  ; 
Or  cheer  the  mariner  by  tempests  tott 
Amidst  the  dai^rs  of  sone  perloiis  ooest: 
80  to  his  wishing  friends  Tydidea  came ; 
Their  danger  such  befiMe»  their  joy  the  same. 

Pherides  saw  ;  and,  springing  from  the  throng, 
Gsir4  the  bold  Thebaas,  as  he  rush'd  along : 
^  Ye  genVoos  youths !  whom  fair  Boeotia  bieeds, 
The  nurM  of  valoar  and  heroic  deeds ; 
Let  not,  though  oft  renewed,  these  tedious  toils 
Toor  martial  ardour  quench,   and  damp  your 


Tydides  comes;  and  leads,  in  aimour  bright* 
His  native  bands,  impatient  for  the  fight; 
Myself  the  first  the  hero's  arm  shall  try, 
And  teach  yon  how  to  conquer,  or  to  die. 
We  strive  not  now,  as  when,  in  days  of  peace, 
Soaie  prince's  hymeneal  rites  to  grace. 
In  listed  fields  bedew'd  with  fmgiant  oil. 
In  combat  feign*d»  the  mimic  warriors  toil ; 
Alike  the  victory,  and  the  Tanquish'd  fi^re. 
And  genial  feasu,  to  both,  conclude  the  war : 
We  now  must  conquer;  or  it  stands  decreed 
That  Thebes  shall  perish,  and  her  people  bleed. 
Ko  hopes  of  peace  remain;  nor  can  we  find 
Vew  gods  to  witness,  or  new  oaths  to  bind, 
The  first  infringed :  and  therefore  must  prepare 
To  stand  or  periirh  by  the  lot  of  war: 
<Then  let  us  all  undaunted  brave  our  fate : 
To  stop  is  doubtful,  desperate  to  retreat.** 

The  hero  thus;  and  to  the  battle  led; 
Like  Mars,  heseem*d,  in  radiant  armour  clad, 
Tow'ring  wihlime ;  behind  his  ample  shield. 
He  mov'd  to  meet  Tydides  on  the  field : 
As  when  at  noon,  descending  to  the  rills. 
Two  herds  encounter,  from  the  neighboring  hills; 
Before  the  rest,  the  riral  bulls  prepare. 
With  awful  prelude,  for  th'  approaching  war; 
With  dcKg^mte  horns  they  plouj^  the  smoking 

'  ground; 
Tlieir  hideous  roar  the  hollow  caves  resound ; 
HeaVd  o'er  their  backs  the  streaming  sand  as- 
cends; 
Their  stern  encounter  both  the  herds  suspends : 
80  met  the  chiefs ;  and  such  amaEement  queli'd 
The  rest,  and  in  suspense  the  combat  held. 
Tydides  first  his  weighty  weapon  threw. 
Wide  of  the  mark  with  erring  force  it  flew. 
Pherides !  thine  succeeds  with  happier  aim, 
|\i]l  to  the  center  of  the  shieki  it  came : 
But  slightly  jom'd,  unequal  to  the  sttoke. 
Short  from  the  steel,  the  staff  in  splinters  bn^Le. 
With  grief  lydides  saw  his  aim  deceived ; 
From  off  the  fidd  a  pond'ious  rock  he  heaved  ; 
With  figures  rude  of  antique  sculpture  grac'd. 
It  mark  d  the  rdiques  of  a  man  deceas'd. 
Push'd  at  his  foe  the  wdgfaty  mass  be  flung; 
Thundering  it  fell ;  the  Theban  helmet  mngf 
Beep  with  the  brain  the  dinted  steel  it  mix'd. 
And  lifdess,  on  the  ground,  the  warrior  fiix'da 

Aw*d  by  bin  fall,  the  Theban  bands  i«tire; 
As  flocks  defenceless  shun  a  lion's  ire  ; 
At  once  they  yidd,  unable  to  withstand 
The  wide  destruction  of  Tydides^  band. 
Pisorder  soon,  the  form  of  war  confounds. 
And  shouti  of  triumph  nui  with  dynig  soundly 


Creoo  peicehr'd,  whei«niliiv«i  tberigM 
In  equal  poise  he  held  the  scales  of  fight. 
Blaspheming  HeaVn,  he  impiously  nsigii'd* 
To  stem  despair,  his  un«ibmieting mind: 
Yet,  vors'd  in  all  the  irarioos  tumof  frite. 
The  brisk  asttult  to  rule,  or  salh  ntieat. 
He  drew  bis  firm  battalions  from  the  Ibe. 
In  martial  order,  regularly  slew. 
I?n  ^^'•^'J'  *'»«*ring  in  the  fear, 
»till  forwardson  tbeyidding  sqoadraos  bear: 
The  strife  with  unabated  karfinn!^ 
Th^  stop,  they  combat,  andretroat  by  tomr 
As  the  gnm  lion  souriy  leaves  the  piauM. 
By  dogs  oompell'd.  and  bands  of  irmS^wnun.; 
Indignant  to  his  woody  haunts  he  goes. 
And  with  «;efortedglaro  restiams  hUfois. 

Urg'd  with  ,nc««ant  toil  thewarkof  ftite;  ^^ 
Towards  the  walls,  an  undistingQidi'd  tbi^. 
The  victora  and  the  vanquished,  niah»d  alooff. 

Access  to  both  the  gM^ed  widl  denies  r^ 
From  ev'ry  tow»r,  astorm  of  jav'tms  flies  : 
Thick  as  the  hail  desoendsi.  when  Boreas  flmgs 
The  rattling  tempest  from  his  airy  winn  • 

Behind  them  dose,  another  hort  app4^ 
Inorder'd columns ran^d,  by  Chinled : 
Ulyssessaw;  andthustoDiomed: 
"  Boldas  you  are^  avoid  thoMi  guaided  toWn, 
FromfcoMpufsu^^  ^^. 

See  Creon  comes;  his  thid.  embattled  toain. 
In  phalanx  join'd,  approaches  fWm  the  plain. 
^'^iT^  **"*  '"^''•'  ««httopro^, 

^^^T""**^**^  while  to thMnvadinglbe, 
fa  order  loose,  our  scattered  nnka  we  show; 

£?-^i,  L5T™*'*^  "^^  ho|H»,  in  vain,         r 
Such  odds  to  conquer,  and  the  fight  mamtain  2 

Againrt  an  army  single  ibroe  must  lose; 
faunod'rate  courage  sUll  like  flilly  dioii. 

See  where  mto  the  fidd  yon  tunet  calls. 
Drawn  to  a  point  the  long-exteoded  walls  t 
There  fiiroe  your  way,  and  speedily  ragaia 
The  space,  and  safety  of  the  openplain.*» 

Ulysses  thua;  and,  by  hisprodence  •way'd, 
TJe  martial  sonof  l^deus  straight  obeyU 
Thnoe  to  the  hdght  the  hero  raif  d  his  voice. 
I/md  as  the  silver  trumpet's  martial  noise, 
lliesignal  of  retreat;  his  warriort  heaid. 
And  round  their  chief  in  oideed  ranks  appeai«d» 
Dimwn  from  the  mhigled  tumult  of  the  plain  z 
As,  wver'donthefloor,  the  golden  grain 
Swells  to  a  heap;   whUe,  whirihig  throng  the 

The  dusty  chaff  in  thick  diioider  flies  • 
Tydides  leads;  between  the  guarded Wn 
And  hostile  ranks,  he  draws  his  martial  pow^rt 
Towards  the  plain ;  as  mariners,  with  eBT 
And  sail,  avoid  some  promontory's  shore ; 
When,  caught  betweep  the  ocean  and  the  land. 
A  sodden  tempest  bean  them  on  the  stnmd  * 
The  stem  opposing  to  its  boiserous  sway,     \ 
They  shun  the  cape  and  stretch  mtothe  bay 
So  scap'd  Tydides.    Cover'd  by  their  tow^* 
In  safrtystood  retired  the  Theban  pow^ra. 
For  frxm  above  an  iron  tempest  nun*d» 
And  thiineunioos  of  thefbe  lestrain'd. 
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A  NBmnr  the  king  of  men  his  annycslls 
Sttck  from  the  dangor  of  th'  im|ieadiiig  wslU ; 
Tbej  qott  the  combat,  and  in  order  long 
The  field  potMH,  a  phalamc  deep  and  MTOfig. 
Hank  fblloving  lank,   the  Tbeban  squadrons 

move 
Still  to  the  rampart,  and  the  towers  above: 
Oeoo  himielf»  unwilling,  qnits  the  field, 
Enrag'd,  defeated,  and  oonstrain'd  to  yield : 
'Gainstall  his  foes,  his  indignation  borni^ 
But  first  on  Diomed  its  fury  tnms. 
He  call'd  a  vulgar  warrior  fron»^the  crowd, 
A  villain  dark,  and  try*d  in  works  of  blood, 
Erembos  nam'd,  of  huge  gigantic  sise,     [eyes ; 
With  cloady  features  mark'd,  and  down-cast 
Cold  and  inactive  sdll  in  combat  found, 
Nor  wt»t  to  kindle  at  the  trumpet's  somid ; 
But  bold  in  viUauy  when  pow*r  commands  $ 
A  weapon  fiti  ed  for  a  tyrant's  hands.        [sword, 
And  tha«  the  wrathful  monarch:  "Take  this 
A  sign,  to  all  my  servants,  finun  their  lord; 
And  hither  bring  the  foir  Etolian*s  head ; 
I»  who  command  you,  will  reward  the  deed: 
But  let  not  pity,  or  remorse,  prevail ; 
Your  own  shall  answer,  if  in  angbt  you  foil." 
He  said ;  the  murth'rer,  praotis'd  to  obey, 
The  royal  sword  receiv'd,  and  took  his  way 
Straight  to  the  palace,  where  the  captive  foir. 
Of  hope  bersfl,  and  yielding  to  despair. 
Lamenting  sat    T%eir  motual  grids  to  blend, 
Tlie  queen  and  all  the  royal  nnaids  attend. 
And  thus  the  queen :  <*  Fair  stranger!  shall  your 
All  hopes  rqect  of  comfort  and  relief  ?         [grief 
Your  woes  Pve  measnr'd,  all  your  sorrows  known ; 
And  find  them  Kght  when  balanc*d  with  ray  own. 
In  one  sad  day  my  valiant-sire  1  moumM ;. 
My  brother  slain ;  my  natit'e  walls  o'ertum'd  ; 
Myself  a  cnptive,  destin*d  to  folfil. 
In  servile  drudgery,  amaster's  will; 
Yet  to  a  fon  so  low,  the  gods  decreed 
Hiis  envy*d  height  of  greatness  to  snoceed. 
The  pow*rs  above,  for  purposes  unknown. 
Oft  raise  the  foll*n,  and  bring  the  fofty  down ; 
Elude  the  vigilance  of  all  our  care: 
Our  surest  hopes  deceive,  and  mock  despair. 
Let  no  desponding  thoughts  your  mind  possess, 
To  banish  hope,  the  med'cine  of  distress : 
For  nine  short  days  your  freedom  will  restore. 
And  break  the  bondage  which  you  thus  depkire. 
But  I,  alas!  unhappy  still,  must  mourn 
Joys  once  possessM,  which  never  can  return ; 
Four  valiant  sons,  who  perish*d  on  the  plain 
In  this  dire  strife,  a  fifth  on  OeU  skin : 
These  shall  return  to  bless  my  eyes  no  more  ; 
The  grave's  dark  mansion  knows  not  to  restore, 
For  time,  which  bids  so  oftthe  solar  ray 
Repeat,  with  light  renew'd,  th'  ethereal  way. 
And  from  the  soil,  by  heat  and  vernal  winds. 
To  second  life  the  latent  pbmt  unbinds. 
Again  to  flourish,  nurs'd  by  wholesome  dews. 
Never  to  mortal  man  his  lifo  renews. 
Thesegriefo  are  sure;  but  others  still  I  fear; 
A  nyal  hnbndloitf  «m1  bondage  near; 


Myself,  ray  daughters,  dragged  by  hostile  handi} 
Our  dignity  exchartg'd  for  senrile  bands : 
All  this  the  goils  may  purpose,  and  fulfil; 
And  we  with  patience  mu»t  endure  their  wiH." 

As  thus  Laodice  her  sorrow  try'd 
With  sympathy  to  sooth ;  the  matd  reply'd : 
"Great  queen!  on  whom  the  sovereign  pow'rs 
A  gen'rous  heart  to  feel  another'^  woe;    [bestov 
Letstill  untooch'd  through  life  your  honours  bsl^ 
With  happier  days  to  come  for  sorrows  pest  I 
Yet  strive  not  thus  a  hopeless  wretch  to  cheer. 
Whom  sure  conjecture  leads  the  worst  to  fear* 
Shall  Diomed  a  public  cause  forego» 
Hin  faithful  friends  betray,  and  trust  a  foe  ? 
By  treachery  behold  the  host  o'erthrown. 
Renounce  the  public  interest  and  his  own  } 
Shall  kings  and  armies,  in  the  bahinoe  kid. 
Avail  not  to  out-weigh  a  single  maid  > 
One,  whom  his  fury  folsely  did  reprove 
For  crimes  unknown,  whose  only  crime  was  hMre  t 
No,  sure  ere  this  he  triumphs  in  the  field  ; 
Your  armies  to  his  matchless  valour  jrieid: 
And  soon  submitting  to  the  fetal  Mow, 
This  head  must  gratify  a  vanquish'd  fbe. 
If  symbub  e'er  the  secret  fetes  explain. 
1  f  visions  do  not  always  warn  in  vain. 
If  dreams  do  ever  true  prognostics  proves 
And  dreams,  the  sages  say,  descend  from  Jov% 
My  fete  approaches  :  late  at  dead  Of  night ; 
My  veins  yet  fteece  with  horrour  and.  affright  I 
I  thought  that,  all  forsaken  and  akme. 
Pensive  I  wander 'd  fer  through  ways  unknown  ; 
A  gloomy  twilight,  neither  night  nor  day, 
Prown'd  on  my  steps,  and  sadden'd  all  the  way  • 
Long  dreary  vales  I  saw  on  ev'ry  side, 
And  caverns sinkfaig  deep,  with  entrance  wide; 
On  ragged  clifis  the  Masted  forests  hung ; 
Her  baleful  note  the  bodmg  soreeeh-owl  sung; 
At  last,  with  many  a  weary  step,  I  found 
This  melancholy  country's  outmost  bound. 
An  ocean  vast;  upon  acliff  I  stood, 
And  saw,  beneath  me  fer,  the  sable llood; 
No  islands  rose  the  dull  expanse  to  grace. 
And  nought  was  seen,  throogh  all  the  boundless 

space,  [frowuM, 

But  low-bfow'd  ckwds,  which  on  the  billows 
And,  in  a  night  of  shade,  the  prospect  drown'd 
The  winds,  which  seem'd  around  the  difb  t» 

blow. 
With  doleful  cadence,  utter'd  sounds  of  woe^ 
Wafting,  from  ev*ry  cave  and  dreary  den. 
The  wail  of  infants  miz*d  with  groans  of  men : 
Amaz*d.  on  ev'ry  side  my  eyes  I  torn. 
And  see  depending  irom  the  craggy  boum 
Wretches  unnumbered;    some  the  mouldering 

■oil,  [toil; 

Some  grasp'd  the  slipp'ry  rock,  with  fruitl«se 
Some  hung  suspended  by  the  roots,  which  pass 
Through  crannies  of  the  clifib,  or  withered  grass. 
Still  fipom  the  steep  they  plung'd  mto  the  mam  | 
As  finoro  the  eves  descends  the  trickling  rain* 
Amas'd  I  tura'd,  and  strore  in  vain  tofiy  ; 
lliicketsoppos'd,  and  prooipioes  high 
To  stop  my  flight:  and,  from  tbealry  steeps 
A  tempest  snatch'd,  and  hnri'd  me  tothe  cfeepw 
The  sudden  violence  my  slumber  broke ; 
Thewaves  I  seem'd to  touch,  and  stnightawokt^ 
With  sleep  the  vision  fled;  hut,mmyn 
Inprinleddesp^  ik  image  kftbehinA 
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Kor  had  An?  firifiil^  «aciie  vfaieh  fincy  di«v, 
And  what  X  seem'd  towiffer,  all  b^eotnie ; 
Had  fate  appeared,  iu  biackaii  colours  di-eaa'd, 
Ko  dieeper  biad  its  borrours  been  impressed. 
When  thus  the  gods  by  oertam  symbols  warn. 
And  sore,  iroia  dreams,  their  purposes  we  lean, 
Ho  blame  I  merit,  that  to  fear  resigned. 
Fate's  dead  approach  sits  heavy  on  my  mind." 

Cassandra  thus ;  lAodice  again : 
*^  Futurity,  indrmis,  weseekinvain; 
For  jhf  fKpi  thoughts  disiurb'dy  such  phan- 

tomarise, 
4^8  fogs  from  piarshes  climb,  to  blot  the  skies: 
With  a  dark  veil,  the  cbeecfiil  face  of  day 
They  ttadden*  and  eclipse  the  solar  ray  ; 
^Ut  soon,  in  dews  and  soft  descending  nins. 
Fall  to^reftesh  the  naoontaias  and  the  plains. 
For  Di'omed's  offenee  you  ne'er  can  bleed ; 
Farour,  your  sea  and  nmocence  will  plead, 
Ev'n  with  the  woivt :  nor  will  a  gen*rous  fiw 
His  rage,  in  cruelty  and  baseness,  show. 
Kow  to  Uie  towers  I  haste,  to  Tiew  from  fiur , 
Tlie  dsinger  or  success  of  this  day's  war. 
l.et  Cly  a>ene  with  me  the  walls  ascend ; 
The  rest  at  home  domestie  cares  attend.'' 

She  ended  thus;  and  from  her  seat  arose ; 
The  royal  maid  attends  her»  as  she  goes 
TcMsards  the  western  gate;  where  full  to  view 
Espos'd,  the  amies  and'tbe  camp  she  knew. 
And  now  appeared  within  the  lofty  gate» 
By  Creon  sent,  the  messenger  of  fate, 
iiis  shining  bkule,  for.  execution  bar'dy 
And  aspect  dark,  his  pnipose  straight  dedar'd. 
^Llarm'd  at  once  the  royalviifins  rise, 
And  scatt'ring,  fill  the  dome  with  fenMle  cries : 
But,,  bolder  fivim  despair,  Cassandra  staid. 
And  to  th'  assassin  tbus^  undaunted,  said: 
"Approach!    divide  this  neck  with  deathfnl 

steely 
A  tyrant's  tassal  no  remorse  should  fed. 

0  Diomed  1  let  this  example  prove. 

In  man,  that  stubbom  honour  conqnen  lave : 
With  weight  superior,  great  ambition  draws 
The  scale  for  dory,  and  a  public  cause. 

1  blante  thee  not  for  this ;  nor  will  impeach 
A  great  example,  whiclx  X  eonld  not  reach: 
For  had  whole  armies,  in  the  balance  laid, 
And.  kings  nnd  mighty  states  with  tbee  been 

,    wpigh'd. 
And  I  t^e  judge  appainted  to  decree. 
They  all  had  perished  to  ransom  thee." 
Cas8aBdi(a  thus ;  and  for  tlks  blow  prepar'd. 
With  both  her  hands,  her  shsnang  neck  she  baHd, 
And  itHHid  her  head  a  puiple  garment  roli'd. 
With  leaves  of  silver  ma|rk'd,  aad  flow'is  of  gold. 
Kais'd  for  the   stroke,    the  glitt'riag  faldiion 

bung. 
And  swift  descending,  beK  the  bead  along. 
A  tide  of  gore,  difiiis'd  in  pniple  streams, 
pasibes  the  wall,  and  o'er  tlie  pavement  swims, 
Frone  to  the  ground  tbe  headlev 
And  life,-  in  long  eawrakave  throbs,  nsigns. 

Now  on  the  open  plain  before  tbe  wall% 
The  king  of  men  tbechiefo  tooounoil  oalliL 
And  Diomed,  with  secret  griefe  oppreas'd. 
Impatient,  thus  the  public* 
«<  Canf<*d'r»lekii«s!  ajid 

hand 
iw»ystbeAgeid'j«|its»<ifjimfPm^nnwMnJ  I 


1  tbou,  whoM  aovMgn 


What  holds  us,  and  rettrams  onr  martial  pow^v; 
While  haughty  Thebes  insults    us,   from  her  • 

tow'n? 
[n  vain  we  conquer  thus,  and  bleed  in  vain. 
If  victory  but  yields  the  empty  plain. 
Behind  his  walls,  perfidious  Creon  lies. 
And  safely  meditaites  a  new  surprise: 
When  on  the  ura  our  pious  tears  «e  pear  } 
Or  mirth  disarms  us,  and  the  geaial  hour; 
No,  let  as  nther,  now  wtai  fortune  calls, 
With  boM  BimwH,  attampt  to  mount  the  walla  | 
Myself  the  first  a  chosen  band  shall  lead, 
Wlieie  yon  low  rampart  sinks  into  the  mead : 
There  will  I  gain  the  battlements,  and  lay. 
For  others  to  suoeeed,  an  open  way. 
If  bars  of  sted  have  force  their  works  to  tsar. 
Or,  from  thdr  hinges  beav'd  the  gates  mm 
bear." 
Tydides  thus.    His  counsel  to  oppose. 
The  leader  of  the  Cretan  warriors  rose: 
**  Gonfed'rate  kings :    and  thou,  whose  sov'rsigB 

hand 
Sways  tbe  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  comwaad  J 
Let  not  Iodides  now,  with  martial  rage, 
In  measures  hot  and  rash,  the  host  engage. 
To  sober  reason,  still  let  passion  yield/ 
Nor  here,  admit  tbe  ardour  ef  tbe  field: 
If  Thebes  could  thus  with  one  assault  be  won. 
Her.  armies  vanqnisfa'd,  and  her  wall  Verthrown^ 
Could  this  oue  signal  day  reward  onr  toil, 
So  tong  endur'd,  with  victory  and  spoil : 
No  soldier  in  tbe  ranks,  no  leader  here. 
Would  shun  the  fight,  or  counsel  to  foitear. 
Bi|t  if  for  victory,  a  foui  defeat. 
With  all  the  shame  and  danger  of  retreat, 
Should  be  the  issue,  which  the  wise  raustdMad|^ 
To  stop  is  better,  sure,  than  to  proceed. 
On  yonder  walls  and  lofty  turrets,  stand. 
Not,  sav*d  from  shamefol  flight,  a  heavtlfasband. 
Who,  de«p'rate  of  thdr  state,  would  soon  forego 
Thdr  last  defences,  and  admit  a  foe ; 
But  who,  from  fight  reoall'd,  without  di 
A  safe  retreat  maintain'd,  in  firmarra^. 
Secure  they  combat  from  protecting  walls ; 
Thrown  from  above  each  weapon  heavier  folk; 
Against  such  odds,  can  we  tbe  fight  maintain* 
And  with  a  foe  foaad  equal  on  the  plain  ? 
Though  we  dedst,  no  leader  will  oppose 
llifLt  thus  tbe  fruits  of  victory  we  lose; 
When,  pent  within  their  battlements  et^tow^rsy 
In  narrow  space,  we  hold  tbe  Thebao  pow^n : 
For  oftener,  than  by  arms,  are  hosts  overthrow* 
By  dearth  andsickness,  in  a  straitca'd  town. 
He  who  can  only  wield  the  sword  and  spear, 
Knows  less  than  half  the  instmments  of  war. 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  enemy  to  life. 
Wide-wasting  pestilence,  and  dvil  strife. 
By  wantinflam'd,  to  all  our  weapons  daim 
Superior  foroe,  and  strike  with  surer  aim : 
With  these,  whoever  arm'd  to  combat  goes. 
Instructed  how  to  turn  them  on  bis  foes. 
Shall  see  them  soon  laid  pnstmte  on  the  ground^ 
Hit  aiau  aooempliab'd,  aad  his  wishes  orown'^ 
Our  wafrion,  therofoie,  let  us  straight  recall. 
Nor,  by  assault,  attempt  to  foroe  the  wail  { 
But  jritb  a  rampart,  to  the  gates  oppos'd. 
Besiege,  in  narvow  space,  our  foes  endos^i/* 

'Hieberothas;  aad,  eager  to  reply, 
Tydide^Nw;  vfaMMMtunathigk 
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Upon  a  kae^s  point,  he  held,  audi  saidl  t 
'*  Ye  Argire  wacriora  !  Tiev  this  sign;  and  kaov, 
That  OeoD  never  fails  to  qait  a  foe; 
This  bloody  tiopky  mark  j  audi  if  itbriogi 
Grief  and  despair  to  any  of  the  kings, 
Let  him  teveage  it  on  the  men  who  broke 
His  faith,  and  dat^  ay  furf  lo  provoke.^ 
He  ended  thus.     Tjrdides,  as  he  heard. 
With  rage  dictfacted,  aad  despair,  ap.pear*d. 
Tjoog  on  the  tow^  he  ia^d  his  Vumiag  eyes ; 
The  rest  were  nnte  with  amder  and  surprise  ; 
But,  to  the  counsel  taroing,  thus  at  hist: 
*  <  If  any  favour  «fauin  my  merits  past ; 
If,  by  apMsent  benefit,  ye>d  bind 
To  fhtare  senrioes*a  graleftil  mind; 
Let  what  I  nrge  in  coaacil,  now  prevail. 
With  hostile  arms  yon  rampart  to  assail: 
Else,  with  mif  nadiTe  baadi,  alone  I'll  try 
The  combat,  fix^d  to  conquer  or  to  die." 
Thohero  thus.    Ulysses  thasexprest 
The  pradeat  dictates  of  his  geneieas  breast: 
'*  Prinoesl  shall  dire oeatenti ja stiU psauda 
la  all  oar  oeancile,  and  the  kiags  diride  ? 
Sure,  of  the  various  ills  that  can  disUem 
United  armies  and  prevent  saocess. 
Discord  is  chief:  where^  the  fury  strays. 
The  parts  site  severs  and  the  whole  betrays. 
NowietTydidesledd  hie  native  posF^m 
To  combat,  and  amault  ttoeThebaa  tew'm; 
The  rest,  on  various  parts,  their  ferces  show* 
By  mock  approaches  to  distract  the  fioe. 
If  he  prevails,  to  victory  he  leads ; 
And  safe  behind  him  all  the  host  succeeds: 
If . lows  fbrbids  and  all-decreeing  fate. 
The  field  is  open,  end  a  safe  retreat." 

Ulymes  thus.    The  princes  all  assent ;  f  a«nt. 
Straight  from  the  eoancil  through  the  heetthey 
Bepriew*d  its  order,  and  in  front  dispos  'd 
The  slingerB;  and  the  rear  with  bowmen  dos'd; 
Aiming  the  rest  with  all  that  oonM  avail. 
The  low*n  and  battlements  to  sap  ur  soalesi 
Tydides  firBt  hi^  martial  squadreas  leads ; 
Ulyases,  trkhhis  native  band,  snoeeeds. 
Upon  them,  as  they  came,  thefhebans  ponr 
A  storm  of  jav*lros,shot  from  ev*ry  tov*r ; 
As  from  the  naked  heigbU  thefeaitber'd  kind. 
By  bitter  sbow'fs  oompeH'd,  and  wintry  wind, 
la  donds  assembled,  from  mme  moantHB*a  bead, 
To  dielter  crowd,  and  dive  into  the  shade; 
Snch  and  so  thick  the  winged  weapons  tar^ 
And  many  warrionwonnded,  many  slew.   -^ 
Nw  en  their  raiAs,  by  feroslhl  engines  thsown, 
Spriqge,  fimn  the  twnted  mpe,  the  pond'rons 

stone. 
With  wide  destmctien  thfoagh  thehestiaroU, 
To  mix  its  order  and  eoufeund  the  wlmle. 

Intrepid  still  tl^  Etoliaa  chief  paoeeais; 
And  still  Ulvvses  folk>ws  af  he  tends. 
They  reach^  the  wall    Tydides,  with  a  boand. 
Twice  strove  in  vamtomount  it  fkimithe  gronnd. 
Twice  iBed  the  fee;  as,  to  the heislffous  sway 
Of  some  proud  biflow,  mariners  give  way ; 
Which,  rOtt^d  by  tempests, 'gainst  n 


Its  fbree,  and  monntiag  etar  the  deek 
Again  he  roee  t  the  third  attempt  pvewaiM , 
Bot^erunMingiahisgrBspi  the  rmnpoit  fcyd  t 
For  thnnderthere  its  feiry  had  imprmt^  < 
Andldos'da  ihatter'diragmeDtfiroia  the  rest. 


Supine  npon  the  earth  the  hero  h£Rt, 

Mix'd  with  the  smoke  and  ruin  of  the  walls. 

By  disappointment  chafd,  and  fience  from  pam» 

Unable  now  the  rampart  to  regain. 

He  tum'd,  and  saw  his  native  bands  aiar. 

By  fear  restmin'd,  and  liogMring  in  the  war. 

I^Fom  Greoa  straight   and   Thebes,    his  anger 

turas. 
And  'gaioi^  his  friends,  with  equal  fury,  burns ; 
As  when,  from  snows  dissolved  or  sudden  rain^ 
A  torrent  swells  and  roars  along  the  plains  ;  - 
If,  rising  to  oppose  its  angry  tide« 
In  full  earner,  it  meets  a  mountain's  side;     * 
In  foaming  eddies,  backwards  to  its  source^  ^ 
It  wheels,  afid  rages  with  inverted  course: 
So  turned  at  once,  the  fury,  in  his  breast^ 
Against  Ulysses,  thus  itself  «Kprest : 
**  Author  ecears'd,  and  source  ef  all  my  woesf 
Friend  anore  pernicious  than  the  worst  of  fbesf 
By  thy  suggestions  from  my  purpose  sway'd, 
I  slew  Cassandra,  and  myself  betray 'd  ; 
Hence,  lodg'd  within  this  tortnr'd  bceest»*emain» 
A  fury,  to  infiict  etenaJ  pains.   • 
I  need  not  folk)w,.with  vindictive  spear^  ■ 
A  traitor  absent,  while  a  worse  is  nears 
Creon  but  acted  what  yoa  well  fJoreknew, 
When  me  imwiUing  to  the  fight  you  dreiv. 
To  yoa  the  first  my  vengeance  shall  prouae^ 
And  then  on  Creon  and  aayselfsneoaed: 
Such  sacriioe  Casmndra's  ghost  demands, 
And  such  I'll  offer  witiidotenmn'd hands.* 

Thus  as  he  spoke,  Ulysses  pondering  stood. 
Whether  by  art  to  sooth  his  fniious  mood, 
Or,  witha  snddm  hand,  his  lanes  to^brosr. 
Preventing,  ere  it  fell,  the  threatenTd  bkvw.   - 
But,  ghdiag  from  abore,  ihemartial  maid 
Between  them  stood,  in  majesty  displayed  ; 
Her  radiant  eyes  with  indigmdion .  bnrn'd, 
Ob  Diomed  their  piercing  light  sfaetarn'd ; 
And  frowning  thus :  "  Thy  frantic  rage  restrain  % 
risa  by  dread  Styx  I  swear,  nor  swear  in  vain. 
That  proof  shall  teach  yen  whether  mortal  mi|;hc 
Thb  arm  iairiocible  caa  match  in  Aeht. 
Is 't  jmA  enough  tbathe  whose  hoary  haim 
Still  watch *d  your  welfers  with  a  fatbei^  earns, 
Who  dar'd,  with  aseai-aad  courage,  <•  withstand 
Your  feetal  phrenzy,  perish'd  by  your  hand } 
That,  sligbtiag  ev'ry  tie  which  princes  knew, 
You  lesgu'd  in  secret  with  a  public  fee } 
And,  from  yonr  feith  by  fond  afffeetum  sway'd. 
The  kings,  the  army,  and  yourself  betrayMf 
Yet,  still  nnaw*d,  hm  such  atrockms  deeds. 
To  more  and  worse  yonr  desp'rate  rage  prooeeds. 
And  deems  to  perish,  by  a  mad  decree. 
The  chief  who  sav'd  alike  the  host  and  thee. 
Had  Ihebes  prevaiPd,  and  one  d^isvre  hour 
The  victory  had  fia*d  beyond  thy  pow>r ; 
These  Umbs,  ere  new,  had  captive  fetters  worn. 
To  infemy  eondemn'd,  and  hostile  soora; 
While  fair  Cassandra,  with  her  vkigm  charms» 
A  prise  decreed,  hod  blest  boom^ rival's  arras. 
Did  not  the  awth  of  mighty  Tydeus  plead, 
Apprav^  whea  living,  and  revered  when  dead. 
For  feironpto'his  guilty  worn,  and  stand 
A  rampart  to  oppose  my  veagrful  hand  ; 
Yoi  soon  had  feuad  bow  mad  it  is  «•  wage 
War  wHhthe  ^s,  and  teaspt  imniMtid  tage. 
This  Ihebes  shall  knew,   era  to  the  aeeai^ 
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Pbr  DOW  th€  gods  ooDMnty  niTCogmncojiuty 
For  all  ber  crimes,  to  mix  ber  with  the  dust" 
The  goddess  thus ;  and  turaing  to  the  field. 
Her  deity  in  Mentor's  form  cooceaPd : 
With  courage  new  each  warrior's  heart  inspires. 
And  wakes  again,  in  all,  their  martial  fires. 
CoDScioos    of  wrong,  and    speechless   firom 
surprise,  ^ 

Tydides  stood,  nor  dar'd  to  lift  bis  eyes, 
Of  fate  regaidleSB ;  though  firom  ev'ry  tow'r. 
Stones,  darts,  and  arrows  fell,  a  mingled  show'r: 
For  awe  divine  subdu'd  him,  and  the  shame 
Which  Tirtae  snffers  from  the  touch  of  blame. 
But  to  Ulrssea  tnitiing,  thus  at  last: 
"  Prinee !  can  flhy  gen'rous  love  fx-get  the  past; 
And  all  lemembrance  banish  from  thy  nund. 
Of  what  my  fury  and  despair  designed  i 
If  you  foigtve  me,  straight  our  pow'rs  recall 
Who  shun  the  tigfat»  while  I  attempt  the  wall. 
Some  present  god  inspires  me;  lor  I  feel 
My  heart  exulting  knock  the  plated  steel : 
In  briber  rounds  the  vital  spirit  flies. 
And  ev'ry  limb  with  double  nrae  supplies.*' 

lydideithui    Ulysses  thus  again: 
*'  Shall  Ueavhi  fcrgrre  cfSeaot*,  man  retain; 
Though  bom  to  err«  by  jarriqg  passkns  tost } 
The  best,  in  good,  no  steadiness  can  boasi : 
Ko  malice  therefbra  m  my  heart  shaU  live ; 
To  sin  is  human  ;  human  to  fotgive. 
But  do  not  now  3ronr  single  force  oppose 
To  lofty  ramparts  and  an  host  of  foes; 
IM  me  at  least,  attending  at  yuur  side. 
Partake  the  danger,  and  the  toil  divide : 
For  see  our  pow'n  advancing  to  the  storm  ! 
PAllas  excites  them  in  a  mortal  form. 
Let  us,  to  mount  the  rampart,  straight 
Tbey  of  thMnselves  will  follow  as  we  I 

Ulysses  thus ;  and,  springingfirom  the  gnaind. 
Both  chiefs  at  once  ascend  the  fofty  mound. 
Befote  him  each  his  shining  buckler  bears 
'Gainst  flying  darts,  aad  thick  portended  spears. 
Now,  CO  the  bulwark*8  level  top,  th6y  stand. 
And  charge  on  ev'ry  side  the  hostile  band : 
There  many  warriors  in  close  fight  they  slew« 
And  many  headlong  from  the  rampart  threw. 
Pallas  her  fiiv'rite  champions  still  inspires,  [fires. 
Their  nerves  confirms,  and  wakes  their  martial 
With  oourse  divided,  on  the  foe  they  fall. 
And  bare  between  them  leave  a  length  of  wall ; 
Ab  fire,  when  kindled  on  some  mountain's  head. 
Where  runs,  in  long  extent,  the  woodland  shade. 
Consumes  the  middle  forest,  and  extends 
Its  parted  progress  to  the  distant  ends : 
io  fought  the  leaders,while  their  seatter'd  pow'n. 
In  phalanx  join*d,  am>roach'd  the  Theban  tow'rs; 
With  hands,  and  iieads  against  the  rampart  lean'd. 
The  first,  upon  their  shields,  the  rest  sustain'd : 
Rank  «bove  rank  the  living  stmcture  grows, 
As  settling  bees  the  pendent  heap  compose. 
Which  to  some  cavern's  roof  united  diogi^ 
Woven  thick  with  oonpticated  foet  and  wings: 
Thus  mutually  sustafai'd,  the  warriors  bend ; 
While  o^er  their  heads  theordei'd  ranks  ascend. 

And  now  the  martia]  goddess  with  delight, 
PtocM  on  a  turret's  top,  snrvey'd  the  fight 
Thrice  to  the  height  sheraia'd  her  nwful  voice; 
The  tow'rs  and  buhrarks  tnnibled  at  the  noise: 
Both  warrhig  hosts  alike  the  signal  hear ; 
Tothi^  the  cause  of  hope,  to  that,  of  foar. 


And  Tbesens  thus  addmsit'd  his  nattial  trafai : 
"  Here  shall  we  wage  a  distant  war  in  vain. 
When  now  Tydides,  from  the  oon^er'd  tow'rs 
Descending,  on  the  town  his  wamurs  pours  ? 
Your  gtory  if  ye  would  assert,  nor  yidd 
At  once  the  praise  of  many  a  well-fought  field; 
Ascend  these  lofty  battlements,  and  claim 
With  tliose  who  conquer  now  an  equal  fiinie." 
The  monaroh  thus ;  and  to  the  combat  leads ; 
With  emulation  fir'd,  the  hoet  proceeds; 
Under  a  show'r  of  fislling  darts  they  go. 
Climb  the  steep  ramparts,  and  assault  the  foe  ; 
As  winds  outrageous,  from  the  ocean  wide, 
Agamst  some  mole  impel  the  stormy  tide. 
Whose  rocky  arms,  opposed  to  the  deep. 
From  tempoits,  safe  the  anchoring  vessel  keep; 
Wave  heap'd  on  wave,  the  stormy  deluge  tow'rs. 
And  o'er  it,  with  resistless  fury,  poun : 
Such  seem'd  the  fight,  the  Theban  host  over- 
thrown. 
The  wall  deserts,  and  mingles  with  the  town. 
Creoo  m  vain  the  desperate  rout  withstands 
With  sharp  reproaches  and  vnidictive  hands  ; 
His  rage  they  shun  not,  nor  his   threat* uinga 

hear. 
From  stunning  damours  deaf,and  blind  from  fiear. 
And  thus  the  monarch  with  uplifted  eyes. 
And  both  his  hands  extended  to  the  skies. 
"  Ye  pow'rs  supreme,  whose  unresisted  sway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  1 
Against  your  counsels,  vain  it  is  to  strive. 
Which  only  ruin  nations  or  retrieve. 
Here  in  your  sight,  with  patience  I  resign 
That  envy'd  royalty  whidi  once  was  mine  ; 
Renoimce  the  cares,  that  wait  upon  a  crown^ 
And  make  my  last  attention  all  my  own. 
Seven  virgin  daughters  in  my  house  remain. 
Who  must  not  live  to  swell  a  victor's  train ; 
Nor  shall  my  wretched  queen,  iu  triumph  honw^ 
Be  lifted  to  the  eye  of  public  scorn  : 
One  oommoti  &te  our  miseries  shall  end. 
And,  with  the  dust  of  Thebes,  our  ashes  blend.» 

His  fix'd  decree  the  monaroh  thus  exprest ; 
One  half  the  fates  oonfirm'd,  deny'd  the  rest: 
For  now  surrounded  by  the  hostile  crowd 
His  captive  queen,  an  humble  suppliant,  stood* 
Iodides  found  her  as  she  left  the  walls ; 
Before  the  hero  to  the  ground  she  lalls ; 
With  trembling  hands,   his  mighty  knees  sh« 

press'd. 
And,  supplicating,  thus  with  tears  address'd : 
*<  Illustrious  chief  I  for  sure  your  gallant  mien 
No  less  proclaims  you,  spare  a  wretched  queen  ; 
One  whom  the  gods  with  endless  hate  pursue. 
To  griefs  already  snmless  adding  new; 
O  spare  a  helpless  wretch,  who  humUT  bends. 
And  for  protection  on  thy  might  depends !" 
Am  supplicating  thus  her  suit  she  press'd, 
Ulysses  hend,  and  thus  the  chief  addresiM : 
'*  See  how  th'  immortals,  by  a  just  decree, 
Caamndm's  fhll  avenge,  and  honour.thee  1 
See,  at  thy  feet,  the  wife  of  Creon  laid, 
A  victim  offei'd  lor  the  iijui'd  maid. 
Let  her  the  fint  your  just  resentment  fed ; 
By  HeaT*n  presnted  to  year  vengeful  sted." 

Ulysses  thus.    With  sighs  the  hero  said : 
«  Enough  IS  offered  to  Cassandra's  shade; 
With  wide  destruction,  wasting  sword  and  fif^ 
To  pbfiM  the  aofthofi  of  her  fiUlf  consplM. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A  DREAM^ 


in 


Yet  Rfl  til  tttio.    Ko  saeritlce  reealfs 

The  parted  ghost  from  Pluto's  gloomy  walls. 

Tod  long,  alas  1  has  lawless  fiiry  itiPd, 

To  reason  deaf,  hy  no  reflection  cool'd : 

While  1  unhappy,'  by  Its  dictates  sway»d, 

'My  guardian  mm'der'd»  and  the  host  "betray 'd. 

Noyictim,  therefore,  to  my  rage  1*11  pay; 

Nor  ever  follov  as  it  points  the  way.*' 

The  900  of  Tydeos  thus;  and  to  his  tent^ 
From  insults  sale,  the  royal  matron  sent. 
Himself  again  the  course  of  conquest  led 
nil  Tbebes  was  overthrown,  and  Creoa  Med. 


J  DltElM. 
m  na  mankir  or  spiNssa. 

On  evHiiBg,  as  by  pleasant  Forth  I  strayed, 

In  pensire  mood,  and  meditated  still 
On  poett'  learned  toil,  with  scorn  repaid 

By  enry's  bitter  spite,  and  want  of  skill ; 

A  cave  I  found,  which  open'd  in  a  hill. 
The  floor  was  sand,  with  various  shells  yblended. 

Through  which,  in  slow  meanders,  crept  a  rill  { 
he  roof,  by  Nature's  cunning  slight  suspended : 
TUtber  my  steps  I  tuni'd,  and  there  my  journey 
aided. 

ITpoDlbe  gnmndmyfisttess  limbs  I  laid, 

Lntrd  by  the  murmur  of  the  passing  stream : 
TbcD  sleep,  soft  stealing,  did  my  eyes  invade  ; 

And  waking  thought  soon  ended  in  a  dream. 

TWntported  to  a  reeion  I  did  seem, 
Whk:h  with  Thessalian  Tempe  might  compare ; 

Of  vwdant  shade  composed,  and  wat'ry  gleam : 
Not  ev^i  VaMarno,  thought  so  passing  fkir. 
Might  match  this  pleasant  land  in  ail  perfeo- 
tkmanre. 

One,  like  a  hoary  palmer,  nearabrook* 

Under  an  arbour,  seated  did  appear; 
A  shepherd  swain,  attending,  held  a  book, 

And  seem'd  to  read  therein  that  he  mote  hear. 

From  curiosity  I  stepped  near; 
Sut  ere  I  rea^h'd  the  place  where  th^y  did  sit^ 

The  whispering  breezes  wafted  to  my  ear 
The  sound  of  rhymes  which  I  myself  had  writ: 
Rhymes  much,  alas,  too  mean,  for  such  a  judge 
unfit. 

For  him  heaeam'd  who  sung  Achilles'  rage, 
In  lofty  numbers  that  shall  never  die» 

And  wise  Ulysses'  tedious  pilgrim^gp, 
So  long  the  sport  of  sharp  adversity: 
The  praises  of  his  merit,  Faroe  on  high, 

With  her  shrill  trump,  for  ever  loud  doth  sound; 
WiUJti  him  no  bard,  for  excellence,  can  vie. 

Of  all  that  late  or  ancient  e'er  were  found ; 

So  much  he  doth  surpass  ev'n  bards  the  most  re- 
nown'd. 

The  shepherd  swain  invited  me  to  come 

Up  to  the  aihour  where  they  seated  were ; 
For  Homer  call 'd  me:  much  I  fear'd  the  doom 

Which  such  a  judge  seem*d  ready  to  declare. 

Am  1  approach'd,  with  meikle  dread  and  care. 
He  thus  aiddrcss'd  me :  "  Sir,  the  cause  explain 

Why  all  your  fbory  bare  is  toki  so  bare  ? 
Few  circamatancts  mia'd  of  various  grain  ; 
Sncby  savdy,  much  enkKh  and  raist  a  port's 
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**  Certes,^  qnoth  I,  ''  the  critics  are  the  cauM 
Of  this  and  many  .other  mischiefs  more  ; 

Who  tie  the  Muses  to  such  rigid  laws, 
That  all  their  songs  are  frivolous  and  poor* 
They  caunot  now,  as  oft  they  did  before. 

Ere  pow'rfol  prejudice  had  dipt  their  wings. 
Nature's  domain  with  boundless  flight  explore^ 

And  traffic  freely  in  her  precious  things : 

Each  bard  now  foars  the  rod,  and  trembles  white 
hesmgs. 

'*Though  Shakespear,stiU  disdaining  narrow  nile% 
His  bosom  fill'd  with  Nature's  sacred  fire. 

Broke  all  the  cobweb  limits  flx'd  by  fools. 
And  left  the  world  to  blame  him  and  admire  % 
Yet  his  reward  few  mortals  would  desire  | 

For,  of  hb  learned  toil,  the  only  meed 
That  ever  I  could  find  he  did  acquire. 

Is  that  our  dull,  degenerate,  age  of  lead. 

Says  that  he  wrote  by  chance,  and  that  he  scaioa 
could  read." 

"  I  ween,"  quoth  he,  "  that  poets  are  to  blame 

When  they  submit  to  critics'  tyranny : 
For  learned  wights  there  is  no  greater  shame» 

Than  blindly  with  their  dictates  to  comply* 

Who  ever  taught  the  eagle  how  to  fly. 
Whose  wit  did  e'er  his  airy  tract  define ; 

When  with  free  wing  he  claims  his  native  sky. 
Say,  will  he  steer  bis  course  by  rule  and  line  ? 
Certes,  he'd  scorn  the  bound  that  would  his  flight 

confine. 
"  Not  that  the  Musc^  art  is  void  of  rules : 

Many  there  are,  I  wot,  and  stricter  far. 
Than   those  which  pedants  dictate  firom  th« 
schools, 

Who  wage  with  wit  and  taste  eternal  war : 

For  foggy  ignorance  their  sight  doth  mar; 
Nor  can  their  low  conception   ever  reach 

To  what  dame  Nature,  crown'd  with  many  % 
star, 
Explains  to  anch  aa  know  her  learned  speech  ; 
But  few  can  comprehend  the  lessons  she  dotli 

teaob. 
«  As  many  as  the  stars  that  gild  the  sky. 

As  many  as  the  flow'rs  that  paint  the  ground. 
In  number  like  the  insect  tribes  that  fly. 

The  various  forms  of  beauty  still  are  found ; 

That  with   strict  limits  no  man  may  then 
bound. 
And  say  that  this,  and  this  alone,  is  right : 

Experience  soon  such  rashnesv  would  confound. 
And  make  its  folly  obvious  as  the  light ; 
For  suoh  presumption  sure  becomes  not  mortal 
wight 

**  Therefore  each  bard  should  fVeely  entertain 
The  hints  which  pleasing  fancy  gives  at  will^ 

Nor  curb  her  sallies  with  too  strict  a  rein. 
Nature  subjecting  to  her  hand-maid  Skil): 
And  you  yourself  in  this  have  done  but  ill : 

With  many  more,  who  have  qot  comprehended 
That  genius,  crampt,  will  rarely  mount  the 
hill, 

'Whose  forked  summit  with  the  clouds  is  blended : 

Therefore,  when  next  you  write,  lei  this  defect  hi 
mended. 

"  But,  like  a  friend,  who  candidly  re)9rov«s 
For  faults  and  erronn  which  he  doCh  espy* 

Each  yice  he  freely  marks ;  jret  always  tovca 
To  nuDgi^  fftTOar  with  severity, 
K 


Digitized  by 


Google 


178 


WILKIE?S  POEMS. 


Certes,"  qaoth  be,  *'  I  caimot  well  deny, 
TBat  you  in  many  thiogs  may  hope  to  please  : 

You  force  a  barbarous  northern  tongue  to  ply, 
And  bend  it  to  your  purposes  witb  ease; 
Though  rough  as  Albbn's  rocks,  and  hoarser 
than  her  seas. 

**  Nor  arc  your  tales,  I  wot,  so  loosely  yok'd. 

As  those  which  Colin  Clout  >  did  tell  before ; 
Ifor  with  description  crowded  so,  and  chok'd, 

Which,  thinly  spread,  will  always  please  the 
more. 

Colin,  I  wot,  was  rich  in  Nature's  store  ; 
More  rich  than  you,  had  more  than  he  could  use: 

But  mad  Orlando  -•  taught  him  bad  his  lore ; 
Wbose  flights,  at  random,  oft  misled  his  Muse: 
To  follow  such  a  guide,  few  prudent  men  would 
chuse. 

* '  Me  you  have  foUow'd :  Nature  was  my  guide  > 

To  this  the  merit  of  your  verse  is  owing : 
And  know  for  certain,  let  it  check  your  pride. 
That  all  you  boast  of  is  of  my  bestowing. 
The  flow*rs  I  see  through  all  your  garden 
blowing. 
Are  mine ;  most  part,  at  least :  I  might  demand. 
Might  claim  them,  as  a  crop    of  my   own 
sowing, 
And  leave  but  few,  thin  scatter'd  o'er  the  land : 
A  claim  so  just,  I  wot,  yon  could  not  well  with- 
sUnd." 

«'  Certes,"  quoth  I,  <<  that  justice  were  full  hard, 

Which  .me  alone  would  sentence  to  restore ; 
When  many  a  learned  sage,  and  many  a  bard. 

Are  equally  your  debtors,  or  much  more. 

Let  Titynis  '  himself  produce  his  store, 
Tske  what  is  thine,  but  little  will  remain : 

Little,  1  wot,  and  that  indebted  sore    * 
.    To  Ascra's  bard  4,  and  Arethusa's  swain  > ;  , 
And  others  too  beside,  who  lent  him  many  a  strain. 

"  Nor  could  the  modem  bards  afford  to  pay, 

Whose  songs  ekalt  the  champions  of  the  Cross : 
Take  from  each  hoard  thy  sterling  goM  away,' 

And  little  will  remain  but  worthless  dross. 

Not  bards  alone  could  ill  support  the  loss ; 
Bat  sages  toO|  whose  theft  suspicion  shuim'd  : 

E'en  that  sly  .Greek*,   who  steals  and  bides  so 
close, 
Were  half  a  bankrupt,  if  he  should  refund. 
While  these  are  all  forbom,  shall  I  alone  be 
dunn'd." 

He  smiVd ;   and  from  his  wreath,  which  well 

could  spare  fwere  clad, 

,    Such  boon,  the  wreath  with  which  bis  locks 

Pluck'd  a  few  leaves  to  hide  my  temples  bare  ; 

The  present  I  receiv'd  with  heart  full  glad. 

**  Henceforth,"  quoth  I,  "  I  never  shall  be  sad  ; 

For  now  I  shall  obtain  my  share  of  fame : 

Nor  will  licentious  wit,  or  envy  bad. 
With  bitter  taunts,  my  verses  dare  to  blame : 
This  garland  shall  protect  them,  and  exalt  my 
name." 


'  Spenser. 

*  AriostD,  to  called  from  his  hero. 

<  VirgiL  4  Hesiod.         *  Theocritus. 

*  Plato,  reckoned,  by  LoQginuB,  one  of  the 
gKatwt  inuUtonof  Homer. 


But  dreams  are  short;  for  as  t  thought  to-la^ 

My  limbs  atease  upon  the  dow'ry  ground. 
And  drink,  witb  greedy  ear,  what  he  might  say. 

As  ranrm'ring  waters  sweet,  or  music's  soirod  ; 

My  sleep  departed ;  and  I,  waking,  found 
Myself  again  by  Fortba's  pleasant  stream. 

Homewards  I  stepp'd,  in  meditation  drown'd^ 
Reflecting  on  the  meaning  of  my  dream  : 
Which  let  each  wight  interpret  as  him  best  dotik 
seem. 


FABLES. 


EJRL  OF  LAUDERDALE. 

MY  tORD, 

Tt  is  undoubtedly  an  mieasy  situation  to  He 
under  great  obligations  without  being  able  to 
make  suitable  returns:  all  that  can  be  done  in 
this  case  is,  to  acknowledge  the  debt,  which 
(though  it  does  not  entitle  to  an  acquittance) 
is  looked  upon  as  a  kind  of  compensation,  beinf 
all  that  gratitude  has  in  its  power.  r 

This  is  in  a  peculiar  manner  my  situation  with 
respect  to  your  lordship.  What  you  have  done 
for  me  with  the  most  uncommon  favour  and 
comlescension,  is  what  I  never  shall  be  able  te 
repay  ;  and  therefore  have  used  the  freedom  to 
recommend  the  following  performance  to  your 
protection,  that  I  might  have  an  opportanity  of 
acknowledging  my  obligations  in  the  most  pablie 
manner. 

It  is  evident  that  the  world  will  hardly  allow 
my  gratitude  upon  this  occasion  to  be  disinter- 
ested.   Your  distinguished  rank,  the  additional 
honours  derived  from  the  lustre  of  your  ances- 
tors,  your   own  uncommon   abilities,  equalFy 
adapted  to  the  service  of  your  country  in  peace 
and  in  war,  are  cireumstances  sufficient  to  make 
any  author  ambitious  of  your  lordship.'s  patron- 
age.   But  I  must  do  myself  the  justice  to  insist, 
it  is  upon  the  account  of  distinctions  less  splen- 
did, though  for  more  interesting   (those,  I  mean, 
by  which  you  are  distinguished  as  the  friend  of 
human  nature,  the  guide  and  patron  of  mjexpo- 
rienced  ]routh,  and  the  fiither  of  the  poor),  that 
I  am  zealous  of  subscribing  myself, 
my  lord, 

yonrlordship^t 

most  humble,  and 

most  devoted  servant, 

WILLIAM  WILKIS. 


THE  YOUNG  LADY  AND  THE 
LOOKING-GLASS. 

Yb  deep  philosophers  who  can 
Explain  that  various  creature,  man^ 
Say,  is  there  any  point  so  nice, 
As  thatof  offering  an  adfi«e  ?     . 
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Yo  te^  y^r  friead  his  arroon  mend, 

}s  almost  certain  to  offend  : 

Thoo^  yon  in  softest  terms  advise, 

ConfiBS  him  good ;  admit  him  wise ; 

In  vain  3^00  sweeten  the  ditooorse, 

He  thinlcs  yon  call  him  fool,  or  worse ; 

Yon  paint  his  character,  and  try 

If  he  will  own  it,  and  apply. 

WitfaoQt  a  name  reprove  and  warn  : 

Here  none  are  hurt,  and  all  may  ieani* 

This  too  must  ftil,  the  picture  shown, 

Ko  man  will  take  it  for  his  own^ 

In  morallectures  treat  the  case. 

Say  this  is  honest,  that  is  hase  ^ 

In  cuuveisation  none  will  bear  it; 

Axtd  for  the  pulpit,  few  come  near  lU 

And  is  thipre  then  no  other  way 

A  mofal  lesson  to  convey  ? 

Most  all  that  shall  attempt  to  teachj 

Admoiush,  satyrizc,  or  preach  ? 

Yes,  there  iff  one,  an  ancient  art. 

By  sages  found  to  reach  the  hearty 

Ere  science  with  distinctions  nice 

Had  ftxt  what  virtue  is,  and  vice. 

Inventing  ail  the  various  names 

On  which  .the  moralist  declaims: 

They  won'd  by  simple  tales  advise^ 

Which  took  the  hearer  by  surprise  9 

Atarm'd  his  conscience,  unprepared « 

Ere  pride  had  put  it  on  its  guard ; 

And  made  him  from  himself  receive 

The  lessons  which  they  meant  to  give^ 

That  this  device  will  oft  prevail. 

And  gain  its  end,  when  others  foil, 

If  any  shall  pretend  to  doubt. 

The  tale  which  follows  makes  it  ooti 
There  was  a  little  stubborn  dame 

Whom  no  authority  could  tame, 

liestivehy  loug  indulgence  grown, 

No  will  ^minded  but  her  own : 

At  trifles  oft  she'd  scold  and  firet| 

Then  in  a  comer  take  a  seat. 

And  seurly  mopiqg  all  the  day^ 

Disdain  alike  to  work  or  play. 
Papa  all  softer  arU  had  try'd^ 

And  sharper  remedies  apply*d  j 

Bat  both  were  vain,  for  every  coarse  . 

He  took  still  made  her  wone  and  worse* 

*Tis  strange  to  think  how  female  wit, 

80  oft  shouM  make  a  lucky  hit. 

When  man  with  all  his  high  pretence 

To  deeper  judgment,  sounder  sense, 

WiU  err,  aoA  measures  false  pursue-^ 

*Tis  very  Strang  I  own,  but  true.— « 

Mama  observed  the  rising  lassi 

By  stealth  retiring  to  the  glass. 

To  practise  little  airs  unseen. 

Id  the  true  genius  of  thirteen : 

On  this  a  Aeep  design  she  laid 

To  tame  the  humour  of  the  maid  | 

Contriving  like  a  prudent  mother 

To  make  one  IbUy  cure  another. 

Upon  the  wail  against  the  seat 

Which  Jessy  os*dfor  her  retreat. 

Whene'er  by  accident  offended, 

A  knking-glass  was  straight  suspended. 

That  it  might  show  her  how  deformM 

She  looked,  and  frightful  when  she  storm'd  ^ 

And  wan  her,  as  shepriz'd  her  beauty, 

To  bend  ter  homour  to  her  duty. 


All  this  the  looking  glass  achieved, 
Its  threats  were  minded  and  believ'd. 

The  maid,  who  spuro'd  at  all  advice. 
Grew  tame  and  gcutle  in  a  trice. 
Slo  when  all  other  means  had  foil'd. 
The  silent  monitor  prevaiPd. 

Thus,  foble  to  the  human-kind 
Presents  an  image  of  the  mind  ; 
It  is  a  mirror  where  we  spy 
At  large  our  own  deformity. 
And  learn  of  course  those  faults  to  mena^ 
Which  but  to  mention  would  offend. 


THE  KITE  AND  THE  RO0K& 

You  say  Uis  vain  in  verse  or  prose 

To  te\\  whatev'ry  body  knows, 

And  stretoh  invention  to  express 

Plain  truths  which  all  men  will  confess: 

Go  on  the  ar^ment  to  mend, 

Prove  that  to  know  is  to  attend. 

And  that  we  eVer  keep  in  sight 

What  reason  tells  us  once  is  right  t 

T)\\  this  is  done  you  must  excuse 

The  zeal  and  freedom  of  my  Muse, 

In  hinting  to  the  human-kind 

What  few  deny  but  fewer  mind : 

There  is  a  fol  ly  which  we  blame, 

•Tis  strange  that  it  should  want  a  nam«^ 

For  sure  no' other  finds  a  place 

So  often  in  the  human  race  ;  . 

I  mean  the  tendency  to  spy 

Our  neighbour's  feults  with  shafpen'd  eyei 

And  make  his  lightest  failings  known. 

Without  attending  to  our  own. 

The  prude,  in  daily  use  to  vex 

With  groundless  censure  half  the  sex, 

Of  rigid  virtue,  honour  nice, 

And  much  a  foe  to  every  vice. 

Tells  lies  without  remorse  and^hamc,; 

Yet  never  thinks  herself  to  blame. 

A  scriv'ner,  though  afraid  to  kill. 

Yet  scruples  not  to  forge  a  will"; 

Abhors  the  soldiei^s  bloody  feats. 

While  he  as  freely  damns  all  cheats* 

The  reason's  plain,  »tis  not  his  way 

To  lie,  to  cozen  and  betray. 

But  tell  me  if  to  take  by  force. 

Is  not  as  bad  at  least,  or  worse. 

The  pimp  who  owns  it  as  his  trade 

To  poach  for  leichers,  and  be  paid. 

Thinks  himself  honest  in  his  station^ 

But  rails  at  rogiies  that  sell  the  nation : 

Nor  would  he  stoop  in  any  case. 

And  stain  his  honour  for  a  place. 

To  mark  thi8«errofir  of  mankind 

The  tale  which  follows  is  design'dj 

A  flight  of  rooks  one  harvest  mom 
Had  stopt  upon  a  field  of  com, 
Just  when  a  kite,  as  authors  say, 
Was  passing  on  the  wing  that  wayj 
His  honest  heart  was  fiU'd  wiUi  pam. 
To  see  the  former  lose  his  grain. 
So  lighting  gently  on  a  shock 

I"  He  thus  the  foragers  bespoke. 
«•  Believe  me,  sirs,  you»re  much  to  Wam^ 
TIs  stiange  that  neither  fear  nor  shame 
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Can  keep  yoa  froin  your  usual  way 

Of  stealth,  aod  pHPring  ev»ry  day. 

No  Kooer  has  th*  industrious  swain 

His  field  turo'd  up  and  sow*d  the  gndn, 

But  ye  oome  flocking  on  the  wing, 

Prcpar'd  to  snatch  it  ere  it  spring : 

And  after  all  his  toil  and  care 

leave  every  furrow  spoiPd  and  bare: 

If  aaght  escai>es  your  greedy  bills, 

Which  Durs'd  by  summer  grows  and  fflfs, 

Tis  still  your  prey :  and  though  ye  know 

No  rook  did  ever  till  or  sow. 

Ye  boldly  reap,  without  regard 

To  justice,  industry's  reward, 

And  use  it  freely  as  your  own, 

Though  men  aiid  cattle  sbouM  get  torn, 

I  never  did  in  any  case 

Descend  to  practises  so  base; 

Though  stung  with  hunger's  sharpest  pmn, 

I  still  have  soom'fl  to  touch  a  grain. 

Even  when  I  had  it  in  my  pow*r. 

To  do  »t  with  safety  every  hour : 

For,  trust  me,  nought  that  can  be  gained 

If  worth  a  character  un^lnM.*' 

Thus  with  a  &ce  austerely  grave 
Harangued  the  hypocrite  and  knave  i 
And  answeripg  from  amidst  the  flock 
A  rook  with  indignation  spoke. 

"  What  has  been  said  is  strictly  tme^ 
Yet  comes  not  decently  from  you ; 
For  sure  it  indicates  a  milqd 
From  selfish  passons  more  than  blind. 
To  miss  your  greater  (arimes,  and  qodte 
Chir  lighter  failings  thus  by  rote. 
1  must  confess  we  wrong  the  swador 
Too  oft  by  pilfring  of  his  grain : 
But  is  our  guilt  like  yours,  I  pray. 
Who  rob  and  murder  every  day  ? 
No  harmless  bird  canmoui^t  theskiei 
But  you  attack  him  as  be  flies ; 
And  when  at  eve  he  lights  to  rest. 
You  stoop  and  snatch  him  from  his  netC* 
The  husbandman  who  seems  to  share 
ite  large  a  portion  of  yourcare. 
Say,  is  he  ever  off  his  guard. 
While  you  are  hov'ring  o'er  the  yard  } 
He  knows  too  well  your  usual  tricks. 
Your  ancient  spite  to  tender  chicks, 
And  that  yon,  like  a  felon,  watch 
For  something  to  surprise  and  snatch,**^ 

At  this  rebuke  so  just,  the  kite 
Surprised,  abashed,  and  silenc'd  quite. 
And  prov*d  a  villain  to  his  face, 
Straight  soar'd  aloft  and  left  the  plaM. 


TEE  MUSE  AND  THE  SHEPHERD. 

Lbt  every  bard  who  seeks  applause 
Be  true  to  virtue  and  her  cause. 
Nor  ever  try  to  raise  his  fisme  ' 
By  praising  that  which  merits  blame  i 
The  vain  attempt  he  needs  most  rue. 
For  disappointment  will  ensue. 
Virtue  with  her  superior  charms 
Bxalts  the  poet's  soul  and  warms. 
His  taste  refines,  his  genius  fires, 
like  Phcebos  and  the  Nine  inspires  ; 


While  vice.  Chough  Meoihigly  ajypidf'l^ 
Is  coldly  flattered,  never  krv'd. 

Palemon  once  a  story  told. 
Which  by  odiijecture  must  be  old  : 
I  hare  a  kind  of  hulf  conviction 
That  at  the  best  'tis  bat  a  fiction  | 
But  taken  right  and  understood. 
The  moral  certainly  is  good. 

A  shepherd  swain  was  wont  to  slilf 
The  infant  beauties  of  the  spring, 
The  bloom  Of  summer,  whiter  hoar. 
The  autumn  rich  in  various  store ; 
And  prais'd  in  numbers  strong  and  dear 
The  Ruler  of  the  changeful  year. 
To  human  themes  he'd  next  des<!end. 
The  shepherd's  harmless  life  oommeuf. 
And  prove  him  happier  than  the  gttM 
With  all  their  pageantry  and  state: 
Who  oft  for  pleasure  and  for  wealth. 
Exchange  their  innocence  ttnd  heillth  | 
The  Muses  listen'd  to  his  lays 
And  crown'd  him  as  be  sung  with  ba^ 
Euterpe,  goddess  of  the  lyre, 
A  harp  bestow'd  with  golden  wire : 
Aiid  oft  wou'd  teadh  him  how  to  sing. 
Or  touch  with  art  the  tremblitfg  fltitH(|^ 
His  fame  o'er  all  the  mountains  flew. 
And  to  his  cot  the  shepherds  drew ; 
They  heard  his  music  with  delight. 
Whole  summer  days  from  mom  to  niglitir 
Nor  did  they  ^er  think  him  l«ng. 
Such  was  the  magic  ef  his  song : 
Some  rural  present  each  prepar'd^ 
His  skill  to  honour  and  reward ; 
A  flute,  a  sheep-hook,  or  a  lamb 
Or  kidliug  foUow'd  by  its  dam : 
For  bards  it  seems  in  eariier  days. 
Got  something  more  than  empty  praisat 
All  this  ooatinu'd  for  a  while. 
But  soon  our  songster  chang'd  his  styles 
Infected  with  the  common  itch. 
His  gains  to  double  and  grow  rich : 
Or  fondly  seeking  new  applause. 
Or  this  or  t'other  was  the  cause ; 
One  thing  is  certain,  that  his  rhyme* 
Grew  more  obsequious  to  the  times, 
r^s  stifi'and'fbtinal,  altered  quite 
To  what  a  courtier  calls  polite. 
Whoe'er  grew  rich,  by  right  or  wrong. 
Became  the  hero  of  a  song : 
No  nymph  or  shepherdess  could  wed. 
But  he  must  sing  the  nuptial  bed. 
And  still  WHS  ready  to  recite 
The  secret  transports  of  the  night. 
In  strains  too  luscious  for  the  ear 
Of  sober  chastity  to  bear. 
Astonish'd  at  a  change  so  great. 
No  more  the  shepherds  sought  lus  satt^ 
But  in  their  place,  a  homed  crowd 
Of  satyrs  flock  >l  from  every  wood. 
Drawn  by  the  magic  ef  his  lay. 
To  dance,  to  frolic,  sport  and  pb^v 
The  goddess  of  the  Yyte  disdain'd 
To  see  her  sacred  gift  profan'd. 
And  gliding  swiftly  to  the  phice. 
With  indignation  in  her  face, 
The  trembling  shepherd  thus  addreai^^ 
In  awful  majesty  confess'd. 

1'*  Thou  wretched  fool,  that  hittp  Hliig%( 
For  know  it  is  m  tongartlatae; 
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ft  vM  not  gfTcn  joa  to  intpirt 
A  herd  like  this  with  loose  desire, 
Kor  to  assist  that  venal  praise 
Which  vice  may  purchase,  if  it  pays : 
Sudi  offices  my  iyn  disgrace ; 
Here  uke  this  ba/(-pipe  io  iu  place* 
*Tis  fitter  far,  believe  it  true, 
fioth  for  these  miscreants  and  you*" 
The  swain  dismay'd,  without  a  vocd^ 
Submitted,  and  the  harp  restored* 


THE  GRASSHOPPER  AND  THE 
GLOJTfFORM. 

Wbeh  ignoiasce  possess'd  the  schools. 

And  reiguM  by  Aristotle*s  rules. 

Ere  Veruiam,  like  dawning  light. 

Rose  to  dispel  the  Gothic  night: 

A  man  was  taught  to  shut  his  eyes. 

And  grow  abstracted  to  be  wise. 

Nature's  broad  volume  fiiirly  spread. 

Where  all  true  science  might  be  read 

The  wisdom  of  th'  Eternal  Mind, 

I>eclar'd  and  publish'd  to  mankind. 

Was  quite  neglected,  for  the  whims 

Of  mortals  and  their  airy  dreams  i 

By  narrow  principles  and  few,  * 

By  hasty  maxims,  oft  untrue, 

By  words  and  phrases  ill-defin'd, 

Evasive  truth  they  hop'd  to  bind; 

Which  still  escaped  them,  and  the  elvea 

At  last  caught  nothing  but  themselves. 
Nor  is  this  folly  modem  quite, 
Tis  ancient  too:  the  Stagirite 
Improv'd  at  first,  and  taught  his  school 
By  rules  of  art  to  play  the  fool. 
EVn  Plato,  from  example  bad. 
Would  oft  turn  8ot>hist  and  run  mad ; 
Make  Socrates  himself  discourse 
like  Clarke  and  Leibnitz,  oft-times  worse  | 
'Bout  quirks  and  subtilties  contending. 
Beyond  all  human  comprehending. 
From  some  strange  bias  men  pursue 
False  knowledge  still  in  place  of  true, 
BuMd  airy  systems  of  their  own. 
This  moment  raised,  the  next  pall'd  down  ; 
While  few.  attempt  to  catch  those  ra3^ 
Of  truth  which  nature  still  displays 
Throughout  the  universal  plan, 
From  moss  and  mushrooms  up  to  man. 
This  sure  were  better,  but  we  hate 
To  borrow  when  we  can  create; 
And  therefore  stupidly  prefer. 
Our  own  conceits,  by  which  we  err, 
To  all  the  wisdom  to  be  gain 'd 
From  nature  and  her  laws  explainM. 
One  ev*ning  when  the  Sun  was  set, 
A  grasshopper  and  glowworm  met 
Upon  a  hiUock  in  a  dale. 
As  Mab  the  fairy  tells  the  tale. 
Vam  and  conceited  of  his  spark. 
Which  brighten'd  as  the  night  grew  darir. 
The  shining  reptile  sweli'd  with  pride 
To  see  his  rays  on  every  side, 
Mark'd.by  a  circle  on  ibc  ground 
Of  livid  light  some  inches  round. 

Qnoth  he,  **  If  glowworms  never  shone, 
Tf  lifht  the  £arth  wben  day  b  gone^ 


In  spite  of  an  the  stars  that  hum. 

Primeval  darkness  wou*d  return: 

They're  less  and  dimmer,  one  may  see^ 

Besides  much  farther  off  than  we ; 

And  therefore  thro*  a  long  descent 

Their  light  is  scattered  quite  and  spent : 

While  ours,  compacter  and  at  band. 

Keeps  night  and  darkness  at  a  stand, 
i  Oifi'usM  around  in  many  a  ray, 

Whose  brightness  emulates  the  day.*' 
This  pfiss'd  and  more  without  dispute^ 

The  patient  grasshopper  was  mute: 

But  soon  the  east  began  to  glow 

With  light  appearing  from  below. 

And  level  from  the  ocean*»  streams 

The  MooT\  emerging  shot  her  beams. 

To  gjld  the  mountains  and  the  woods; 

And  shake  and  glitter  on  the  floods. 

The  glowworm,  when  he  found  his  light 

Grow  pale  and  faint  and  vanish  quite 

Before  the  Moon's  prevailing  ray. 

Began  his  envy  to  display. 
*<That  globe,*'  quoth  he,  "which  seems  so  fair. 

Which  brightens  ml  the  Earth  and  air. 

And  send^  its  beams  so  far  abroad, 

Is  nought,  believe  me,  but  a  clofl  ; 

A  thing  which,  if  the  Sun  were  gone, 

Has  no  more  light^inH  than  a  stone. 

Subsisting  mei^y  by  supplies 

From  Phflsbus  in  the  nether  skies: 

My  light  indeed,  I  must  confess. 

On  some  occasions  will  be  less; 

But  spite  itself  will  hardly  say 

Pm  debtor  for  a  single  ray; 
*T1s  all  my  own,  and  on  the  score 
Of  merit,  mounts  to  ten  times  more 
Thau  any  plaQet  can  demand 

For  light  dispens'd  at  second  hand." 

To  hear  the  paltry  insect  boast. 
The  grasshopper  all  patience  lost. 

Quoth  he,  "  My  friend,  it  may  be  so, 
The  Moon  with  borrow'd  light  may  glow'^ 
That  your  faint  glimmering  Is  your  own, 
I  think,  is  question^  yet  by  none : 
But  sure  the  office  to  collect 
The  solar  brightness  and  reffect. 
To  catch  those  rays  that  wou'd  be  spent 
Quite  useless  in  the  firmament. 
And  turn  them  downwards  on  the  shad* 
Which  absence  of  the  Sun  has  made. 
Amounts  to  more  in  point  of  merit 
Than  all  your  tribe  did  e'er  inherit : 
Oft  by  that  planet's  friendly  ray 
The  midoirht  traveler  finds  his  way; 
Safe  by  the  flavour  of  her  beams, 
'Midst  precipices,  lakes  and  streams  ;     ' 
While  you  mislead  him,  audyouriightt 
Seen  like  a  cottage-l^mp  by  night. 
With  hopes  to  find  a  safe  retreat. 
Allures  and  tempts  him  to  bis  fates 
As  this  is  8^3^  I  needs  must  call 
The  merit  of  your  light  but  small : 
You  need  not  Ixast  on 't  though  your  oWn^ 
*Tis  ligiit  indeed,  but  worse  than  none  ; 
Unlike  to  what  the  M«)on  supplies. 
Which  you  call  borrow'd,  and  despise,'* 
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TBE  JPJS,  THE  PARROT,  AND  THE 
JjiCKDAfF. 

I  BOLD  it  rasb  at  any  time 

To  deal  with  fools  disposM  to  rhyme  ; 

Dissuasive  arguments  provoke 

Their  uimest rage  as  soon  as  spoke: 

Enconrage  them,  and  for  a  day 

Or  two  you*  re  safe  by  giving  way ; 

But  when  they  find  themselves  betray'd. 

On  you  at  last  the  blame  is  laid. 

They  hate  and  soom  you  as  a  traitor, 

The  common  lot  of  those  who  flatter: 

But  can  a  scribbler,  sir,  be  shunn'd }  * 

What  will  you  do  when  teasM  and  dunnM  ? 

When  watched,  and  caught,  and  closely  press'd. 

When  complimented  and  caressM, 

When  Bavins  greets  you  with  a  bow, 

'*  Sir,  please  to  read  a  line  or  two  ;" 

If  you  approve  and  say  they're  clever, 

*i  You  make  me  happy,  sir,  for  ever." 

What  can  be  done  ?  the  case  is  plain. 

No  methods  of  escape  remain  : 

You*re  fairly  noos*d,  anc]  must  consent 

To  bear,  what  nothing  can  prevent, 

A  coxcomb's  anger ;  and  youg  fate 

Will  be  to  suffer  soon  or  late. 

An  ape  that  was  the  sole  delight 
Of  an  old  woman  day  and  night. 
Indulged  at  table  and  in  bed, 
Attended  like  a  child  and  fed : 
Who  knew  each  trick,  and  twenty  more 
Than  ever  monkey  play'd  before. 
At  last  grew  frantic  and  wou'd  try, 
In  spite  of  nature's  laws,  to  fly. 
Oft  from  the  window  wou'd  he  view 
The  passing  swallows  as  they  flew. 
Observe  them  fluttering  round  the  walls. 
Or  gliding  o'er  the  smooth  canals : 
He  too  must  fly,  and  cope  with  these; 
For  this  and  nothing  else  wou'd  please : 
Oft  thinking  from  the  window's  height. 
Three  stories  down  to  take  his  flight : 
He  still  was  something  loth  to  venture. 
As  tencKng  strongly  to  the  centre : 
And  knowingthat  the  least  mistake 
Might  cost  a  limb,  perhaps  his  neck. 
'  Tlie  case  you'll  own  was  something  nice  ; 
He  thought  it  best  to  ask  advice  ; 
And  to  the  parrot  straight  applying, 
Allow'd  to  be  a  judge  of  flying. 
He  thus  bei^n :  '*  You'll  think  me  rade, 
Forgive  m&if  I  do  intrude. 
For  you  alone  my  doubts  can  clear 
In  something  that  concerns  me  near : 
Do  you  imagine,  if  I  try,     . 
That  I  shall  e'er  attain  to  fly  ? 
The  project's  whimsical,  no  doubt. 
But  ere  you  censure  hear  me  out : 
Thai  liberty's  our  greatest  blessing 
You  '11  grant  me  without  fecther  pressing ; 
To  live  confin'd,  'tis  plain  and  clear. 
Is  something  very  hard  to  bear: 
This  you  must  know,  who  for  an  age 
Have  been  kept  pris'ner  in  a  cage, 
Deny'd  the  privilege  to  soar 
With  boundless  freedom  as  before. 
I  have,  'tis  true,  much  greater  scope 
Than  you  my  friend,  can  ever  hope  ; 


I  traverse  all  the  house  and  play 

My  tricks  and  gambols  ev'ry  day  9 

Oft  with  my  mistress  in  achair 

1  ride  abroad  to  take  the  air; 

Make  visits  with  her,  walk  at  large, 

A  maid  or  footman's  constant  charge^ 

Yet  this  is  nothing,  for  I  find 

Myself  still  hamper'd  and  confin'd  ; 

A  grov 'ling  thing  :  I  fiiin  would  rise 

Alwve  the  Earth  and  moant  the  skies  1 

The  meanest  birds,  and  insects  too^ 

This  feat  with  greatest  ease  can  da 

To  that  gay  creature  turn  about 

That's  beating  on  the  pane  without ; 

Ten  days  ago,  perhaps  but  five, 

A  worm,  it  scarcely  seem'd  alive: 

By  threads  suspended,  tough  and  smelly 

'Midst  dusty  cobwebs  on  a  wall; 

Nowdress'din  all  the  diflPrent-dyes 

That  vary  in  the  ev'ning  skies, 

He  soars  at  large,  and  00  the  wing 

Enjoys  with  freedom  all  the  spring; 

Skims  the  finesh  lakes,  and  rising  seee    ' 

Beneath  him  ftir  the  loftiest  trees ; 

And  when  he  rests,  he  makes  his  bow'r 

The  cup  of  some  delicious  flow'r. 

Shall  creature^  so  obscurely  bred, 

On  mere  corruption  nurs'd  and  fed, 

A  glorious  privilege  obtain. 

Which  I  can  never  hope  to  gain? 

Shall  I,  like  man's  imperial  race 

In  manners,  customs,  shape  and  face. 

Expert  in  all  ingenious  tricks. 

To  tumble,  dance,  and  leap  o*er  sticks ; 

Who  know  to  sooth  and  coax  my  betten^ 

And  match  a'  beau,  at  least  in  letters  ; 

Shall  I  despair,  and  never  try 

(What  meanest  insects  can)  to  fly  ? 

Say,  mayn't  I  without  dread  or  care 

At  once  commit  me  to  the  air, 

And  not  fall  down  and  break  my  bonet 

Upon  those  hard  and  flinty  stones  ? 

Say,  if  to  stir  my  limbs  before 

Will  make  me  glide  along  or  soar  ? 

All  things  they  say  are  leam'd  by  trying  j^ 

No  doubt  it  is  the  same  with  flying,  » 

I  wait  your  judgment  with  respect. 

And  shall  proc^d  as  you  direct" 

Poor  Poll,  with  gen'rous  pity  mov'dy 
The  Ape'ft  fond  rashness  thus  reprov'd  ; 
For,  though  instructed  by  mankind. 
Her  tongue  to  candour  still  inclin*d. 

"  My  friend,  the  privil^e  to  rise 
Above  the  EarUi  and  mount  the  skies. 
Is  glorious  sure,  and  'tis  my  fate 
To  feet  the  want  on't  with  regret ; 
A  pris'ner  to  a  cage  confin'd. 
Though  wing'd  and  of  the  flying  kind. 
With  you  the  case  is  not  the  same. 
You  're  quite  terrestrial  by  your  framej^ 
And  shou'd  be  perfectly  content 
With  your  peculiar  element : 
You  have  no  wings,  I  pray  reflect^ 
To  lift  you  and  your  conne  direct ; 
Those  arms  of  yonrswill  never  do, 
Not  twenty  in  the  place  of  two ; 
They  ne'er  can  lift  you  from  the  ground. 
For  broad  and  long,  they're  thick  add  round  ; 
And  therefore  if  you  choose  the  way. 
To  leap  the  window,  as  you  say. 
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*nt  ontam  that  yw*\\  be  the  jest 
Of  every  insect,  bird  uid  beast, 
Vilkea  you  lie  battec'd  by  your  foil 
Just  at  the  bottom  of  the  wall. 
Ee  prodent  then,  improve  the  pow'rs 
MThich  nature  gives  in  place  of  ours.     ^ 
You'll  find  them  readily  conduce 
At  oooe  to  pleasure  jindto  use. 
But  airy  vhims  and  crotchets  lead 
T6 certain  loss,  and  ne'er  succeed: 
As  Iblks,  though  inly  vea'd  and  teas'd. 
Will  oh  seem  sativfyd  and  pleas*d.» 

The  ape  approved  of  every  word, 
At  this  time  utter'd  by  the  bird: 
But  nothing  in  opinion  chang'd, 
ThoQght  only  bow  to  be  reveng'd. 
It  happened  when  the  day  was  fiur. 
That  PoU  was  set  to  take  the  air. 
Just  where  the  monkey  oft  sat  goring 
About  experiments  in  soiiring : 
Dissembling  his  contempt  and  rage^ 
He  stept  up  softly  to  thecage, . 
And  with  a  sly  maliciods  grin, 
AocostH  thus  the  bird  within. 

**  Tou  say,  I  am  not  form'd  for  flight ; 
In  this  yon  certainly  are  right; 
*Tis  veryplaiii  upon  reflection, 
But  to  yoimelf  there's  noobjectioB, 
Since  flyiqg  is  the  very  trade 
For  which  the  winged  race  is  made ; 
Aad  therefore  for  our  mutual  sport, 
ril  make  you  fly^you  can't  be  hurt" 
With  jbhat  he  slyly  slipt  the  string 
Which  held  the  cage  up  by  the  ring. 
In  vain  the  parrot  begg'd  and  pray'd, 
No  word  was  minded  that  she  said ; 
'Down  went  the  cage,  and  on  the  ground 
Bruis'd  and  half-dead  poor  Poll  was  found. 
Pug  who  for  some  time  had  attended 
To  that  alone  which  now  was  ended. 
Again  had  leisure  to  pursue 
The  project  he  had  flrst  in  view. 

Qtioth  he,  **  A  person  if  he's  wise 
Will  only  with  bis  friends  advise, 
They  know  his  temper  and  his  parts. 
And  have  his  interest  near  their  hearts. 
In  matters  which  he  should  forbear. 
They  'II  liold  him  back  with  prudent  care. 
But  never  from  an  envious  spirit 
Boibid  him  to  display  his  merit; 
Or  judging  wrong,  firam  spleen  and  hate 
His  talents  slight  or.  underrate : 
I  acted  sure  with  small  reflectkA 
In  asking  counsel  and  direction   -     - 
From  a  sly  minion  whom  I  know 
To  be  my  rival  and  my  foe : 
One  who  will  constantly  endeavour 
To  hurt  me  in  our  lady's  favour. 
And  watch  and  plot  to  keep  me  down, 
Tnm.  obvious  idtarests  of  her  own : 
But  on  the  top  of  that  old  tow'r 
An  honest  daw  has  made  his  bow'r ; 
A  foithful  friend  whom  one  may  trust. 
My  debtor  too  for  many  a  crust ; 
Which  in  the  window  oft  1  lay 
For  him  to  come  and  take  away : 
From  gratitude  no  doubt  he'll  give 
Such  counsel  as  I  may  receive ; 
Well  back*d  with  reasons  strong  and  pinm 
To  puib  me  forward  or  rettnia" 


One  monyng  when  the  daw  appeai'd* 
The  project  was  pro{>os'd  and  heard : 
And  though  the  bird  was  much  surprii'd 
To  find  friend  Pug  so  ill  advis'd, 
He  ratber  chose  that  he  shou'd  try 
At  his  own  proper  risk  to  fly, 
Tbanbaxanl,  in  a  case  so  nice. 
To  shock  him  by  too  free  advice. 

Quoth  he,  "  Cm  certain  that  you'll  find 
Xhe  prcgect  answer  to  your  mind; 
Without  suspicion,  dread  or  care. 
At  once  commit  3rou  to  the  air ; 
You  'II  soar  aloft,  or,  if  you  please. 
Proceed  straight  forwards  at  your  easet 
The  whole  depends  on  resolution* 
Which  you  possess  from  oodstitution  ; 
And  if  you  follow  as  I  lead, 
'Tis  past  a  doubt  you  must  succeed." 

So  saying,  from  the  turret's  height 
The  Jack-daw  shot  with  downward  flighty 
And  on  the  edge  of  a  canal. 
Some  fifty  paces  from  the  wall, 
'Lighted  obsequious  to  attend 
The  monkey  when  he  should  descend  t 
But  he,  altho*  he  had  believ'd 
The  flatterer  and  wasdeceiv'd. 
Felt  some  misgivings  at  his  heart 
In  venturing  on  so  new  an  art : 
But  yet  at  last,  'tween  hope  and  fear. 
Himself  he  trusted  to  the  air  ; 
But  far'd  like  him  whom  poets  mention 
With  J3edalus'8  old  invention  : 
Directly  downwards  on  his  head 
He  fell,  and  ky  an  boor  for  dead. 
The  various  creatures  iu  the  place. 
Had  dift'rent  thoughts  upon  the  case^ 
From  some  his  fate  compassion  drew. 
But  those  I  must  confess  were  fisw ; 
The  rest  este^tn'd  him  rightly  serv'd. 
And  in  the  mannei'he  descrv'd. 
For  playing  trick%  beyond  his  sphere. 
Nor  thought  the  punishment  severe. 
They  gather'd  round  him  as  be  lay, 
And  jeer'd  him  when  he  limp'd  away* 

Pug,  disappointed  thus  and  hurt. 
And  grown  besides  the  public  sport. 
Found  all  his  different  passions  changi 
At  once  to  fury  and  revenge :  ' 

The  daw  'twas  useless  to  pursue  ; 
His  helpless  brood,  as  next  in  view. 
With  unrelenting  paws  he  seiz'd. 
One's  neck  he  wrung,  another  squeez'df 
Till  of  th^  number  four  or  five. 
No  single  bird  was  left  alive. 

Thuscopnsellors,  in  all  regards 
Though  difierent,  meet  with  likereward^ 
The  story  shows  the  certain  fete 
Of  every  mortal  soon  or  late. 
Whose  evil  genius  for  his  crimes 
Connects  with  any  fop  that  rhymes. 


THE  BOY  AND  THE  RAINBOW. 

Dbclaib,  ye  sages,  if  ye  find 
'Mongst  animals  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Of  each  condition,  sort,  and  size. 
From  whales  and  elephants  to  flies^ 
A  creature  that  mistakes  his  plan. 
And  errs  19  oonitantly  as  man ) 
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Each  kind  pursues  bis  proper  good. 
And  seeks  for  pleasure,  rest,  and  food. 
As  nature  points,  and  never  errs 
In  what  it  chooses  and  prefers; 
Man  only  blunders,  though  possest 
Of  talents  far  above  the  rest 

Descend  to  instances  and  try;' 
An  ox  nill  scarce  attempt  to  fly. 
Or  leave  his  pasture  in  the  wood. 
With  fishes  to  exploie  the  flood. 
Man  only  acts,  of  every  creaUure^ 
In  opposition  to  his  nature. 
The  happiness  of  human  kind. 
Consists  in  rectitude  of  mind, 
A  will  suhdu'd  to  reason's  sway, 
•  And  passions  practised  to  obey  ; 
An  open  and  a  gen'rous  heart, 
Kefin'd  from  selfishness  and  art ; 
Patience  which  mocks- at  fortune's  pow'rf 
And  wisdom  never  sad  nor  sour : 
In  these  consist  our  proper  bliss-j 
£lse  Plato  reasons  much  amiss: 
But  foolish  mortals  still  pursue 
False  happiness  in  place  of  true  ; 
Ambition  serves  us  for  a  guide. 
Or  lust,  or  avarice,  or  pride  ; 
While  reason  no  assent  can  gain. 
And  revelation  warns  in  vain« 
Hence  through  our  lives,  in  every  rt«g«, 
Vh)m  infancy  itself  to  age, 
A  happiness  we  toil  to  find. 
Which  still  avoids  us  like  the  wind  ; 
Ev*n  when  we  think  the  prize  our  own. 
At  once 'tis  vanish'd,  lost,  and  gone. 
YouMl  ask  me  why  I  thus  reheane 
All  Epictetus  in  my  verse, 
And  if  1  fondly  hope  to  please 
With  dry  reflections  such  as  these. 
So  trite,  so  backney'd,  and  so  stale  ^ 
I'll  take  the  hint  and  tell  a  tale. 
One  ev'ning  as  a  simple  swain 
His  flock  attended  on  the  plain. 
The  shining  bow  be  chanc'd  to  spy. 
Which  warns  us  when  a  show'r  is  nigh  ; 
With  brightest  rays  it  seem'd  to  glow. 
Its  distance  eighty  yards  or  so. 
This  bumpkin  had  it  seems  been  told 
The  story  of  the  cup  of  gold. 
Which  Fame  reports  is  to  be  found 
Just  where  the  rainbow  meets  the  ground : 
He  therefore  felt  a  sudden  itch 
To  seize  the  goblet  and  be  rich ; 
Hoping,  (yet  hopes  are  oft  but  vain) : 
Ko  more  to  toil  through  wind  and  rain. 
But  sit  indulging  by  the  fire, 
'Midst  ease  and  plenty,  like  a  'squire : 
He  mark'd  the  very  spot  of  land 
On  which  the  rainbow  seem'd  to  standi 
And  steppmg  forwards  at  his  leisure 
Expected  to  have  found  the  treasure. 
But  as  he  mov'd,  the  coloured  ray 
Still  chang'd  its  place  and  slipt  away, 
Aa  seeming  his  appvnach  to  shun : 
Prom  walking  he  began  to  run. 
But  all  in  vain,  it  still  withdrew 
As  nimbly  as  he  cou'd  pursue ; 
At  last  through  many  a  bog  and  lake. 
Bough  craggy  mad  and  thorny  brake. 
It  led  the  easy  fool,  till  night 
Appnwch'd,  ibeavaniih'diii  hisiight. 


And  left  him  to  compute  his  i , 

With  nought  but  labour  for  his  painSL 


CELU  jfND  HER  MIRRQBm 
As  there  are  various  sorts  of  niindg,- 
So  friendships  are  of  dilTrent  kinds : 
Some,  constant  when  the  object's  neaiv 
Soon  vainish  if  it  disappear. 
Another'sort,  with  equal  flame. 
In  absence  will  he  still  the  same  : 
Some  folks  a  trifle  will  provoke, 
llieir  weak  attachment  soon  is  bvoke  i 
Some  great  ofiences  only  move 
To  change  in  friendship  or  in  love. 
Afllection,  when  it  has  its  source 
In  things  thatshift  and  change  of  course^ 
As  these  dimintah  and  decay. 
Must  likewise  fade  and  melA  awayb 
But  when  'ti^  of  a  nobler  kind, 
Inspir'd  by  rectitude  of  mind. 
Whatever  accident  arrives. 
It  lives,  and  death  itself  survives ; 
Thoise  diflferent  kinds  reduc'd  to  two. 
False  friendship  may  be  call'd,  and  truaw 

In  Celia's  drawing-room  of  late 
Some  female  friends  were  met  to  chat ; 
Where  after  much  discourse  bad  past, 
A  portrait  grew  the  theme  at  last : 
Twas  Celia'syou  must  undentand. 
And  by  a  delebrated  hand. 
Says  one,  <*  That  picture  sure  must  fftrikc^ 
In  all  respects  it  is  so  like  ; 
Your  very  features,  shape  and  air 
Express'd,  believe  me,  to  a  hair: 
The  price  I'm  sure  cou'd  not  be  smal],')U« 
"  Justfifty  guineas  frame  and  all."-*- 
"  That  mirror  there  is  wond'ious  fine,"'Mi 
"  I  own  the  bauble  cost  me  nine ; 
I'm  fairiy  cheated  you  may  swear. 
For  never  was  a  thing  so  dear." — 
*«  pear!"-quoth  the  looking-glfis»-and  spoke^ 
"  Madam,  it  wou'd  a  saint  provoke : 
Must  that  same  gaudy  thing  be  own'd 
A  pennyworth  at  fifty  pound ; 
While  I  at  nine  am  reckon'd  dear, 
•Tis  what  1  never  thought  to  hear. 
Let  both  our  merits  now  be  try'd. 
This  fair  assembly  shall  decide  ; 
And  I  will  prove  it  to  your  face. 
That  you  are  partial  in  the  case. 
I  give  a  likeness  far  more  true 
llian  any  artist  ever  drew : 
And  what  is  vastly  more,  expresi 
Your  whole  variety  of  dress: 
From  mom  to  noon,  from  noon  to  night, 
I  watch  each  chaijge  and  paint  it  right; 
Besides  Pm  mistress  of  the  art. 
Which  conquers  and  secui^  a  heart. 
I  trach  you  how  to  use  those  aims, 
1  hat  vary  and  assist  your  charms. 
And  in  the  triumphs  of  the  fair. 
Claim  half  the  merit  for  my  share : 
So  when  the  truth  is  fairiy  tdd, 
I'm  worth  at  least  my  weight  in  gold; 
But  that  vain  thing  of  which  you  speak 

J  Becomes  quite  useless  in  a  week. 
For,  though  it  had  no  other  vioe^ 
'lis  out  of  faabioD  k  a  trice  5 
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The  cap  ill  changed,  thecloke,  the  sown  j 
It  must  DO  Umfier  stay  in  town ; 
But  ($oes  inooune  to  hide  awaU 
With  others  in  your  coontry-halL" 

l*bo  mirror  thus : — tbe  nymph  Teply*4« 
"  Your  merit  cannot  be  deny'd: 
The  portrait  too,  i  must  confess. 
Id  sooie  respects  has  vastly  less* 
But  you  youcself  will  ireely  grant 
That  it  has  virtues  which  you  want* 
Tis  certain  that  you  can  express 
Jf  y  shape,,  way:  feAiures,  and  my  dresi^ 
Kot  just  as  well,  but  better  too 
llian  Kueller  once  or  Ramsay  now. 
Bat  that«uDe  imag«  in  your  heart 
Which  thus  excels  the  painter's  art» 
The  shortest  absence  can  defisce, 
.ADd  put  a  monkey's  in  its  place: 
That  other  which  the  canvas  beao, 
UuchaDg'd  and  ooDstant,  lasts  for  year% 
Wott'd  keep  iU  lustre  and  its  bloom 
Though  it  were  here  and  I  at  Borne. 
Wheo  age  and  sickness  shall  invade 
Those  youthftii  charms  and  make  them  £ul0|^ 
You'll  soon  perceive  it,  ^and  reveal 
What  partial  friendship  shou'd  conceal: 
Yoofll  tell  me,  in  your  usual  way. 
Of  forrow'd  cheeks  and  locks  grown  gimy  i 
Your  gen'rous  rival,  not  so  cold. 
Will  ne*er sugge^  that  1 1^  ok!; 
Kor  mark  when  time  and  slow  diMace 
Have  stol'n  the  gfapea  wont  to  pl«ase| 
But  keen'  ay  inage  to  be  teen 
Id  the  ftill  blossom  of  sisfitaeii : 
Bestowing  iiredy  all  the  pmise 
I  merited  in  ^eier  days. 
You  will  (when  1  am  tum'dto  dos^ 
For  beauties  die,  aaallthmgs  ouist» 
And  you  remember  but  by  seeing} 
Furget  that  e*er  i  had  a  bting : 
But  in  that  picture  I  shaH  live, 
Ally  charms  shall  death  itself  sui^vi^ 
And  figiis'd  by  the  pencil  there 
Tell  that  your  mistress  once  was  fair. 
Weigh  each  advantage  and  defect. 
The  portrait  merits  nM)6t  respect: 
Your  qualities  would  reoommend 
A  servant  rather  than  a  friend; 
But  service  sure,  in  every  case. 
To  friendship  yields  the  higher  place.* 


THE  FISHERMEN. 

iMITATXn  FEOM  TilBOCKlTVfc 

Brail  the  sagos 'tis  conlbst 
That  hope  when  moderate  is  best: 
Bntwhen  iiidolg'd  beyond  due  measui% 
It  yiekls  a  vain  deceitful  pleasure, 
Which  cheats  the  sinqde,  and  betiayi 
To  mischief  in  a  thousand  wasrs : 
Jost  hope  assists  in  all  our  loils» 
The  wheels  of  industry  it  oils ;    . 
In  great  attempts  the  bosom  fires. 
And  zeal  and  constancy  inipires. 
False  hope,  like  a  deoeitAil  dreani» 
Rests  on  some  visionary  scheme^ 
And  keeps  us  idle  to  our  loss, 
FiiBhanted  with  our  hasfb  acroiiw 


A  tale  an  ancient  bard  Iuls  told 
Of  two  poor  fishermen  of  old, 
Tbeir  names  were  (lest  I  should  forget 
And  put  the  reader  in  a  pet. 
Lest  critics  too  shou'd  make  a  pother) 
The  one  Asphelio,  Gripus  t'otbec 
The  men  were  very  poor,  their  trade 
Cou'd  scarce  afford  tbem  daily  bread: 
Though  ply'd  with  industry  and  care 
Through  the'whole  season,  foul  and  fiub 
Upon  a  rock  their  cottage  stood. 
On  all  sides  bounded  by  the  flood : 
It  was  a  miserable  seat, 
LilLe  cold  and  hunger's  worst  retreat : 
And  yet  it  serv'd  them  both  for  life. 
As  neither  cou'd  maintain  a  wife ; 
Two  walls  were  rock,  and  two  were  sand, 
Ramm'd  up  with  stakes  and  made  to  stamL 
A  roof  hung  threat'ning  o'er  their  heads 
Of  boards  half.rotten,  thatchM  with  xoedik 
And  as  no  thief  e'er  touch'd  tbeir  store, 
A  hurdle  serv*d  them  for  a  door.  • 
Their  beds  were  leaves  ;  against  the  wall 
A  sail  hung  drying,  yard  and  alL 
On  one  skle  lay  aii  old  patch'd  whenjr 
like  Charon's  on  the  Stygian  ferry  & 
On  t'  other,  baskets  and  a  net. 
With  sea-weed  ibul  and  always  wet» 
These  sorry  instruments  of  tradn 
Were  all  the  furniture  they  had: 
For  they  had  neither  spit  nor  pot« 
Unless  my  author  has  forgot. 

Once,  some  few  hours  ere  break  of  day^ 
As  in  their  hut  our  hshers  lay, 
llie  one  awak'd  and  wak'd  his  ndghboui^ 
That  both  might  ply  their  daily  labour^ 
For  cold  and  bui^ser  are  confeat 
No  frieials  to  in^olnnoe  or  vest. 

*'  Friend,"  qqoth  t^o  drowsy  swain,  mA  I 
*'  What  you  have  d(»v  has  hurt  im»  mora 
Than  all  your  servioa  can  repay 
For  years  to  c^e  by  night  and  day; 
You've  broke— the  thought  on't  makes  me  i 
Hie  finest  dream  that  e^es  I  had."  [prove 

Quoth  Gripus:  **  Friend    yoQrs|itechwou'4l 
You  mad  indeed,  or  else  in  love; 
For  dreams  shou'd  weigh  but  light  viththcpa 
Who  feel  the  want  of  food  awl  ctothcts 
1  guess,  though  siapie  and  untaught. 
You  dream'd  about  a  lucky  draughty 
Or  money  found  by  chance:  they  say. 
That  hungry  foxes  dream  of  peey.>* 

<*  You're  wond'rous  shrewd,  upon  my  troth,** 
Asphelio  cry'd,  **  and  right  in  both : 
My  dream  had  gold  in't,  as  you  said. 
And  fishing  too,  our  constant  trade; 
And  since  your  gpess  has  hit  so  near. 
In  short  the  whole  on't  you  shall  hear. 

"  Upontheshorelseem'd  to  standi 
My  rod  and  tadde  in  my  hand  ; 
llie  baited  hook  full  oft  I  threw. 
But  still  in  vain,  I  nothing  drew  i 
A  fish  at  last  appeared  to  bite. 
The  cork  div'd  quickly  out  of  sight. 
And  soon  the  dipping  rod  I  foqnd 
With  something  weighty  bent  haif  round  t 
Quoth  I,  *  Good  luck  has  come  at  las^ 
I've  surely  made  a  happy  cast : 
This  fish,  when  in  the  market  fold. 
In  pbu»  ofbiasswilisaUlbri^:* 
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To  bring  It  safe^thin  my  reach 
I'  drew  it  safely  to  the  beach, 
-  But  long  ere  it  had  come  so  near, 
The  water  gleam 'd  with  something  clear ; 
Each  passing  billow  caught  the  blaze, 
And  glitt'ring  shone  with  golden  rays. 
Of  hope  and  expectation  full 
Impatient,  yet  afraid  to  pull. 
To  shore  I  slowly  brought  my  prise, 
A  golden 'fish  of  largest  size : 
*Twas  metal  all  from  head  to  tail. 
Quite  ytiff  and  glitt'ring  ev'ry  scale. 
Thought  I,  *  My  fortune  now  is  made  ; 
*Tis  time  to  quit  the  fishing  trade. 
And  choose  some  other,  where  the  gains 
Are  sure,  and  come  fur  half  the  pains. 
Like  creatures  of  amphibious  nature 
One  hour  on  land  and  three  in  water; 
We  live  'midst  danger,  toil  and  care, 
Yet  never  have  a  groat  to  spare : 
While  others,  not  ezpos'd  to  harm. 
Grow  rich j  though  always  dry  and  wann  ; 
This  treasure  will  suffice,  and  more, 
To  place  me  handsomely  on  shore. 
In  some  ftmig  manor;  now  a  swain*    • 
My  steers  shall  turn  the  furrowed  plain, 
While  on  a  mountain's  grassy  side 
My  flocks  are  past'ring  far  and  wide :    , 
Beside  all  this.  111  have  a  seat 
Convenient,  elegant  and  neat, 
A  house  not  over-gpreat  nor  small,, 
lliree  rooms,  a  kitchen,  and  a  halL 
The  offices  contriv'd  with  care 
And  fitted  to  complete  a  square: 
A  garden  well  laid  out;  a  wife. 
To  double  all  the  joys  of  life ; 
With  children  prati'lmg  at  my  knees^ 
Such  trifles  as  are  sure  to  please. ' 
Those  gay  designs,  and  twenty  more, 
1  hi  my  dream  was  running  o'er. 
While  you,  as  if  you  ow'd  me  spite. 
Broke  in  and  put  them  all  to  flight, 
Blew  the  whole  vision  into  air,    « 
And  left  me  waking  in  despair. 
Qi  late  we  have  been  poorly  fed, 
Last  night  went  supperless  to  bed, 
Yet,  if  I  had  it  in  my  pow'r 
My  dream  to  lengthen  for  an  honr. 
The  pleasure  mounts  to  such  a  sum, 
I'd  fast  for  fifty  yet  to  come. 
Therefore  to  bid  me  rise  is  vain 
ril  wink  and  try  to  dream  again." 

**  If  this,*'  quoth  Oripus,  '*  is  the  way 
You  choose,  I've  nothing  more  to  say  ; 
*Tis  plain  that  dreams  of  wealth  will  serve 
A  person  who  resolves  to  starve; 
But  sure,  to  hug  a  fancy'dcase. 
That  never  did  nor  can  take  place, 
And  for  the  pleasures  it  can  give 
N^ect  the  trade  by  which  we  live. 
Is  madness  in  its  greatest  height. 
Or  I  mistake  the  matter  quite: 
Leave  fuch  vain  fancies  to  the  great, 
For  folly  suits  a  large  estate : 
The  rich  may  safely  deal  in  dreams, 
Bomantic  hopes  and  airy  schemes.  " 
But  yon  and  I,  upon  my  word. 
Such  pastime  cannot  well  afibcd ; 
And  therefore  if  you  would  be  wise. 
Take  my  advace,  for  oitce,  and  riM.*' 


CUPID  AND  THE  SHEPHERD. 

Who  sets  his  heart  on  things  bdow. 

But  little  happiness  shall  know ; 

For  every  objeet  he  pursues 

Will  vex,  deceive  him,  and  abuse; 

While  he  whose  jiopes  and  wishes  rise 

To  endless  bliss  above  the  skies, 

A  true  felicity  shall  gain. 

With  freedom  from  both  care  and  pain. 

He  seeks  what  yields  him  peace  and  rest» 

Both  when  in  prospect  and  possest. 
A  bwain,  whose  flock  had  gone  astray» 

Was  wand 'ring  far  out  of  the  way 

Through  deserts  wild,  and  chanc'd  to  see 

A  stripling  leaning  on  a  tree. 

In  all  things  like  the  human-kind. 

But  that  upon  his  back  behind. 

Two  wings  were  from  his  shooldets  spread 

Of  gold  and  azure  ting'd  with  red  ; 

Their  colour  like  the  evHiing  sky: 

A  goMen  qtriver  grac*d  his  thigh : 

His  bow  unbended  in  his  hand 

He  held, -and  wrote  with  on  the  sand; 

As  one  whom  amnions  cares  pursue. 

In  musing  oft  is  wont  to  do. 

He  started  still  with  sudden  fear. 

As  if  some  danger  had  been  near. 

And  tum'd  on  every  side  to  view 

A  flight  of  birds  that  riMiod  him  flew. 

Whose  presence  seem'd  to  make  him  sad. 

For  all  were  ominoils  and  bad  ; 

The  hawk  was  there,-  th^  type  of  apite. 

The  jealous  owl  that  shuns  the  l^ht, 

The  raven,  whose  prophetic  bill 
Denounces  woe  and  mischief  still  | 

The  vulture  hungry  to  devour. 

Though  gorg'd  and  glutted  ev'ry  hour  ; 

With  these  confui'd  an  ugly  crew 

Of  harpies,  bats,  and  dragons  flew. 

With  talons  arm'd,  and  teeth,  and  stings^ 

The  air  was  darken'd  with  their  wingi. 

The  swain,  though  firighten'd,  yet  drew  near. 

CompeMion  rose  in  place  of  fear  ; 

He  to  the  winged  youth  began,-— 

'*  Say,  are  you  mortal  and  of  map. 

Or  something  of  celestial  birth. 

From  Heaven  descended  to  the  Earth  }** 

"  I  am  not  of  terestrial  kind, '  • 

Quoth  Cupid,  *^  norio  Earth  confin'd  : 

Heav'n  is  my  true  and  proper  sphere. 

My  rest  and  happiness  are  there  t 

Through  all  the  boundless  realms  of  light 

The  phoenix  waits  upon  my  flight,      ' 

With  other  birds  whose  names  are  koowa 

In  that  delightful  place  alone. 

But  when  to  Earth  my  course  I  bend. 

At  once  they  leave  me  and  ascend ; 

And  for  companions,  in  their  stead. 

Those  winged  monsters  there  succeed. 

Who  hov'ring  round  me  night  and  day. 

Expect  and  claim  me  as  their  prey." 

•*  Sir,"  quoth  the  shepherd,  "  if  you'll  trj^ 
Your  arrows  soon  will  make  them  fly  ; 
Or  if  they  brave  them  and  resist. 
My  sling  is  ready  to  assist.  *' 

<*  Incapable  of  wgands  and  paiil*'^ 
Reply'd  the  winged  youth  •fjua^ 
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•  Tliese  foes  onrweafKms  will  defy ; 
Immortal  made,  they  never  die ; 
Bat  live  to  haunt  me  every  where, 
While  I  remain  within  their  sphere." 

"  Sr,"  quoth  the  swain,  "  might  I  advise, 
YoQ  straight  shoa'd  get  above  the  skies : 
It  seems  indeed  your  only  way. 
For  nothhig  here  is  worth  your  stay: 
Beside,  when  foes  like  these  molest, 
YoQ»U  find  but  little  peace  or  rest,'' 


TBE  SWAN  AND  OTBBR  BIRDS. 

Each  candidate  for  public  fome 
fogages  in  a  desp'rate  game : 
His  labour  he  will  find  but  lost. 
Or  less  than  half  repaid  at  mostt 
To  prove  this  point  I  shall  not  choose 
The  arguments  which  Stoics  use  ; 
lliai  human  lUe  is  but  a  dream, 
And  few  things  in  it  what  they  seem : 
That  praise  is  vain  and  little  worth,   . 
An  empty  6auWe,  and  so  forth. 
rUofferone,  but  of  a  kind 
Not  half  so  subtil  and  rcfin'd  ; 
Which,  when  the  rest  are  out  of  sight. 
May  sopietimes  chance  to  have  its  weight. 
The  man  who  sets  his  merits  high 
To  glitter  in  the  public  eye, 
Shou'd  have  defects  but  very  small. 
Or  strictly  speaking,  none  at  all : 
For  that  success  which  spreads  his  fome, 
Provokeseach  envious  tongue  to  blame. 
And  makes  his  faults  and  foilings  known 

Where'er  his  better  parts  are  shown. 
Upqn  a  time,  as  poets  sing, 

The  birds  all  waited  on  their  king. 

His  hymeneal  rites  to  graoe ; 

A  flow'ry  meadow  was  the  place  i 

They  aD  were  froiicsome  and  gay 

Amidst  the  pleasures  of  the  day. 

And  ere  the  festival  was  clos'd, 

A  match  at  singing  was  propos'd ; 

Thej)ueen  herself  a  wreath  prepar'd, 

To  be  the  conqueror's  reward ; 

With  store  of  pinks  and  daisies  in  it. 

And  many  a  songster  try'd  to  win  it. 

But  all  the  judges  soon  confost 

The  swap  superior  to  the  rest. 

He  got  the  gariandlnAn  the  bride. 

With  honour  and  applause  beside  i 

A  tattling  goose,  with  envy  stung. 

Although  herself  she  ne'er  had  sung, 

Took  this  occasion  to  reveal 

What  swans  seem  studious  to  conceal. 

And,  skiU'd  in  satire's  artful  ways. 

Invective' introduc'd  with  praise. 

<*  The  swan,"  quoth  she,  "  upon  my  word, 

DsMTvess^lausefrom  ev'ry  bird : 

By  proof  his  charming  voice  you  know, 

His  feathers  soft  and  white  as  snow ; 

And  if  yon  saw  him  when  he  swims 

Majestic  on  the  silver  streams. 

He'd  seem  complete  in  all  respects: 

But  nothing  is  without  defects; 

For  that  is  true,,  which  few  wou'd  think, 

^lis  legs  and  feet  ar«  black  as  ink^-^\        .    . 


**  As  black  as  ink !—  if  this  he  true. 
To  me  'tis  wonderful  and  new," 
l  he  sov'reign  of  the  birds  reply'd ; 
**  But  s«)on  the  truth  on't  shall  be  try'd. 
Sir,  show  your  !imb$,  and  for  my  sake. 
Confute  at  once  this  fonl  mistake. 
For  I'll  maintain,  and  I  am  right. 
That,  like  your  feathers,  they  are  white." 

"  Sir,"*  quoth  the  swan,  **  it  wou'd  be  vain 
For  me  a  falsehood  to  maintain ; 
My  legs  are  blagk,  and  proof  will  show 
Beyond  dispute  that  they  are  so : 
But  if  I  had  not  g^t  a  prize 
Which  glitters  mu(^  in  some  folks  eyes. 
Not  half  the  birds  had  ever  known 
What  truth  now  forces  me  to  own." 


THE  LOrm  JND  BIS  FBIENIK 

%TN)  THE   POETS. 

'Tis  not  the  point  in  works  of  art 

With  care  to  furnish  every  part. 

That  each,  to  high  perfection  rais'd. 

May  draw  attention  and  be  prais'd. 

An  object  by  itself  respected. 

Though  all  the  others  were  neglected: 

Not  mastei^js  only  this  can  do. 

But  many  a  vulgar  artist  too  : 

We  know  distinguish 'd  merit  most 

When  in  the  whole  the  parts  are  lost. 

When  nothing  rises  up  to  shine. 

Or  draw  us  from  the  chief  ttesign. 

When  one  united  foil  effect 

Is  feit  before  we  can  reflect. 

And  mark  the  causes  that  conspire 

To  charmran<i  force  us  to  admire. 

This  is  indeed  a  master's  part, 

I'be  very  summit  of  his  art. 

And  therefore  when  ye  shall  rehearse 

To  friends  for  trial  of  your  verse, 

Mark  their  behaviour  and  their  way. 

As  much, .  at  least,  as  what  they  say ; 

If  they  seen)  pleas'd,  and  yet  are  mute. 

The  ^m's  good  beyond  dispute  j 

But  when  they  babble  all  the  while. 

Now  praise  the  sense,  and  now  the  style, 

Tis  plain  that  something  must  be  wrong, 

l*hi9  too  weak  or  that  too  strong. 

The  art  is  wanting  which  convejrs 

Impressions  in  mysterious  ways. 

And  makes  us  from  a  whole  receive 

What  no  divided  parU  can  give : 

Fine  writing,  thoefore,  seems  of  course 

Less  fit  to  please  at  first  than  worse. 

A  language  fitted  to  the  sense 

Will  hardly  pass  for  eloquence. 

One  feels  its  force,  before  he  sees 

The  charm  which  gives  it  pow'r  to  please^ 

And  ere  instructed  to  admire. 

Will  read  and  read  and  never  tire. 

But  when  the  style  is  of  a  kind 

Which  soar*  and  leaves  the  sense  behind, 

'Tis  soniething  by  itself,  and  draws 

From  vulgar  judges  dull  applause; 

They'll  yawn,  and  tell  you  as  you  rea4« 

«  Those  lines  are  mighty  fine  indeedU" 
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But  never  viU  your  works  penise 
At  any  time,  if  they  can  choose. 
'Tis  not  the  thing  vhich  taen  call  wit, 
Kor  characters,  though  truly  hit, 
Kor  flowing  numbers  soft  or  Btrong, 
That  bears  the  raptured  soul  along  i 
Tu  something  of  a  different  kind, 
Tis  al(  those  skilfully  combin'd. 
To  make  what  critics  call  a  whole, 
"Which  ravishes  and  charms  the  aoul» 

Alesds,  by  feir  Celiacs  scorn 
To  grief  abandon'd  and  forlorn. 
Had  sought  in  solitude  to  cover 
flis  anguish,  like  a  hopeless  lover : 
With  his  fond  passion  to  debate. 
Gay  Strephon  sought  his  rural  teat, 
^nd  found  him  with  the  shepherd's  plac'd 
Far  in  a  solitary  waste.-— 

"My friend,"   quoth  he,  "you're  much  to 
This  foolish  softness  quit  for  shame ;       [blame ; 
Kor  fondly  doat  upon  a  woman. 
Whose  charms  are  nothing  mone  thai  oomiDoii. 
That  Celia's  handsome  1  agrees 
But  Clara's  handsomer  than  she : 
EuanthCs  wit,  which  all  commcoidy 
Does  Celia's  certainly  transcend : 
Kor  can  you  find  the  least  pietenoa 
With  Phebe's  to  compare  her  sense  ; 
With  better  taste  Belmda  dresses, 
trith  truer  step  the  floor  she  presses  ; 
And  for  behaviour  sofi  and  kind, 
Melissa  leaves  her  for  behind: 
What  witchcraft  then  can  ^  the  cfaaio 
Which  makes  you  suffer  her  disdain. 
And  not  attempt  the  manly  part 
To  set  at  liberty  your  heart  i 
Make  but  one  struggle,  and  yoa*ll  tee 
That  in  a  moment  you'll  be  fiwe," 

This  Strephon  urg'd,  and  ten  ttmeft  11101% 
From  topics  often  tonch'd  before : 
In  vain  his  eloquence  he  try'd ; 
Aleiis,  sighhkg,  thus  reply*d  :— 

"  If  Clara's  handsome  and  a  toast, 
Tis  all  the  merit  she  can  boast : 
Some  fame  Euanthe's  wit  has  gain'd# 
because  by  prudence  not  restnin'd, 
Fbebe  I  own  is  wondrous  wise, 
8he  never  acts  but  in  disguise : 
Belinda's  merit  all  confess 
Who  know  the  mystery  of  dress : 
But  poor  Melissa  on  the  score 
Of  mere  good- nature  pleases  more  s 
tn  those  die  reigning  charm  appears 
Alone,  to  draw  our  eyes  and  ears, 
Ko  other  rises  by  tts  side 
And  shines,  attention  to  divide; 
Thos  seen  alone  it  strikes  the  eye. 
As  something  exquisite  and  highs 
But  in  my  Cdia  you  will  find 
Perfection  of  another  kind^ 
Each  charm  so  artfully  expresi 
As  still  to  mingle  with  the  rest: 
Arerse  and  shunning  to  be  known. 
An  object  by  itself  aJooe, 
But  thus  oombin'd  they  make  a  speU 
Whole  fbroe  no  human  tongue  can  tell ; 
A  pow'rful  magic  which  my  breast 
WUl  ne'er  be  able  to  rssist: 
For  as  she  slights  me  or  complies, 
lia  wwimm  lover  livfs  0C'4i«s.'> 


THE  RAKS  AND  THE  HERMin 

A  YOUTH,  a  pupil  of  the  town. 
Philosopher- and  atheist  grown. 
Benighted  oDce  upon  the  road. 
Found  out  a  Hermit's  looe  abod^ 
Whose  hospitality  in  need 
Reliev'd  the  traveler  and  bis  steed. 
For  both  sufficiently  were  ti r*d. 
Well  drench'd  in  ditches  and  bemir'd. 
Hunger  the  first  attention  claims  j 
Upon  the  coals  a  rasher  flames. 

Dry  crusts,  and  liquor  something  stale. 

Were  added  to  make  up  amea].; 

At  which  our  trav'ler  as  he  sat. 

By  intervals  began  to  cbat-^ 
"  'Tis  odd,"  quoth  he»  "  to  think  what  itesina 

Of  folly  govern  some  folks'  brains  : 

What  makes  you  choose  this  wild  abode  ^ 

You'll  say,  'tis  to  converse  with  Qod : 

Alas,  I  fear,  tis  all  a  whim; 

You  never  saw  or  spoke  with  him. 

They  Ulk  of  Providence's  pow'r. 

And  say  it  rules  us  every  hour; 

To  me  all  nature  seems  confusion. 

And  such  weak  &ucies  mere  delusion. 

Say,  if  it  rul'd  and  govem'd  right, 

Cou'd  there  be  such  a  thing  as  night ; 

Which,  when  the  Sun  has  left  the  skies. 

Puts  all  things  in  a  deep  disguise  ? 

If  then  a  trav'ler  chance  to  stray 

The  least  stqi>  from  the  public  way. 

He's  soon  in  endless  mases  lost. 

As  I  haye  found  it  to  my  eosC. 

Besides,  the  gloom  whidi  nature  1 

Assists  imaginary  fean 

Of  ghosts  and  goblins  from  the  ^ 

Of  sulph'rous  lakes,  and  yawnii^  graves^ 

All  sprung  froqi  superstitious  seed. 

Like  other  maxims  of  the  creed. 

For  my  part.  Inject  the  tales 

Which  &ith  suggests  when  reason  fiulsi 

And  reason  notbuQg  understands. 

Unwarranted  by  eyes  and  hands. 

These  subtle  essences,  like  wind, 

Which  some  have  dreamt  of  and  call  min^i 

It  ne'er  admits;  nor  joins  the  lie 
Which  says  men  rot,  but  never  die. 

It  holds  all  future  things  in  doubt. 
And  therefore  wisely  leaves  them  out: 
Suggesting  what  is  worth  our  care. 
To  take  things  present  as  they  are. 
Our  wisest  course :  th^  rest  is  fbUy, 
The  firuit  of  spleen  and  melancholy."— 
"  Sir,"  quoth  the  hermit,  "  I  agree 
That  reason  still  our  guide  shou'd  be : 
And  will  a^it  her  as  the  test. 
Of  what  is  true  and  what  is  best : 
But  reason  sore  wou'd  Mush  for  shaoM 
At  what  you  mention  in  her  name ; 
Her  dictates  are  sublime  and  holy : 
Impiety's  the  child  of  folly : 
Reason  with  measur'd  steps  and  slow 
To  things  above  from  things  below 
Ascends,  and  guides  us  through  her  sphsk» 
Withcaution»  vigilance,  and  care. 
Faith  in  the  utmost  frontier  stands. 
And  reason  puts  ns  in  her  hands. 
But  not  till  her  commission  giVn 
Is  found  autheaticy  and  finom  UeaT*ib 
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Shoa'd  miss  a  God  in  ri«wmg  natnre : 

Whose  hi^h  perfections  nre  display'd 

In  ev*ry  thivg  bis  hands  have  made : 

Ev*n  when  we  think  their  traces  )oi»t,    . 

When  foand  again,  we  see  them  most ; 

The  night,  itself  whioh  you  would  blame 

A3  aonething  wrong  in  nature's  {nDne» 

Is  bat  a  curtain  to  invest 

Her  weary  children,  when  at  rest : 

like  that  which  mothers  dnw  to  keep 

The  light  off  from  a  child  asleep. 

Beside,  the  fears  which  darkness  breedsy 

At  least  augments,  in  vulgar  heads. 

Are  far  from  useless,  when  the  mind 

Is  narrow  and  to  Earth  oonfin*d  ; 

They  make  the  wordling  think  with  pain 

On  frauds  and  oaths  and  UI  got  gain ; 

Force  from  the  ruffian's  hand  the  knife 

Just  rais'd  against  his  neighbour's  life  i 

And  in  defence  of  rirtne's  canse 

Assist  each  sanction  of  the  lavrs. 

But  souls  serene,  where  wisdom  dwiSlIl 

And  snperstitiouB  dread  expels. 

The  silent  majesty  of  night 

Excites  to  take  a  nobler  flight ;     ' 

With  saints  and  angels  to  explore 

The  wonders  of  creating  pow^ ; 

And  lifts  on  contemplation's  wings 

Above  the  sphere  of  mortal  thhigs : 

Walk  forth  and  tread  those  dewy  plaiiV 

Where  night  in  awful  silence  reigns } 

The  sky's  serene,  the  air  is  still. 

The  woods  stand  list'ning  on  each  hill, 

To  catch  the  sounds  that  sink  and  swdl 

Wide-fknting  fmm  the  ev'ning  bell, 

While  foxes  howl  and  beetles  ham, 

Sounds  which  make  silence  still  move  dumb : 

And  try  if  fblly  rash  and  rude 

Dares  on  the  sacred  hour  intrude. 

Then  turn  your  ey«s  to  Heav'n's  broad  h^nAe, 

Attempt  to  quote  those  lights  by  name. 

Which  shine  so  thick  and  spread  so  fisr  ; 

ConoeiTe  a  sim  hi  every  star. 

Round  which  nnnnmber'd  planets  roll/ 

While  comeU  shoot  athwart  the  whole* 

From  system  still  to  system  ranging. 

Their  various  benefiu  exchanging. 

And  sfaakfag  tmm theirHamtng  hair 

The  things  moat  needed  every  where. 

Explofe  this  glorious  vrcne,  and  say 

That  night  discovery  less  than  day; 

That 'tis  quite  useless,  and  a  sign 

That  chance  disposes*  not  design : 

Whoe'er  maintahis  it,  I'll  pronounos 

Him  either  mad«  or  else  a  dunce. 

For  reason,  though  tls  fer  from  strong. 

Will  soon  find  out  that  nothing's  wrong. 

From  sighs  and  evjdenoes  clear 

Of  wise  contiivance  every  where." 

The  hermit  ended,  andtheyOlitb 
Became  a  convert  to  the  truth ; 
At  least,  he  yielded,  and  oonfest 
That  all  was  ordei'dfer  the  best 


PHEBUS  AND  THE  SHEPHERD. 

I  CAKK or  think  but  more  or  less 
Trac  BMrit  alwcyi>-gaR»  succass; 


That  envy,  prejudide,  and  spite^ 

Will  never  sink  a  genius  quite. 

Experience  shows  beyond  a  doubt 

That  worth,  though  clouded,  will  shine  oaf 

The  second  name  for  epic  song, 

First  classic  of  the  English  tongue, 

Great  Milton,  when  he  first  appear'd. 

Was  ill  receiv'd  and  coldly  heard: 

In  vain  did  faction  damn  Uiose  lays 

Which  all  posterity  shall  praise : 

Is  Dryden  or  his  works  forgot. 

For  all  that  Buckingham  has  wrote? 

The  peer's  sharp  satire,  charg'd  with  saitt^ 

Gives  pleasure  at  no  one's  expense : 

The  bard  and  critic,  both  iospir'd 

By  Phebos,  shall  be  still  admir'd  : 

»Tis  true  that  censure,  right  or  wrongs 

May  hurt  at  first  the  noblest  song. 

And  for  a  while  defeat  the  claim 

Which  any  writer  has  to  fame : 

A  mere  book-merchant  with  bis  toola- 

Can  sway  with  ease  the  herd  of  fools. 

Who  on  a  moderate  computation 

Are  ten  to  one  in  every  nation. — 

<*  Your  style  is  stiff— your  periods  halt-^ 

In  every  line  appears  a  feult^ 

The  plot  and  incidents  ill  sorted— 

No  single  character  supported— 

Your  similes  will  scarce  apply; 

The  whole  misshapen,  dark  and  dry.— ^ 

All  this  will  pass,  and  gain  its  end 

On  the  best  poem  e'er  was  penn'd  x 

But  when  the  first  assaults  are  o'er. 

When  fops  and  witlings  prate  no  more^ 

And  when  your  works  are  quite  forgot 

By  all  who  praise  or  blame  by  rote : 

Without  self-interest,  spleen,  or  hate. 

The  men  of  sense  decide  your  fete: 

Their  judgment  stands,  and  what  they  M^ 

Gains  greater  credit  cv'ry  day; 

Till  groundless  prejudices  pait, 

IVue  merit  has  its  due  at  last 

The  hackney  scribblers  of  the  town. 

Who  were  the  first  to  write  you  down^ 

Their  malice  chang'd  to  admiration 

Promote  your  growing  reputatkHi, 

And  to  excess  of  praise  proceed ; 

But  this  scarce  happens  till  you're  dea2^ 

When  fame  for  gmiius,  wit,  and  skilly 

Can  do  you  neither  good  nor  ill ; 

Yet  if  you  would  not  be  forgot. 

They'll  help  to  keep  your  name  afloaCi 

An  aged  swain  that  us'd  to  feed 
His  flock  upon  a  mountain's  head. 
Drew  crouds  of  shepherds  from  each  hiU^ 
To  hear  and  profit  by  his  skill ; 
For  ev'ry  simple  of  the  rock. 
That  can  offend  or  cure  a  flock. 
He  us'd  to  mark,  and  knew  its  pow'r 
In  stem  and  foliage,  root  and  flow'r* 
Beside  all  this,  he  cou'd  foretel 
Both  rain  and  sunshine  passing  well; 
By  deep  sagadty  he'd  find. 
The  future  shiftings  of  the  wind; 
And  guess  more  shrewdly  ev'ry  year 
If  mutton  wouM  be  cheap  or  dear. 
To  tell  his  skill  in  every  art 
Of  which  he  understood  a  part. 
His  sage  advice  was  wrlpt  in  tales, 
Which  oil  jp^nuadt  when  reason  fail& 
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To  do  him  justice  every  where 

M''ou'd  take  more  time  than  I  can  spare. 

And  therefore  now  shall  only  touch 

Upon  a  fact  which  authors  vouch ; 

That  Phebus  oft  woa*d  condescend 

To  treat  this  shepherd  like  a  friend : 

Oft  when  the  solar  chariot  past, 

Provided  he  was  not  in  haste. 

He'd  leave  Jhis  st^ds  to  take  fre»h  breath. 

And  crop  the  herbage  of  the  heath  ; 

While  with  the  swain  a  turn  or  two 

He'd  take,  as  landlords  use  to  do. 

When,  sick  of  finer  folks  in  town. 

They  find  amusement  in  a  clown. 

One  morning  when  the  god  alighted. 

His  winged  steeds  looked  wild  and  frighted  j     • 

The  whip  it  seems  had  not  been  idle. 

One's  traces  broke,  another's  bridte : 

All  four  were  switched  in  very  part, 

Like  common  jades  that  draw  a  catty 

Whose  sides  and  haunches  all  along 

Show  the  just  measure  of  the  thong. 

«*  Why,  what's  the  matter,"  quoth  the  swain, 

•«  My  lord,  it  gives  yonr  ser\'ant  pain  ; 

Sure  some  offence  is  in  the  case, 

I  read  it  plainly  in  your  face.*' 

"  Offence,"  quoth  l^hebos,  vex'd  and  heated ; 

^"Tisone  indeed  and  oft  repeated  :> 

Since  first  I  drove  through  Heav'n's  highway, 

That's  before  yesterday  you'll  say. 

The  envious  clouds  in  league  with  night 

Conspire  to  interuept  my  light ; 

Rank  vapours  breath 'd  from  putrid  lakes. 

The  streams  of  com  mon-sew'rs  and  jakes. 

Which  under-ground  shou'd  be  confined. 

Nor  suffered  to  pollute  the  wind  j  ~ 

Escap'd  in  air  by  various  ways, 

Extinguish  or  divert  my  rays. 

Oft  in  the  morning,  when  my  steeds 

Above  the  ocean  lift  their  heads, 

And  when  I  hope  to  see  my  beams 

Far  glittering  on  the  woods  and  streams  s 

A  ridge  of  lazy  clouds  that  sleep 
Upon  the  snriace  of  the  deep, 

Beceive  at  once  and  wrap  me  round 
In  fogs  extlngnish'd  half  and  drown 'd. 
But  mark  my  purpose,  and  by  Styx 
Fm  not  Mon  altered  when  I  fix ; 
If  things  are  sufier'd  at  this  pass, 
Fll  iaiiiy  turn  my  nags  to  grass : 
No  more  this  idle*  round  I'll  dance. 
But  let  all  nature  take  its  chance." 

"  If,'>  quoth  the  shepherd,  *Mt  were  fit 
To  ai^e  with  the  god  of  wit, 
I  cou*d  a  circumstance  suggest 
Tbatwou'd  alleviate  things  at  least. 
That  clouds  oppose  your  risihig  light 
Fall  oft  and  lengthen  out  the  nii^ht, 
Is  plain  ;  but  soon  they  disappear. 
And  leave  the  sky  serene  and  clear  ; 
We  ne'er  expect  a  finer  day. 
Than  when  the  morning  has  been  gray ; 
Besides,  those  vapours  which  ctmfiiie 
Yon  issuing  from  your  eastern  shrine. 
By  heat  sublim'd  and  thinly  spread, 
Streak  all  the  er'ning  sky  with  red : 
And  when  your  radiant  orb  in  vain 
Wou'd  glow  beneath  the  western  main. 
And  not  a  ray  coo'd  reach  our  eyes, 
Voless  nfleotwl  from  the  skie9, 


ThoM  watry  mirror^  send  yoor  iHr^f 
In  streams  amidst  the  shades  of  night 
Thus  length'ning  out  your  reign  modi 
Than  they  had  shorten 'd  it  before. 
As  this  is  so,  I  must  maintain 
You've  little  reason  to  complain: 
For  when  the  matter's  -understood. 
The  ill  seems  balaric'd  by  the  good| 
The  only  ditifrenoe  in  the  case 
Is  that  the  mischief  first  takes  place* 
The  compensation  when  you're  gone 
Is  rather  somewhat  late,  I  own : 
But  sinc^  tis  so,  you'll  own  'tis  fit 
To  make  the  best  on't,  and  submit." 


THE  BREEZE  AND  THE  TEMPEST. 

That  nation,  boasts  a  happy  fete 

Whose  prince  is  good  as  well  as  great. 

Calm  peace  at  home  with  plenty  reigni^ 

The  law  its  proper  course  obtains; 

Abroad  the  public  is  respected. 

And  all  its  int'rests  are  protected  : 

But  when  his  genius,  weak  or  strong. 

Is  by  ambition  pointed  wrong. 

When  private  greatness  has  possess'^ 

In  place  of  public  good  his  breast, 

'Tis  certain,  and  FU  prove  it  true, 

Thatev'ry  n^ischief  must  ensue. 

On  some  pretence  a  war  is  made, 
he  citizeoimust  change  his  trade ; 

His  steers  the  husbandman  unyokes, 

The  shepherd  jtoo  must  quit  his  floclUf  ^ 

His  harmless  life  and  honest  gain. 

To  rub,  to  murder,  and  be  slain : 

The  fields,  once  Fruitful,  yield  no  more 

Their  yearly  produce  as  before*: 

Each  useful  plant  neglected  dies, 

While  idle  weeds  licentious  rise 
Unnumbered,  to  usurp  the  land 
Where  yellow  harvests  us'd  to  stand. 
I/can  famine  soon  in  course  succeeds  j 
Diseases  follow  as  she  leads. 
No  infont  bands  at  close  of  day 
In  ev'ry  village  sport  and  play. 
The  streets  are  throng'd  with  orphans  dyinf 
For  want  of  bread,  and  widows  crying: 
Fierce  rapine  walks  abroad  unchainM, 
By  civil  order  not  restrained  :, 
Without  regard  to  right  and  wrong. 
The  weak  are  injut'd  by  the  strung  ; 
The  hungry  mouth  but  rarely  tastes 
The  fattening  food  which  riots  wastes , 
All  ties  of  conscience  lose  their  ftnce, 
Ev'n  sacred  oaths  grow  words  of  course* 
By  what  strange  cause  are  kings  inclin'd 
To  heap  such  mischiefs  on  mankind  ? 
What  powVful  arguments  control 
The  native  dictates  of  the  soul  ? 
The  love  of  glory  and  a  name 
Loud-sounded  by  the  trump  of  Fame  s 
Nor  shall  they  miss  their  end,  unless 
Their  guilty  projects  want  success. 
Let  one  possessed  of  sov' reign  sway 
Invade  and  murder  and  betray. 
Let  war  and  rapine  fieroe  be  huil'd 
Through  half  the  iiakkMi  of  the  woild  j 
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^"d  ppofenoeesrfiil  So  a  ooont 

Of  bad  dengnsy  and  acUoii$  worse, 

Atonoe  ademi-god  be  grows, 

Andy  inoensM  both  io  verse  and  prose» 

Becomes  the  idol  of  mankind ; 

Though  to  what's  good  he's  weak  and  blind  i 

Appiov'd,  applaaded,  and  respected. 

While  better  rulers  are  neglected.  ^ 

Where  Shotts's  airy  tops  divide 
^air  Lothian  from  the  vale  of  Clyde, 
A  tempest  from  the  east  and  north 
Fraught  with  the  vapours  of  the  Forth, 
In  passing  to  the  Irish  seas,  « 

Once  chanc'i  to  m.eet  the  western  breeze. 
The  tempest  hail' j  him' with  a  roar, 
**  Make  haste  and  clear  'the  way  before; 
Ko  paltry  zephyr  most  pretend 
To  Sbnd  before  me,  or  contend : 
B^one,  or  in  a  whirlwind  tost 
Your  weak  existence  will  be  lost" 

The  tempest  thus : — ^The  breeze  reply'd, 
••  If  both  our  merits  shouM  be  try'd, 
Inipartial  justice  wou'd  decree 
That  you  shou'd  ]rield  the  way  to  me.** 

At  this  the  tempest  rav'd  and  storm'd. 
Grew  black  and  ten  times  more  deform'd. 
•*  What  qualities,"  quoth  hei  "  of  thine. 
Vain  flatt'ring  wind,  can  equal  mine  ? 
Breath'd  from  some  river,  lake,  or  bog. 
Your  rise  at  first  is  in  a  fbg; 
And  creeping  slowly  o'er  the  meads 
Bcaroe  stir  tibe  willows  or  the  reeds ; 
While  those  that  feel  youiiardly  know 
Hie  certain  part  from  which  yon  blow. 
From  Earth's  deep  womb,  the  child  of  fire, 
I'ieroe,  active,  vigorous,  like  my  sire, 
J  rush  to  light ;  the  mountains  quake 
With  dread,  and  all  their  forests  shake : 
The  globe  itself  oonvuls'd  and  torn, 
Feeb  pangs  unusual,  when  Vm  bom : 
Kow  free  in  air,  with  sov'reign  sway 
I  rule,  and  all  the  clouds  obey : 
Frbnr  eastto  west  my  pow'r  extends. 
Where  day  begins  and  where  it  ends : 
And  from  Bootes  downwards  far. 
Athwart  the  track  of  ev'ry  star. 
Throngh  noe  the  polar  deep  disdains 
To  sleep  in  winter's  frosty  chains ; 
But  roos*d  to  rage,  mdigoant  heavea 
Buge  Tocka  of  ice  upon  its  waves  ^ 
While  dread  tornados  lift  on  high  . 
The  broad  Atlantic  to  the  sky. 
I  nde  the  elemental  roar. 
And  strew  with  shipwrecks  ev'ry  shore  t 
Kor  leas  at  land  my  pow'r  is  known 
From  Zambia  to  the  burning  zone. 
I  bring  Tartarian  frosts  to  kill 
The  hkx>m  of  summer ;  when  I  will 
Wide  desolation  doth  appear 
To  mingle  and  confound  the  year : 
From  cloudy  Atlas  wrapt  m  night, 
OnBarca's  sultry  plains  1  light. 
And  make  at  once  the  desert  rise 
In  dosty  whiriwinds  to  the  skies  ; 
In  vain  the  trav'ler  turns  hissteed, 
.    And  shuns  me  with  his  utmoft  speed ; 
I  ofertake  him  as  he  files, 
Cerblown  he  struggles,  pants,  and  di«|« 
Where  some  proud  city  lilts  in  air 
liss^rii»  laalwadttartbarts 


And  when  I  choose,  -for  pastime*s  sake. 
Can  with  a  mountain  shift  a  lake  ; 
The  Nile  himself,  at  my  command. 
Oft  hides  his  head  beneath  the  sand. 
And  midst  dry  deserts  blown  and  tost, 
For  many  a  sultry  league  is  lost 
All  this  I  do  with  perfect  ease, 
And  can  repeat  whene'er  1  please : 
What  merit  makesi  3rou  then  pretend 
With  me  to  argne  and  contend, 
When  all  you  boast  of  force  or  skill 
is  scarce  enough  to  turn  a  mill, 
Or  help  the  swain  to'clear  his  com, 
The  servile  tasks  for  which  you're  bom  ?'• 

"  Sir,"  quoth  the  breeze,  "  if  force  alona, 
Must  pass  for  merit,  I  have  none ; 
At  least  ni  readily  confess 
That  yours  is  greater,  mine  is  less. 
But  merit  rightly  understood 
Consists  alone  in  doing  good  ; 
And  therefore  you  yourself  must  see 
That  preference  is  due  to  me : 
I  cannot  boast  to  rule  the  skies 
Like  you,  and  make  the  ocean  rise. 
Nor  e'er  with  shipwrecks  strew  the  shore. 
For  wives  and  orphans  to  deplore. 
Mine  is  the  happier  task,  to  please 
The  mariner,  and  smooth  the  seas. 
And  waft  him  safe  from  foreign  harme 
To  bless  his  consort's  longing  arms. 
With  you  I  boast  not  to  confound 
The  seasons  in  their  annual  round. 
And  marr  that  harmony  in  nature 
That  comforts  ev'ry  living  creature. 
But  oft  from  warmer  climes  I  bring 
Soft  airs  to  introduce  th8  spring ; 
With  genial  heat  unlock  the  soil, 
And  urge  the  ploughman  to  his  toil: 
I  bid  the  op'ning  blooms  unfold 
Their  streaks  of  purple,  blue  and  gold* 
And  waft  their  finagrance  to  impart 
That  new  delight  to  ev'ry  heart. 
Which  makes  the  shepherd  all  day  long 
To  carrol  sweet  his  vernal  song : 
The  summer's  sultry  heat  to  cool. 
From  ev'ry  river,  lake  and^MJol, 
I  skim  fresh  airs.    The  tawny  swain. 
Who  turns  at  noon  the  furrow'd  plain, 
Refresh'd  and  trusting  in  my  aid. 
His  task  pursues  and  scorns  the  shade  i 
And  ev'n  on  Afric's  sultry  coast. 
Where  such. immense  exploits  you  boast^ 
I  blow  to  cool  the  panting  fiocks 
'Midst  deserts  brown  and  snn*bumt  racks, 
And  health  and  vigour  oft  snt>ply 
To  such  as  languish,  hint  and  die  s 

I  Those  humbler  offices  you  nam'd. 
To  own  Fll  never  be  ashamM, 
With  twenty  others  thatcondifoa 
To  public  good  or  private  use. 
The  meanest  of  them  far  outweigh* 
The  whole  amount  of  all  your  praise  | 
If  to  give  happiness  and  joy, 
Excels  the  talent  to  destroy;" 

The  tempest,  that  till  now  had  tettt 
Attention  to  the  argument. 
Again  began  (his  patience  lost) 
To  rage,  to  threaten,  hnff  and  boast : 
Since  reason  fisil'd,  resohr'd  in  eouna 
Hieqaeition  to  decide  by  forQ9» 
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And  his  w^k  opposite  to1>raTe.-i* 
The  breeze  retreated  to  a  cave 
To  shelter,  till  the  ragrng  blast 
iHad  fepent  its  farj  and  was  past. 


AVILKI&S  rOEMS; 


TEE  CROW  AND  THE  OTSBR 
BIRDS. 

enKTAmiifG  an  useful  hint  to  the  critics. 

In  aocieot  times,  tradition  says, 

When  birds  like  men  would  strirve  for  praise; 

The  bullfinch,  nightingale,  and  thrush^ 

With  all  that  chant  from  tree  or  basb, 

Woa'd  often  meet  in  song  to  vie ; 

The  kinds  that  sragnot,  sitting  by. 

A  knavish  crow,  it  seems,  had  got 

The  oack  to  criticise  by  rote ; 

He  understood  each  learned  phrsse. 

As  well  as  critics  now-a-days : 

Some  say,  he  leamM  them  from  an  owt» 

By  listening  where  he  taught  a  school. 

Tis  strange  to  tell,  this  subtil  creaton^ 

Though  noting  musical  by  nature. 

Had  leam'd  so  well  to  play  his  part. 

With  nonsense  oonch'd  m  terms  of  ait» 

As  to  be  own'd  by  all  at  last 

Director  of  the  public  taste. 

Hien  pufTd  with  insolence  and  pride» 

And  sure  of  numbers  on  bis  side. 

Each  song  he  freely  criticised; 

What  he  approved  not,  wasde^vis'd: 

But  one  fiJsestep  in  evil  hoar 

For  ever  stripthim  of  his  powV. 

Once  when  the  birds  assembled  sat„ 

All  listening  to  his  formal  chat ; 

By  instinct  nice  he  chanc'd  to  find 

A  doud  appnaohhig  in  the  wind. 

And  ravens  hardly  ami  refrain 

Prom  croakfaig  when  they  thiidL  of  rain; 

His  wonted  song  he  smg:  the  blunder 

Amaz'd  and  scared  them  worse  than  ttaunder  | 

Fbr  no  one  thought  so  harsh  a  note 

Cou'd  ever  sound  from  any  throat ; 

They  all  at  first  with  mote  sorprise 

Each  on  bis  neighbonrtnni'd  his  ej^s : 

But  sconi  sueoeedmg  soon  took  ptacs^ 

And  might  be  read  in  cvhry  ftice. 

All  this  the  raven  saw  with  pmua 

And  strove  lus  credit  to  regain. 

Quoth  he,  «  The  solo  which  ye  heard 
In  public  sliou*d  not  have  appeared  ; 
The  trifle  of  an  idle  hcur, 
To  plesK  my  mistrsss  Cnoe  when  sour : 
My  voice,  that's  somewhat  rough  and  itroQg, 
Might  chance  the  mekMly  to  wrrmg, 
But,  try'd  by  rales,  you'U  find  the  grounds^ 
Most  perfect  and  hafmonioos  bounds."— 
He  reasoned  thns;  but  to  his  trouble. 
At  every  word  the  laugh  grew  double. 
At  last  overcome  with  ahame  and  spite, 
lie  flew  away  quite  out  of  eight* 


THE  BARE  AND  TBE  PARTANa 

The  chief  design  of  this*  ihble  is  to  give  a  true 
specimen  of  the  Scotch  dialect,  where  it  may 
ha  supposed  to  be  most  peiisct>  namely,  in 


Mid-Lothian,  Che  seit  of  t!w  capftlff.  ^Pf^ 
style  is  precisely  that  df  the  vnigmr  Sootbh  i 
and  that  the  matter  ffiiglft  beaoitalfle  to  it,  I 
chose  for  the  subject  a  little  story  adapted  to 
the  ideas  of  peasants.  It  *}»  a  tale  commonly 
told  in  Scotland  'amotigtbe  country  peo|!tle'; 
and  may  be  fodked  upon  as  of  the  kind  of  l&osa 
aniles  fabells,  in  which  Horace  olwierves  tahi 
country  nei^bours  wer^  accostomed  toooof 
vey  their  rusticphilosopfay. 

A  canny  man  *  will  scarce  provoke 

Ae  '  creature  livin,  for  a  joke; 

For  be  they  weak  or  be  they  8trang4, 

A  jibe  s  leaves  after  it  a  stang* 

To  mak  them  think  on*t ;  and  a  laird? 

May  find  a  begger  sae  prepar'd, 

Wi  pawks  s  and  wiles,  whar  pith  9  jg  wantii% 

As  soon  will  mak  him  rue  his  tauntin. 
Ye  hae  my  moral,  if  am  able 

All  fit  itnicely  wi  a  fable. 
A  hare,  ae  morning,  cbanc'd  to  see 

A  partan  creepin  on  alee*^, 

A  fishwife  ■'  wha  was  early  oot 

Had  drapt  '>  the  creature  thereaboot. 
Mawkin  '<  bumbas'd  Uand  frighted  sair  5| 
To  see  a  thing  but  hide  and  hair", 
Which  if  it  stur'd  not  might  be  taen  <« 
Fornaething  ither  than  astane  **. 
A  squunt-wise  '9,  wambling*<>  sair  beset 
WI  gerse  and  rafches  ''  like  anet» 

■  A  canny  maTil  A  canny  mandgnifiei  waattf. 
the  same  thing  as  a  prudent  man :  but  when  the 
Scotch  say  that  a  person  is  tft  canny,  they  meaa 
not  that  they  are  imprudent,  but  mischievoot 
and  dangerous.  If  the  term  not  eantuf  is  applied 
to  persons  without  being  explained,  it  chaigai 
them  with  sorcery  and  witchcraft. 

t  jie^    One. 

*  Sirang]  Strong.  The  Scotch  almost  alway* 
tnm  0  in  the  syllable  0ftgy  into  a.  In  place  of 
Ung,  they  say  long ;  in  place  of  hng*,  tangs  ;  itt 
here  sirang,  for  strong, 

.    .ii-'i--.    A  satirical  jest 


s  A  jibe}  A  satii 

•  Siangl  Sting, 
f  Laird]  Agcntl 

•  Pawks]  Strataj 


gentleman  of  an  estate  in  land* 
Stratagems. 

•  Piih]  'Strength. 

**  Lee]  A  piece  of  ,grottnd  let  run  into  gnm 
for  pasture. 

»<  Fishwife]  A  woman  thats  sells  £sh.  Uift 
to  be  observed  that  the  Scotch  always  use  the 
word  woman. 

••  Drapf\  Dropt. 

^  Mawktn]  A  cant  name  for  a  hare,  like  that 
of  Reynard  for  a  fox,  or  Grimalkin  for  a  cat,  3tc. 

'«  Bumbas'd]    Astonish'd. 

**  Sair]  Sore.  I  shall  observe,  once  for  all 
that  the  Scotch  avoid  the  vowels  e  and  u ;  and 
have  in  innumerable  instances  supplied  their 
places  with  a.  and  e,  or  dipththong^  in  which 
these  letters  are  predominant. 

>«  But  hide  and  hair]    Without  hide  and  hair. 

«»  Taen]    Taken. 

■'  Naething  ither  than  a  ttane]  Nothing  other 
than  a  stone. 

^  A  sqwtnt-wiie]    Obliquely  or  asqnat 

•*  fVambling]    A  feeble  motion  like  that  of  • 
worm  or  serpent 
^  QcTH  Bttd  rashes'}  Orasi  ana  nuhei»    H^ 
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A  DIALOGUE. 


isrs 


First  tlioaglit  to  rin  «  for't ;  (ibr  bi  kind 
A  hare's  me  fechtier  **»  ye  maun  mind  *^) 
But  seeing,  that  wi  >>  aw  its  strength 
It  s;:arce  oou'd  creep  atether  length'^ 
The  harp  grew  baulder*'  and  cam  near, 
Tuni'd  pfaysome,  and  forgat  her  fear. 
Quoth  Mawkin,^*'  Was  there  ere  in  nature 
Sae  feckless  **  and  sae  poor  a  creature  i 
It  scarcely  kens  *9,  or  am  mistaen. 
The  way  to  gang  ^  or  stand  its  lane3i. 
See  howitsteitterss*;  all  be  bnnd*> 
To  rin  a  ooile  of  up-hill  grund 
3c>fore  it  g.it  s  a  rig-braid  f rae  «* '  * 
'l*be  place  its  in^ though  doon  the  brae**.*' 

Mawkia  wi  tliis  began  to  frisk. 
And  thjnkin  ^  there  was  little  risk, 
Claptbaith  her  feet  on  Parlan*s  back. 
And  tum'd  him  awald  S'  in  a  crack. 
To  we6  the  creature  sprawl,  her  sport 
Grew  twice  as  good,  yet  prov'd  but  short 
For  patting  wi  her  Hf^,  in  play. 
Just  whar  the  Partan's  nippers  lay, 
He  gript  it  fast,  which  made  her  squeel. 
And  think  she  bourded  ^  wi  the  deiL 
She  strave  to  rin,  and  made  a  fistle : 
The  tither  catch'd  a  tough  bur  thristle^^ : 

vowel  e  which  comes  in  place  of  a  is  by  a  meta- 
thesis put  between  the  consooanti  g  and  r  to 
soften  the  sound. 

••  i?f/j]     Run. 

»3  Feehter]    Fightei\ 

•**  V'e  nui'f  A  mtn<f]    You  moat  remember. 

■»  Wi  fl»]    With  aU. 

^  A  tether  length"]  The  length  of  a  rope  used 
to  ooofine  cattle  when  they  pasture  to  a  particu- 
lar spot. 

s7  Bonitfrr]    Bolder. 

>•  FeckUts]  Feeble.  Feckful  and  feckUs* 
signify  strong  and  weak,  I  suppose  from  the  veib 
to  efeet. 

*9  Kens,  or  am  mMtaen]  Knows,  or  I  am  m  a 
mistake. 

*»  Goiif  ]    Go. 

<*  iff/oTtf]    Aione,of  without  assistance. 

3*  Steiitert']  Walks  iu  a  weak  stumbling  way. 

•'  AU  be  bund]    I  will  be  bound, 

••  A  rig^brmd  frae]  The  breadth  of  a  ridge 
from.     In  Scotland  about  four  fathoins. 

»  Brae]  An  ascent  or  descent  it  is  worth 
obaerfing,  that  the  Scotcl^  when  they  mention  a 
rising  gronnd  with  respect  to  the  whole  of  it, 
tliey  call  it  a  inaii  if  small,  and  a  hill  if  great ; 
bat  if  they  respect  only  one  side  of  either,  they 
callitairae:  which  is  probably  a  corruption  of 
the  English  word  bivw,  according  to  tiie  analogy 
1  mentbned  before. 

3*  Thinkm]  Thinking.  When  polysyllables 
laminate  in  ing,  the  Scotch  almost  always  ueg- 
lect  the  g,  which  softens  the  sound. 

«  AwM]    Topsy-tiinr. 

*  Fii]    Foot. 

3f  B»mrded]  To  ftourd  with  any  person  is  to 
attack  him  in  the  way  of  jest 

«•  Tkn$iUl  Thistle.  The  Scoteh,  though 
tbey  commonly  affect  soft  sounds,  and  throw  out 
eonaonants  and  take  in  vowels  in  order  to  obtain 
tlicm,  yet  in  some  cases»  of  which  this  is  an  ex- 
ample, they  do  the  very  rcrene:  and  bring  in 
TOL,  ZTJ. 


Which  held  them  baith,  till  o'er  a  dyke 
A  herd  came  stending  ♦*  wi  his  tyke**. 
And  ftli'd  poor  Mawkin,  sairly  rueen. 
Whan  forc'd  to  drink  of  her  aiu  browib*'. 


ji  DIALOGUE. 

THE   AU'niOa  AND  A   FRIEND. 

**  PIbbe  take  your  papers." — ''Have  you look'd 

them  o'er?" 
"  Ves,  half  a  dozen  times,  I  think,  or  more." 
"  And  will  they  pass  ?"— ^They'll  serve  but  for  a 

day; 
Few  books  can  now  do  more :  yon  know  the  way; 
A  trifle's  puflPd  till  one  cdition*s  sold, 
lu  half  a  week  at  most  a  book  grows  old. 
The  penny  tum*d  's  the  only  point  in  view^ 
So  ev'ry  thing  will  pass  if  'tis  but  new." — 

**  By  what  you  say  I  easily  can  guess 
You  rank  me  with  the  drudges  for  the  press  ; 
Who  from  their  garrets  show'r  Pindarics  down. 
Or  plaintive  elegies  to  lull  the  town." — 

••  You  take  me  wrong :  I  only  meant  to  say. 
That  evVy  book  that 's  new  will  have  its  day; 
The  best  no  more :  for  books  are  seldom  read ; 
The  world 's  grown  dull,  and  publishing,  a  trade. 
Wete  this  not  so,  cou'd  Ossian's  deathless  strains. 
Of  high  heroic  times  the  sole  remains, 
Strains  which  display  perfections  to  our  view. 
Which  polished  Greece  and  Italy  ne'er  knew. 
With  modem  epics  share  one  common  lot. 
This  day  applauded  and  the  next  forgot  ?" 

"  Enough  of  this ;  to  put  the  question  plain. 
Will  men  of  sense  and  taste  approve  my  strain  ? 
Will  my  old-fashion'd  sense  and  comic  ease 
With  better  judges  have  a  chance  to  please  ?" 

'•The  question's  plain,but  hard  to  be  resolv'd  ; 
One  little  less  important  can  be  solv'd : 
The  men  of  sense  and  taste,  believe  it  true. 
Will  ne'er  to  living  authors  give  their  due. 
They  're  candidates  for  fame  in  difTrent  ways; 
One  writes  romances  and  another  plays, 
A  third  prescribes  you  rules  for  writing  well. 
Vet  bursts  with  envy  if  youshon'd  excel. 
Through  all  fame's  walks,  the  college  and  the 

court, 
The  field  of  combat  and  the  field  of  sport ; 
The  stage,  the  pulpit,  senate-house  and  bar. 
Merit  with  merit  lives  at  constant  war." 

<*  All  who  can  judge  affect  uot  public  fame  ; 
Of  those  that  do  the  paths  are  not  the  same : 
A  grave  historian  hardly  needs  to  fear 
The  rival  glory  of  a  sonnettetjr  : 
7*he  deep  philosopher,  who  turns  mankind 
Quite  inside  outwards,  and  dissects  the  mind, 
Wou'd  look  but  whimsical  and  strangely  out. 
To  grudge  some  qxiack  his  treatise  on  the  gout" — 

superfluous  consonants,  to  roughen  the  sound, 
when  such  sounds  are  more  agreeable  to  the 
roughness  of  the  thing  represented. 

4*  Stending']    Leaj^ing. 

«»  Tyke]     Dqg. 

«»  Brevoin]  Brewing.  «*  To  drink  of  one's 
own  brewing,"  is  a  proverbial  eicpression  for  suf- 
fering the  ^ects  of  one's  own  misconduct  Jhe 
English  say,  "  As  they  bake,  so  let  them  brew.'* 
O 
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WILIIB'S  POEMS. 


,  and 


«  HoU,  hoia,  my  friend,  tU  this  I 
more  J 
An  ancient  baid  *  has  iM  as  long  before ; 
And  by  ezaaiples  easily  decided, 
That  folks  of  the  same  trades  are  most  divided. 
But  folks  of  different  trades  that  hunt  for  feme 
Are  constant  rirals,  and  their  ends  the  same : 
It  needs  do  proof,  youMl  readily  confess. 
That  merit  euTies  n^erit  more  or  less: 
The  passion  ntles  alike  in  those  who  share 
Of  public  reputation,  or  despair. 
Varrus  has  knowledge,  humour,  taste,  and  sense, 
Cou'd  purchase  laurels  at  a  small  expense ; 
But  vise  and  leam'd,  and  eloquent  in  vain, 
He  sleeps  at  ease  in  pleasure's  silken  chain  : 
Will  Varrus  help  you  to  the  Muse*?  crown. 
Which,  but  for  indolence,  •  might  be  his  own  ? 
Timon  with  art  and  industry  aspires 
To  fame ;  the  world  applauds  him,  and  admires: 
Timon  has  sense,  and  will  not  blame  a  line 
He  knows  is  good,  from  envy  or  design : 
Some  gen'ral  praise  he  Ml  carelessly  express, 
Which  just  anlounts  to  none,  and  sometimes  less: 
But  if  bis  penetrating  sense  should  spy 
Such  beauties  as  escape  a  vulgar  eye, 
So  finely  couch'd,  their  value  to  enhance. 
That  all  are  pteasM,  yet  think  they're  pleas'd  by 

chance;  ' 
Itather  than  blab  soch  secrets  lo  the  throng, 
He'd  lose  a  finger,  or  bite  off  his  tongue, 
Narcissus  is  a  beau,  bnt  not  an  ass. 
He  likes  your  works,  but  most  his  looking-glass ; 
Will  he  to  serve  you  quit  his  favourite  care. 
Turn  a  book-pedant  and  offend  the  fair  ? 
Clelia  to  taste  and  judgment  may  pretend ; 
She  will  not  blame  your  verse,  nor  dares  com- 
mend: 
A  modest  virgin  always  shnns  di«;pute; 
Soft  Strephon  likes  you  not,  and  she  itf  myte. 
Stem  Aristarchus,  who  expects  renown 
From  ancient  merit  raised,   and  new  knock'd 

down. 
For  faults  in  every  syllabic  wHl  pry, 
Wliate'er  he  fields  is  good  he'll  pass  it  by." 

*<  Hold,  hold,  enough  1    All  act  from  private 
ends ; 
Authors  and  wits  were  ever  sKppYy  friends :" 

"  But  say,  will  i-ulgar  readers  like  my  lays  ? 
When  such  approve  a  work,  they  always  praise.'* 

*'  To  speak  my  sentiments,  year  tales  I  fear 
Are  but  ill  suited  to  a  vulgar  ear. 
Will  city  readers,  us'd  to  better  sport, 
The  politics  and  scandals  of  a  court,  fpore. 

Well  vouch'd  from  Grub-street,  on  your  pages 
For  what  they  ne'er  cap  know,  or  knew  before  ? 
Many  have  thought,  and  I  among  the  rest, 
lliat  fables  are  but  useless  things  at  best : 
Plain  words  without  a  metaphor  may  serve 
To  tell  us  that  the  poor  must  work  or  starve. 
We  need  no  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull 
To  prove  that  graceless  scribblers  must  be  dtdl. 
Thai  hope  deceives ;  that  never  to  excel, 
'Gainst  spite  and  envy  is  the  only  speM— 
All  this,  without  an  emblem,  1  suppose 
Might  pass  for  sterling  truth  inverse  or  prose." — 

**  Sir,  take  a  seat,  my  answer  win  be  long ; 
Yet  wei^  the  reasons  ahdyon'U  find  tfaesi  strong. 

fHeiiod. 


At  first  *  when  satige  HMn  In  qatfltoffood. 
Like  lions,  wolves  and  tigers,  imng'd  the  wood^' 
They  had  hut  just  wfast  simple  naiture  craves, 
Tlieir  garments   skins  of  beasts,  their  houaar 

caves. 
When  prey  abounded,  from  its  Weeding  dam 
Pity  woirld  spare  a  kidling  or  a  lamb, 
Which,  with  their  children  nnrs'd  and  ftd  at 

home, 
Soon  grew  donoeslic  and  forgot  to  roam : 
From  such  beginnings  flocks  imd  herds  were  seae 
To  spread  and  thicken  oa  the  woodland  green : 
With  property;  injustice  sooo  began,*        [man. 
And  they  that  preyM  on  beasts  now  piey'd  am 
Communities  were  fi-am'd,  and  laws  to  bind 
In  social  intercourse  the  human  kind. 
These  things  were  new,  tbey  had  not  got  tiieif 


And  right  aod  wrOBg  were  yet  unoomiMn  themes: 

The  rustic  semtor,  jintaught  to  dnw, 

Conclusions  in  morality  or  law. 

Of  every  term  of  oit  and  seicnoe  bare. 

Wanted  ptain  words  bis  sentence  to  declare;: 

Much  more  at  length  to  manage  a  diapate. 

To  clear,  infbrce,  iltostntteand  oenAite; 

Fable  was  then  found  oat,  'tis  worth  your  heed* 

And  answer'd  all  the  purposes  of  pleading,    [ing^ 

It  won  the  head  wkh  unsuspected  art. 

And  toudiM  the  aeciet  ■  springs  that  mopfe  ttie 

'  heart : 
With  this  premis'd,  I  add,  that  men  delight 
To  have  their  first  condition  still  in  sight, 
liong  since  the  sires  of  Brunswick's  line  forsook 
The  hunter's  bow,  and  dropt   the  shq^erd'i 

crook: 
Yet,  'midat  the  chariDtf  of  royalty,  tbehr  race 
Still  loves  the  forest,  and  frequenta  the  chaee. 
The  high-bom  maid,  whose  gay  apartments  shme 
With  the  rich  produce  of  each  Indian  mine. 
Sighs  ibr  the  open  fields,  the  pest'ral  hook. 
To  sleep  delightful  near  a  warbling  brook ; 
Aed  loves  to  read  the  aaetent  tales  that  tell 
How  queens  themselves  fetch'd  water  firam  the 

well. 
If  this  IS  true,  and  all  aflhctthe  ways 
Of  patriarchal  life  in  (bvmer  days. 
Fable  must  please  the  itvpid,  the  refie'd, 
Wisdo  A's  first  dress  to  court  the  ep'ning  ttiBd.** 
"You  PBttsoBwell,  cou'd  natacebold  her  uwie. 
Where  vice  exerts  her  tyranny  by  force : 
Are  natural  pieasurea  suited  to  a  taste, 
Where  nature's  hms  are  altci'd  aed  defhc'd  ? 
The  healthful  swain  who  tveaida  the  dewy  oiead, 
Rnjoy  s  the  music  wari;>led  o'er  bis  head ; 
Feels  gladness  adt  his  heart  while  he  inhalee 
The  fragrance  wafted  in  the  hahsy  galea* 
Not  so  Silenus  from  his  night's  debsmcb, 
Fatigu'd  and  sick,  he  kioks  upon  hie  watch 
With  i^ieumy  eyes  and  forehead  aching  acre. 
And  staggera  heme  to  bed  to  hclcb  and  snore; 
For  such  a  wretch  in  vaAnthe  taoxxung  gk>w. 
For  him  in  vain  the  vernal  zephyr  blows : 

.The  author  speria  of  those  only  who  imb 
the  dispersion  of  nmnkind  fell  inte  pmttxt  berba- 
rism,  and  emerged  ftoei  it  agm  «  the  iwy 
which  he  descrifbes,  aad  not  of  thosewtehed 
laws  and  arts  fiua  the  hegW^y  hy  4wm^^ 

djtRMt 
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OftKs  pleasures  are  his  taste,  bis  life  a  chain 
Of  feverish  joys,  of  lassilade  and  pain. 
Trust  not  to  nature  in  such  times  as  these, 
When  all  is  off  the  hinge,  can  nature  please  ? 
Discard  all  useless  scruples,  be  not  nice ; 
like  some  folks  laugh  at  virtue,  flatter  vice, 
Boldly  attack  the  mitre  or  the  crown ; 
Relidrion  shakes  already,  push  it  down : 
Bo  every  thing  to  please  ? — Ywi  shake  your  head : 
■  I^Tiy  then  His  certain  that  you'll  ne*er  succeed: 
DinntsB  your  Mune,  and  take  your  full  repose ; 
Wht  none  will  read  'tis  useless  to  compose." — 

**  A  good  advice  \  to  follow  it  is  bard.— 
Quote  one  example,  name  me  but  a  bard 
Whoever  hopM  Parnassus'  heights  to  climb. 
That  dropt  his  Muse,  till  she  deserted  him. 
A  cold  is  caught,  this  med'cine  can  ezpd. 
The  dose  is  thrice  repeated,  and  you're  well, 
lo  man's  whole  frame  there  is  no  crack  or  flaw 
But  yields  tu  Batb,  to  Bristol,  or  to  Spa : 
Kodrug  poetic  frenzy  can  restrain, 
EVn  hellebore  itself  is  try'd  in  vain : 
*Tis  quite  incurable  by  hnman.skill ; 
And  though  it  does  but  little  good  or  ill, 
Yet  sti  11  it  meets  the  edge  of  reformation, 
Lixe  the  chief  vioe  and  nuisance  of  the  nation. 
The  formal  quack,  who  kills  his  man  each  day, 
Passes  nncensur'd,  and  receives  his  pay. 
Old  Aulus,  nodding  'midst  the  lawyers  strife^ 
Wakes  to  decide  on  property  and  life. 
Yct1x>t  a  soul  will  blame  him,  and  insist 
That  he  should  judge  to  purpose,  or  desist 
At  this  address  how  would  the  courtiers  laugh ! 
'  lly  lord,   you're  always  blundering :  quit  your 

staff: 
Yoo'Te  lost  some  reputation^  and  'tis  best 
To  shift  before  yon  grow  a  public  jest.' 
This  none  will  think  of,  though  'Us  more  a  crime 
To  mangle  state-affairs,  than  murder  rhyme. 
The  quack,  you'll  say,  has  reason  for  his  killing, 
Heeannot  eat  unless  he  earns  his  shilling. 
The  worn-out  lawyer  clambers  to  the  bench 
That  he  may  lire  at  ease,  and  keep  his  wench ; 
The  courtier  toils  for  something  higher  far, 
And  hopes  for  wealth,  new  titles  and  a  star; 


While  moon  <siruck  poets  in  a  wild-p^se  chas# 
Pursue  contempt,  and  begg'ry,  and  disgrace." 

"•  Be't  so  ;  tclaim  by  precedent  and  rule 
A  free-bom  Briton's  right,  to  play  the  fool  i 
My  resolutbn's  fix'd,  my  course  Pll  hold 
In  spite  of  all  your  arguments  when  told  : 
Whether  I'm  well  and  up,  or  keep  my  bed, 
Am  warm  and  full,  or  neither  cloth'd  nor  fed^ 
Whether  my  fortune's  kind,  or  in  a  pet. 
Am  banish'd  by  the  laws,  or  fled  for  debt ; 
Whether  in  Newgate,  Bedlam,  or  the  Mint, 
Pll  write  as  long  as  publishers  will  print." 

**  Unhappy  lad,  who  will  not  spend  your  time 
To  better  purpose  than  in  useless  rhyme: 
Of  but  one  remedy  your  case  admits. 
The  king  is  gracious,  and  a  friend  to  wits ; 
Pray  write  for  him,  nor  think  your  labour  lost. 
Your  verse  may  gain  a  pension  or  a  post" 

*<  May  Heav'n  forbid  that  this  auspicious  reigit 
Shou'd  furnish  matter  for  a  poet's  strain : 
The  praise  of  conduct  steady,  wise ,  and  good. 
In  prose  is  best  express'd  and  understood. 
Nor  are  those  sov'reigns  blessings  to  their  age 
Whose  deeds  are  sting,  whose  actions  grace  the 

stage. 

A  peaceful  river,  whose  soft  current  foeds 
The  constant  verdure  of  a  thousand  meads. 
Whose  shaded  banks  afford  a  safe  retreat 
From  winter's  blasts  and  summer's  sultry  heat* 
From  whose  pure  wave  the  thirsty  peasant  drains 
Those  tides  of  health  that  flow  within  his  vems. 
Passes  nnnotic'd  ;  while  the  torrent  strong 
Which  bean  the  shepherds  and  their  flocks  along^ 
Arm'd  with  the  vengeance  of  the  angry  skies. 
Is  yiew'd  with  admiration  and  surprise ; 
Employs  the  painter's  hand,  the  poet's  quill. 
And  rises  to  renown  by  doing  ill. 
Verse  form'd  for  falshood  makes  ambition  shine. 
Dubs  it  immortal,  and  almost  divine; 
But  qualities  which  fiction  ne'er  can  raise 
It  always  lessens  when  it  strives  to  praise." 

"  Then  take  your  way,  'tis  folly  to  contend 
With  those  who  know  &eir  faults,  but  will  not 
\  .  Beod." 
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LIFE  OF  PAUL  WHITEHEAD, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Paul  whitehead^  the  youDgest  son  of  Edmand  Whitehead,  a  taylor,  way 
born  at  his  father's  house  iu  Castle-Yard,  Holborn,  on  the  sixth  day  of  February 
1700-lOy  St.  Paul's  day,  O.  S.  to  which  circiimstance  he  is  said  to  owe  bis  name* 
As  he  was  intended  for  trade,  he  received  no  other  education  than  what  a  school 
at  Hitchen  in  Hertfordshire  afibrded,  and  at  the  usual  age  was  placed  as  an  appren* 
tice  to  a  mercer  or  woollen-draper  in  London.  Here  he  had  for  his  associate  tha 
late  Mr,  Lowth  of  Pater noster^-row,  long  the  intimate  friend,  and  afterwards  the 
executor  of  the  celebrated  tragedian,  James  Quin.  Whitehead  and  Lowth  wera 
both  of  a  lively  disposition  and  fond  of  amusement ;  Lowth  had  attached  himself 
to  the  theatre,  and  by  this  means  Whiteheaitl  became  acquainted  with  some  of  thai 
theatrical  personages  of  that  day,  and  among  others  with  Fleetwood  the  manager. 
Lowth,  however,  continued  in  business,  while  Whitehead  was  encouraged  to  enter 
himself  of  the  Temple  and  study  the  law. 

Fleetwood  was  always  in  distress,  and  always  contriving  new  modes  of  relief; 
Whitehead  was  pliable,  good  natured  and  friendly,  and  being  applied  to  bjr  the  art« 
ful  manager  to  enter  into  a  joint  security  for  the  payment  of  three  thousand  pounds, 
which  he  was  told  would  not  affect  him,  as  another  name  besides  Fleetwood's  was 
wanted  merely  as  a  matter  of  form,  readily  fell  into  the  snare.  |t  Is  perhaps  won- 
torfiil  that  Whildieadi  who  knew  something  of  business  and  souwtbing  of  law, 
should  have  been  deceived  by  a  pretence  so  flimsy ;  but  on  the  other  hand  it  is  not 
inpfobaAlle  thoit  Fleetwood,  who  had  the  baseness  to  lie,  had  also  the  cunaiog  t« 
CDJoia  secresy,  and  Whitehead  might  be  flattered  by  being  thus  admitted  into  his 
^nfidence.  The  consequence,  however,  was,  that  Fleetwood  was  unable  to  pay, 
lad  Whitehead,  considering  himself  as  entrapt  into  a  proniisc,  did  not  look  upon 
U  IM  binding  in  honour,  ^d  thcrefora  submitted  tq  4  long  couiiuemeat  iq  i\\% 
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Fleet-prison.  If  tliis  transaction  happened,  as  one  of  his  biographers  informs  us, 
about  the  year  174^,  Whitehead  was  not  unable  to  have  satbfied  Fleetwood's  cre- 
ditors. He  had  in  the  year  1735  married  Anna  Dyer,  the  only  daughter  of  'sir 
Swtnnerton  Dyer,  bar t.  of  Spains-hall,  Essex,  with  whom  he  recei? ed  the  sum  of 
ten  thousand  pounds.  By  what  means  he  was  released  at  last  without  payment^ 
we  are  not  told. 

Long  before  this  period',  Whitehead,  who  from  his  infancy  had  discoTered  a 
turn  for  poetry,  and  had  when  at  school  corresponded  in  rhime  with  his  father,  dis- 
tiuguished  himself  both  as  a  poet  and  a  politician.  In  the  latter  character,  he  ap- 
pears to  have  united  the  principles  of  jacobitism  and  republicanism  in  no  very  con- 
sistent proportions.  As  a  jacobite,  he  took  every  opportunity  of  venting  his 
spleen  against  the  reigning  family :  and  as  a  republican,  he  was  no  less  outrageous 
in  his  ravings  about  liberty,  which,  in  his  dictionary,  meant  an  utter  abhorrence  of 
kings,  courts  and  ministers.  His  first  production  of  thb  kind  was  the  State  Dun. 
ccs^  in  1733,  inscribed  to  Mr.  Pope,  and  written  in  a  close  imitation  of  that 
poet*s  satires.  The  keenness  of  his  abuse,  the  harmony  of  his  verse,  and  above 
all  the  personalities  which  he  dealt  about  him  with  a  roost  liberal  hand,  conferred 
popularity  on  this  poem,  and  procured  him  the  character  of  an  enemy  who  was  to 
be  dreaded,  and  a  friend  who  ought  to  be  secured.  Ho  was  accordingly  favoured 
by  the  party  then  in  opposition  to  sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  at  ns  great  distance 
of  time,  became  patronized  by  Bubb  Doddington  and  the  other  adherents  of  the 
prince  of  Wales's  court.  The  State  Dunces  was  answered  in  a  few  days  by  a 
Friendly  Epistle  to  its  author,  in  verse  net  much  Inferior.  Whitehead  sold  his 
poem  to  Dodsley,  for  ten  guineas,  a  circumstance  which  Dr.  Johnson  j who  thought 
meanly  of  our  poet,  recollected  afterwards  when  Dodsley  ofiercd  to  purchase  his 
London^  and  conditioned  for  the  same  sum.  ^^  I  might  perhaps  have  accepted  of 
less :  but  that  Paul  Whitehead  had  a  little  before  got  ten  guineas  for  a  poem  :  and 
I  would  not  take  less  than  Paul  Whitehead'." 

In  1739,  Whitehead  published  his  more  celebrated  poem,  entitled  Manners, 
a  satire  not  only  upon  the  administration,  but  upon  all  the  venerable  forms  of  th« 
constitution,  under  the  assumption  of  an  universal  depravity  of  manners.  Pope 
had  at  this  time  taken  liberties  which,  in  the  opinion  of  some  politicians,  ought  to 
be  repressed.  In  his  second  dialogue  of  Seventeen  Hundred  and  Thirty-eight,  he 
gave  offence  to  one  of  the  Foxes,  among  others ;  which  Fox,  in  a  reply  to  Ly  ttcU 
ton,  took  an  opportunity  of  repaying,  by  reproaching  Lyttelton  with  the  friendship 
of  a  lampooner,  who  scattered  his  ink  without  fear  or  decency,  and  against  whom 
he  hoped  the  resentment  of  the  legislature  would  quickly  be  discharged*.  Pope, 
however,  was  formidable,  and  had  many  powerful  friends.     With  all  his  preju. 

>  "  The  first  whimsical  circamstance,  which  drew  the  eyes  of  the  world  upon  him,  was  his  tntro* 
ductioQ  of  the  Mock  Procession  of  Masonry,  in  which  Mr.  'Squire  Carey  gave  him  much  assistance:' 
and  so  powerful  was  the  laugh  and  satire  a^nst  that  secret  society,  that  the  anniversary  parade  was 
laid  aside  from  that  period."  Captain  Tbomson^s  Life  of  Whitehead,  p.vii..  But  Whltel^ead  was 
long  known  to  the  world  before  this  mock  procession,  which  did  not  take  place  till  the  year  1744. 
'Squire  Carey  was  a  surgeon  in  Pall  Mall,  and  an  associate  of  Ralph  and  other  minor  humourists  <4 
the  day.  C. 
,     s  Bittwell's  Tjfe  of  Johnson,  vol  i.  p.  102.  edit*  1807. 

'  jolinson's  Life  of  Pope, 
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Hioes,  he  was  the  first  poet  of  the  age  and  aa  honour  to  his  couutry*  But  Paul 
Whitehead  was  less  eotitled  to  respect:  he  was  formidable  rather  by  his  caluma/ 
than  his  talents^  and  might  be  prosecuted  with  efi'ect. 

Accordingly,  in  the  house  of  peers,  lord  De^Iawar,  after  expatiating  on  the 
gross  falsehoods  and  injurious  imputations  contained  in  the  poem,  against  maoj 
Doblemen  and  prelates  of  high  character,  mored  that  the  author  and  publisher 
should  attend  at  the  bar  of  the  house.  On  the  daj  appointed,  Dodsley  appeared  as 
the  publisher,  Whitehead  haying  absconded.  Dadsley  pleaded  that  he  did  not 
look  into  the  contents  of  the  poem,  ^'  but  that  imagining  there  might  be  something 
in  it,  as  he  saw  it  was  a  satire  by  its  title-page,  that  might  be  laid  hold  of  in  law, 
he  insisted  that  the  author  should  affix  his  name  to  it,  and  th^t  then  he  printed  it.*' 
In  consequence  of  this  confession,  he  was  taken  into  the  custody  of  the  usher  of 
the  black  rod,  but  released  after  a  short  confinement  and  payment  of  the  usual 
fees*. 

No  farther  steps  were  taken  against  the'  author  of  Manners:  the  whole  pro* 
cess,  indeed,  was  supposed  to  be  intended  rather  to  intimidate  Pope,  than  to  pu^ 
nish  Whitehead,  and  it  answered  that  purpose:  Pope  became  cautious,  <^  willing 
to  wound  and  yet  afraid  to  strike,'*  and  Whitehead  for  some  years  remained 
quiet. 

The  noise,  howeyer,  which  this  prosecution  occasioned,  and  its  failure  as  to  the 
main  object,  induced  Whitehead's  enemies  to  try  whether  he  might  not  be  assailed 
ID  another  way,  and  rendered  the  subject  of  odium,  if  not  of  punishment.  In  this 
pursuit,  the  authors  of  some  of  the  ministerial  journals  pnbiished  a  letter  from  a 
Cambridge  student,  who  had  been  expelled  for  atheism,  in  which  it  was  intt* 
mated  that  Whitehead  belonged  to  a  club  of  young  men  who  assembled  to  encou. 
rage  one.  another  in  shakin|^  off  what  they  termed  the  prejudices  of  edncation. 
But  Whitehead  did  not  suffer  this  to  disturb  the  retirement  so  necessary  in  his  pre* 
sent  circnmstances,  and  as  the  accusation  had  no  connection  with  his  politics  or 
his  poetry,  he  was  content  to  sacrifice  his  character  with  respect  to  religion^ 
which  he  did  not  yalne^  in  support  of  the  cause  he  had  espoused.  That  he  was  an 
infidel  seems  generally  acknowledged  by  all  his  biographers,  and  when  he  joined 
the  club  at  Mednam  Abbey,  it  must  be  confessed  that  his  practices  did  not  disgrace 
his  profession. 

In  1744,  he  published  The  Gymnasiad,  a  just  satire  on  the  sayage  amusements 
of  the  boxers,  which  were  then  more  publicly,  if  not  more  generally  encouraged, 
than  in  our  own  days.  Broughton,  who  died  within  these  few  years  at  Lambeth, 
was  at  that  time  the  inyiocible  champion,  and  Whitehead  accordingly  dedicated 
the  poem  to  him  in  a  strain  of  ea^y  humour.    Soon  after  be  published  Honour', 

♦  In  order  to  procure  this  lenitj^  Dodsley  drew  up  a  petition  to  the  house,  which  the  earl  of  Essex, 
one  of  the  noble  personages  libelled  in  the  poem,  had  the  generosity  to  present.  Victor,  in  one  of 
bis  Letters,  informs  us  that  be  had  the  boldness  to  suggest  this  measure  to  the  earl.     C. 

>'*  I  must  teU  you  that  the  celebrated  Mr.  Paul  Whitehead  has  been  at  Deal,  with  a  family  where 
I  often  visit:  and  it  was  my  fate  to  be  once  in  his  company  much  against  my  will :  for  having  na- 
turally as  strong  an  antipathy  to  a  wit,  as  some  people  have  to  a  cat,  I  at  first  fairly  run  away  to 
avoid  it.  However,  at  last  1  was  dragged  in,  and  condemned  by  my  perverse  fortune  to  bear  part 
ffa  «a/!^r«  just  ready  for  the  press.    Considered  as  poetry  and  wit^  it  had  tome  extremely  fin^ 
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ttiiather  iatir^  at  t1i«  expense  of  tlie  leading  men  in  power,  vliom  he  calaili* 
HiateB  with  att  that  relentless  and  undistingnishiDg  bitterness  in  which  Charcitill 
afterwards  excelled. 

We  next  find  him  an  actire  parfican  in  the  contested  election  for  Westminster^ 
lietween  lord  Trentham,  and  sir  George  Vandeput,  in  1T40«  He  not  aaiy  can* 
Massed  for  sir  George  (for  whom  also  his  patron  Doddington  voted)  but  wroto 
the  greater  part  of  his  adrertisements,  handbills  and  paragraphs*  He  wrote  alio 
the  ease  of  the  hon.  Alexander  MLarraj,  who  was  sent  to  Newgate  for  heading  a 
fiot  on  that  occasion. 

In  17S5>  he  pnfolishedAn  E{jistle  to  Dr.  Thomson.  This  pfaysictan  was  one  oC 
the  persons  who  shared  in  the  conTlrisl  honrs  of  Mr.  Doddington^  afterwards 
lord  Melcombe)  althoogh  it  is  not  easjr  to  discover  what  nse  he  could  make 
4^  a  physician  out  of  practice,  a  man  of  most  sloveol  j  habits,  and  who  had 
neither  taste  nor  talents*  It  was  at  his  lordship's  hoase,  where  Whitehead 
became  acquainted  with  this  man,  and  looked  up  to  him  as  an  orade  both 
in  pdlitfcs  and  physic^  and  here  too  he  associated  very  cordiidly  with  Ralph, 
Whom  he  had  abused  with  so  much  contempt  la  the  State  Ddnoes.  From  his 
tXary  lately  published,  and  l^om  some  of  his  Qnpnblished  letters,  in  my  posses, 
sion,  it  appears  that  Doddington  had  no  great  respect  for  Thomson,  and  mereljr 
Hied  Whitehead,  Aalph  and  others,  as  conyenient  tools  in  his  Turious  poliiiod 
Intrignes.  Whitehead's  epistle  is  an  extraragant  encomium  on  Thonften,  of 
Whose  medical  talents  he  could  be  no  judge,  and  which,  if  bis  Treatise  on  the 
6nudUp<«  be  a  8pBolBBmi>  were  likely  to  be  mose  formidallle  to  his  patients  than 
to  his  breihrea. 

Except  a  small  pamphlet «« the  disputes,  in  1768,  between  the  fourmana|ers  of 
CoYent-Cyarlea  Theatie,  the  Epistle  to  Dr.  Thomson  was  -the  last  of  our  aathor^ 
detadiedpviblicathnB*  The  lesser. pieces  to  be  found  in  his  works  were  occa^ioniH 
trifles  written  for  the  theatres  or  public  gardens.  He  was  now  in  easy,  ifaot 
aiflneflrt  eireumstances.  By  the  Interest  of  lord  le  Despenser,  he  got  the  place 
t>f  deputy-treasuror  tif  the  chamber,  worth  BOOl.  and  held  It  tn  his  deaths  On 
Ibis  acqnisltion,  be  purchased  a  cottage  on  Twickenham  Common,  and  from  a  de« 
•Ign  of  his  friend  Isaac  Waie,  the  architect,  at  a  sniali  expense  improved  It  into 
an  elegant  Tiila.  Here,  according  to  sir  John  Hawkins,  he  was  risited  by  W9irf 
few  Hf  the  inhabitaals  of  that  classical  spot,  but  bis  honse  was  open  to  all  his 
London  aequakitsnoe,  Hogarth,  Lambert  and  Hayman,  painters,  Isaac  Ware, 
Beard  aad  Howard,  kc.  In  sndi  company  principally  he  passed  the  remainder 
^  his  days,  suffering  the  memory  of  his  poetry  and  politics  to  decay  gradually. 
His  death  happened  at  his  lodgings  in  Henrietta  Street,  CoTent^Gardeo,  Dec.  30^ 
1774.  For  some  time  previous  to  this  event  he  lingered  under  a  severe  illness, 
during  which  he  einploydd  himself  In  burning  all  bb  maquscripts  ;  among  these 

fttrokfes:  but  the  vile  practice  of  extUHng  lome  cliaracten,  and  ttbusmg  others,  withoat  any  cor 
lour  of  tintb  or  justice,  has  somethtog  so  shocking  in  it,  that  the  finest  genius  in  the  world,  cai\- 
not,  I  think,  take  from  the  horrour  of,  and  I  had  much  ado  to  sit  with  any  kind  of  patience  to  bear 
It  out  Sorely  there  is  nothing  more  prorokiug  than  to  see  fine  talents  so  wretchedly  misapplied,** 
^ait  of  a  letter  ftomMn.  Outer,  (m  herMsmoiri  hitsly  pubHAed  bw  the  rev.  Mr.  PeoniDgtod) 
and  dated  ilpril  1745,  ^ 
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flr^r^tnigifiils  ef  in^y  octib^okl  pieM  lof  poetry  written  for  tite  atalflemeirt  of 
bisfrfmidb,  lomeof  ^hkh  tmd  ptt^Mj  been  pnblMied  without  bis  name, and  can- 
not i4(m  ^e'AistfngmheiA.  Hlb  Works^  ai  given  in  tbis  cdllcctkm,  were  pnbUslied 
In  SQ  f^legant  quarto  volute  (in  1777)  bjr  captain  Edward  Thomson, who  prefixed 
Memdn  <ir  his  LMi»,  in  WhMi  w«  hav*  f outid  ffery  Httle  thai  had  dot  been  published 
mtte  Atinuid  itegMftV  wf  17W.  The  charawer  Thomson  gives  of  him  is  an 
ttrarstraiaed  patrngyrtc^HMJOnttrtent  Iiiit8elf,ana  tnorbsb  when  ooibpured  with  seaie 
fiRtB  wliich  he  had^M  the  «eaee  «o  Txmceal,  ner  the  Virtue  to  censure. 

WhStetteafl's  fchawicttjr  has  hwer  been  hi  much  esteem,  yet  it  was  not  aolfomiljr 
Md.    Tho0e  irhto  «dopt  dre  «evei%  seatewxe  parsed  by  Churchill,  in  these  liaes^ 

%r(y  I  (can  ^orse  disgirace  oninsirthctod  fiifl  ?) 
Bb  bom  a  WHi«tHEAD  «id  Ittpttsfed  a  Paul*. 

^H\  want  nothing  else  to  excite  abhorrence  ;  but  Chui-chill  has  taken  too  la&tif 
liberties  with  truth  to  be  believeQ  without  corroborating  evidfcnce.  Besides,  wa 
are  16  confeifldr  w^at  part  of  WTiite1iead*s  conduct  excited  this  lhdignat}oti.  Paura 
^at  dfid  hn{jard(Jnab1c  crime,  in  Churchill's  eyes,  was  his  accepting  a  jilacfe  under 
{;tfv(Si'hniefatj  and  laying  aside  a  pen,  which,  in  conjunction  with  ChnrchiH%  might 
hare  created  wdnders  in  the  poritical  world.  Chut-chill  could  liot  dislike  him  be-, 
tensfe  hfe  %as  ah  infidel  hud  a  man  of  pleasure.  In  point  of  ItiofalS  thetB  wa* 
stirely  not  touch  aifferehce  in  the  misfortune  ctf  being  born  a  Whitehead  at  a 
ChurchaU 

How  Yery  (Brrooebus  Whitehead's  life  had  been,  is  too  evident  from  hift  hatin]^ 
hbared  In  those  scenes  of  blasphemy  and  debauchery  which  were  performed  at  Med- 
meiihdm  or  Mednam  Abbey,  a  bouse  on  the  Thames  near  Mirlow  in  Bnckitig*- 
hamshire.  His  noble  patron,  (then  sir  Francis  Dashwood,^  sir  Thomas  StaplCton, 
John  Wilkes,  Whitehead  atid  ofhWi  ttfrnbiiftd,  at  this  place,  in  a  scheme  of  impious 
and  sensual  indulgence  unparalleled  In  thfc  annals  ofinfiattoy:  and  perhaps  there 
cannot  be  a  more  striking  proof  of  want  of  shame  as  well  as  of  virtue,  than  the 
circumstance  which  occasioned  the  discovery  of  this  refined  brotheP.  Wilkes  was 
the  first  petwtk  to  disblase  thb  shocking  ^ctet,  and  that  merely  out  of  a  pique 
pgMst  one  bfllie  memb^s  who  had  promotkid  thb  prosecution  against  him  for 
wHting-thc^say  cm  Woman,  in  the  same  note  to  «be  ofChurChlll'e  poeroa 
in  whi(ih  bb  ^pitblishedthe  transactions  of  this  pr^igate  «ab&^  he  was  not  ashamed 
'to  iiraert  'hisownnaibe  us  a  partuer  in  the  »^lt» 

«  Ca]ptain  Ibpawdb.  whose  notiona  efriiht«iWlwioiig«i«  metre  cdhfosed  than  these  ef  any  maa 
who  ever  pretended  to  delineate  a  character,  says  that  in  these  lines  Churchill  meant  *•  to  be 
iieiHlferim»etilh()r  ihiJlLtbted."  «*  One  woUld  coticmtfe,  that  he  had  a  vHy  particaiar  «ntolty  tb 
Paul  Whitebetld,  bat,  foijo  Afmj«J«RW, 'htsimdeBmity  lon&maii:  very  few  foncasts  ever jpossiMsed 
more  pbilanthropy,  charity  and  honour '.''  C. 

»  After  such  aq  account  of  the  indeceneiea  i^raetUed  at  this  plaee  as  could  become  the  character 
only  of  the  shameless  narrator,  baiitaiu  Thomson  sums  up  the  Whole  in  these  words,  which  are  aa 
vMiRHbh^l  5tfe^ih^  ttf'hi^biHty  in  delineating  thotnl  cMYAi^en^*'  H^ow  all  that  can  be 4M«m  fvob 
the  publication  of  them;  ceremonies  is>  that  a  set  of  worthy,  jolly  fellows,  happy  disciples  of  Venun 
and  BadcttiiS,  got  oceaatoMili^  together,  to  celeWatewomeoitiwiae:  and  to  give  iBore  zett  to  the 
festire  meeting,  they  plucked  every  luxurious  idea  from  the  ancients,  and  enriched  their  own  modem 
pleasures  with  the  addition  of  classic  luxury."— It  may  be  neceaary  to  iafonn  the  reader,  thte 
among  their  modem  pleasures,  they  assumed  tbp  |iame»  of  the  a|iOstles,  nothing  in  whose  history 
was  tarred  firafu  U^eif  impious  ribeldiy*  C, 
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That  Whitehead  repented  of  the  share  he  took  in  this  club,  we  are  not  told. 
His  character  suffered,  howerer,  in  common  with  that  of  the  other  members : 
and  he  appears  to  have  been  willing  to  ^<  buy  golden  opinions  of  all  men"  by 
acts  of  popularitj,  and  gain  some  respect  from  his  social,  if  he  could  gain  none 
from  his  personal  virtues.  Sir  John  Hawkins  represents  him,  as  by  nature  a 
friendly  and  kind-hearted  man,  well  acquainted  with  vulgar  mluiners  and  the  town, 
but  little  skilled  in  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  little  able  to  resist  the  arts 
of  designing  men.  He  had  married  a  woman  of  a  good  family  and  fortune, 
whom,  though  homely  in  her  person,  and  little  better  than  an  ideot',  he  treated 
not  only  with  humanity,  but  with  tenderness,  hiding,  as  well  as  he  was  able, 
those  defects  in  her  understanding,  which  are  oftener  the  subjects  of  ridicule 
than  compassion.  At  Twickenham,  adds  sir  John,  he  manifested  the  good* 
ness  of  his  nature  in  the  exercise  of  kind  offices,  in  healing  breaches  and  com- 
posing differences  between  his  poor  neighbours'. 

But  whatever  care  Whitehead  took  to  retrieve  his  character,  and  throw  ob* 
jivion  over  the  most  blameable  part  of  his  life,  he  unintentionally  revived  the 
whole  by  a  clause  in  his  will,  in  which,  out  of  graiitudcy  he  bequeathed  his 
HEART  to  lord  le  Despcnscr,  and  desired  it  might  be  deposited,  if  his  lordship 
pleased,  in  some  corner  of  his  mausoleum.  These  terms  were  accordingly 
fulfilled,  and  the  valuable  relic  deposited  with  the  ceremony  of  a  military  proces- 
sion, vocal  performers  habited,  as  a  choir,  in  surplices,  and  every  other  testimony 
of  veneration.  The  whole  was  followed  by  the  performance  of  an  oratorio 
in  West  Wyco|nbe  church.  The  following  incantation  which  was  sung  at  the 
placing  of  the  urn  in  the  mausoleum,  may  be  a  sufficient  specimen  of  thia 
solemn  mockery  : 

From  Earth  to  Heaven  WarnHSAD^s  aoul  is  fled  : 
Refulgent  glories  beam  around  his  head ! 
His  Muse,  oonuording  with  resounding  striogs, 
Gives  angels  words  to  praise  the  King  of  kings. 

His  poems  were  appended  to  the  last  edition  of  Dr.  Johnson^s  collection,  and 
I  have  not  therefore  ventured  to  displace  them.  Yet  it  may  be  doubtful  whether 
any  partiality  can  assign  him  a  very  high  rank  even  among  versifiers.  He. 
was  a  professed  imitator  of  Pope  in  his  satires,  and  may  be  entitled  to  all 
the  praise  which  successful  imitation  deserves.  His  lines  are  in  general 
harmonious  and  correct,  and  sometimes  vigorous,  but  he  owes  his  popularity 
chiefly  to  the  personal  calumnies  so  liberally  thrown  out  against  men  of  rank, 
in  the  defamation  of  whom  a  very  active  and  extensive  party  was  strongly  inter- 
estcd.  Like  Churchill's,  therefore,  his  works  were  foigotten  when  the  con« 
tending  parties  were  removed  or  reconciled.  But  he  had  not  the  energetic  and 
original  genius  of  Churchill,  nor  can  we  find  many  passages  in  which  the  spirit 
of  genuine  poetry  is   discoverable.    Of  his  character  as  a  poet,  he  was  himself 

*   His    biographer/  above   meDtione^x  calls  her  « a  most  amiable  lady."    She  died,  himever. 

young. 
9  Hawkins' Life  of  Dr.  Johnson. 
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verj  careless^  coBsidering  it  perhaps  as  only  the  temporary  instrument  of  his 
advuioement  to  ease  and  independence.  No  persuasions  could  induce  him  to 
collect  his  works,  and  they  would  probably  nerer  have  been  collected,  had  not 
the  fivqnent  mention  of  his  name  in  conjunction  with  those  of  his  political 
.patrons,  and  the  active  services  of  his  pen,  created  a  something  like  perma- 
nent reputation,  and  a  desire  to  collect  the  various  documents  by  wLich 
the  history  of  factions  may  be  illustrated. 
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STATE  DUNCESi 

A  SAJIKE.    UrSCRIBKO   TO   ME.  POPE,    l73J. 

I  from  my  soul  sincerely  hate 
Both  kings  and  ministers  of  state. 

W  Swift 

HiLB    crmging  crowds  at    faithless    levees 

wait, 
FonU  (o  be  fools  of  feme,  or  slaves  of  state ; 
And  others,  studions  to  iocrease  their  store, 
Ploujrh  the  rough  ocean  for  Peruvian  ore ; 
How  Mest  thy  imte,  whom  calmer  hours  attend. 
Peace  thy  companion,  fame  thy  faithful  friend  ! 
IVbile  in  tby  Twickenham   bowers,  devoid    of 

care 
You  feast  the  fancy,  and  enchant  the  ear ; 
Thames  gently  rolls  her  silver  tide  along, 
And  the  charmed  Naiads  listen  to  thy  soi^. 
Here,  peaceful  pass  the  gentle  hours  away, 
While  tunefiif  science  measures  out  the  day  1 
Here  happy  bard,  as  various  fancies  lead. 
You  paint  the  blooming  maid,  orflow'ry  mead  I 
Sound  the  rough  danguur  of  tumultuous  war,' 
Or  sing  the  raviyhM  tendrils  of  the  fair2  • 
Kow  melting  move  the  tender  tear  to  Aow, 
And  wake  our  sighs  with  EloiBa's  woe3. 
Hut  chief,  to  dulhiess  ever  foe  decreed. 
The  apes  of  science  with  thy  satire  bieed^  ; 
Peers,  poets,  pandewj  mingle  in  the  throng, 
^laut  with   thy  touch,    and  tremble   at  thy 

songs. 
Yet  vain,  O  Pope  \  is  all  tby  sharpest  rage. 
Still  starveling  Dunces  persecnte  the  age ; 
Faithfal  lo  foUy,  or  eorag'd  with  spite, 
StUl  tasteless  TinMms  build,  aud  Tibbsddft  write  3 


a  lU^of  the  Lock. 
•  EloisatoAhclard.  4  Dunciad. 


Still  We;steail»  tones  his  beer.inspiied  lays. 
And  Ralph,  in  metre,  hoMs  forth  Stanhope^ 
Ah  !  haplees  victim  to  the  poet's  flame,  [pnise. 
While  his  eologiums  cracify  thy  fiune. 

Shall  embrio  wits  thy  studions  hours  es^fa^ 
Live  in  thy  labours,  md  propbane  thy  page  j    ' 
While  virtue,  ever-lov*d,  demands  thy  lays. 
And  daims  the  tuneful  tribute  of  thy  pnuaa  } 
Can  Pope  be  silent,  and  not  gra«eM  lend 
One  strain  to  sing  the  patriot,  and  theftiend. 
Who,  nobly  anxious  in  hisconntry's  cause. 
Maintains  her  hoQoors,  umI  defends  her  law*  2  « 
Gould  I,  my  bard,  but  equal  numbers  raise. 
Then  would  I  sing^fer,  oh  !  I  burst  to  praisr    ■ 
Sing  how  a  Pnlt'neyt  charms  the  lisfning  tbrang. 
While  senates  hang  enrap«ur*d  on  Us  tongue  ; 
With  TuHy's  fire  how  each  oration  glows, 
In  Tnlly's  music  how  each  period  flom  \ 
Instruct  each  babe  to  Usp  the  patriot's  name. 
Who  in  each  bosom  bteathes  a  Roman  flame. 
So,  when  the  genius  of  the  ttonauage 
Stemmed  the  strong  torrent  of  tyrannic  rage. 
In  freedom's  cause  each  glowing   hieaat  he 

warm'd, 
And,  like  a  Pnlt^ney,  then  a  Brutus  charmNL 

How  blest,  while  we' a  British  Brutua  aee, 
And  all  the  Roman  stands  confest  in  thee  I 
Eqtud  tby  worth,  but  equal  were  thy  doooiy 
To  save  Britannia,  as  he  reacu'd  Rosne : 
He  from  a  Tarquin  snatch'd  the  dei^Uu'd  prey  ; 
Britannia  still  laments  a  Waipole's  sway. 

Arise,  my  tuneful  bard,  nor  thna  In  vain 
Let  thy  Britannia,  whom  thou  lov'st,  oomptaip  t 

*  SiillW€UU(id,  ....  AndBo!ph.1  Two  an* 
thors,  remarkable  for  nothing  so  much  as  the 
figure  they  make  in  the  Dunriad,  unjustly,  on 
the  part  of  Weistead,  who  certainly  was  not  a 
despicable  writer.  Whitehead  was  afterward 
very  iutimate  with  Kalph,  whom  he  fte^nent^f 
met  at  Bubb  Doddington's.— C. 
'  Afterwacd^«arl  of  fia,ik. 
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If  ttion  in  moanful  lays  relate  her  woe, 
Each  heart  shall  bleed,  each  eye  with  pity  flow: 
If  torevenjn?  yon  swell  the  sounding  stmiD, 
Rereoge  and  fury  fire  each  Br>tihh  swain  : 
Obsequious  to  thy  verse  each  breast  shall  move, 
Or  bum  with  rage,  or  soften  into  love. 
O  let  Britannia  be  her  pi?et's  care  ! 
And  lash  the  spoiler,  while  you  save  the  fair. 
Lo !  where  he  stands,  amidst  the  servile  crew. 
Nor  blushes  stain  his  cheek  with  crimson  hue  ; 
While  dire  corruption  all  around  he  spreads. 
And  ev'ry  ductile  conscience  captive  leads : 
Brib'd  by  his  boons,  behold  the  venal  band 
Worship  the  idol  they  could  once  command  j 
So  Britain's  now,  as  Judah's  sons  before. 
First  raise  a  golden  calf,  and  then  adore. 

■  Let  dull  Parnassian  sons  of  rhyme  no  more 
Provoke  thy  satire,  and  employ  thy  pow'r; 
Kew  objects  rise  to  share  an  equal  fate. 
The  big,  rich,  mighty,  Dunces  of  the  State. 
Shall  Ralph,  Cooke»  Welstead,  then  engross  thy 

rage, 
While  courts  afford  a  Hervey,  Yoric,  bt  Gage  ? 
Dullness  no  more  roosts  only  near  the  sky. 
But  senates,  drawing-rooms,  with  garrets  vie  ; 
Plump  peers,  and  breadless  bards,  alike  are  dull; 
St.  James's  and  Rag-fair  dub  foal  for  fool. 
Amidst  the  mighty  dull,  behold  how  great 
An  Appius  swe>lN,the  Tibbald  of  the  state  ! 
Long  had  he  strove  to  spread  his  lawless  sway 
O'er  Britain's  sons,  and  force  them  to  obey ; 
But,  blasted  all  his  blooming  hopes,  he  flies 
To  vent  his  wue,  and  mourn  his  l<«t  excise. 
Pensive  he  sat,  and  sigh'd,  while  round  him 
lay 
Loads  of  doll  lumber,  a11iospir*d  by  pay : 
Here,   puny  pamphlets,    spun  from  prelates* 
brains ;  [strains  : 

There,  the  smooth   jingle  of  Cooke's  lighter 
Aere,  Walsingham's'  soft  lulling  opiate  spread  ; 
There,  gloomy  OsbomV  quintessence  of  lead : 
With  these  tthe  statesman  strove  to  case  his 

care. 
To  sooth  his  sorrows,  and  divert  despair : 
But  long  his  grief  sleep's  gentle  aid  denies ; 
At  length  a  slumb'rous  Briton  clos'J  his  eyes. 

Yet  vain  the  healing  balm  of  downy  rest. 
To  chase  his  woe,  or  ease  his  laboring  breast : 
Now  frightful  forms  rise  hideous  to  his  view. 
More,  Strafrord,Laud,  and  all  the  headless  crew; 
Daggers  and  halters  bodmg  terrour  breeds. 
And  here  a  Dudley  swings,  tliere  Villiers  bleeds. 

Now  goddess  Dulness,  watchful  o'er  his  fate. 
And  ever  anxious  for  hdr  child  of  state  ; 
From  couch  of  down  slow  rais'd  her  drowsy  bead, 
Fursook  her  slumbers,  and  to  Appius  sped. 

"  Awake,  my  son,  awake,"  the  goddess  cries, 
*  Nor  longer  mourn  thy  darling  lost  excise :" 
(Here  the  sad  sound  unseal'd  the  stiitesman^s 

eyes) 
♦«  Why  slumbers  thus  my  son,  opprest  with  care  ? 
While  Dullness  rules,  say,shall  her  sons  despair? 
O'er  all  I  spread  my  universal  sway ; 
Kings,  prelates,  peers,  and  rulers,  all  obey : 
Lo !  in  the  church  my  mighty  pow'r  I  shew. 
In  pulpit  preach,  and  slumber  in  the  pew : 

*  Names  aisumed  by  wrilcn  of  two  ministerial 
papers* 


The  bench  and  bai^  atike  my  influence  ownr; 
Here  prate  my  magpies,  and  there  doze  my 

drones. 
In  the  grave  dons,  how  formal  is  m/  mien, 
Who  rule  the  gallipots  of  Warwick-lane: 
At  court  beliold  me  strut  in  purple  pride. 
At  Hockley  roar,  and  in  Crane-court  preside. 
But  chief  in  thee  my  mighty  pow'r  is  seen  ; 
'TIS  I  inspire  thy  mind,  and  fill  thy  mien  j 
On  thee,  my  child,  my  duller  blessings  shed» 
And  pour  my  opium  o'er  thy  fiiv'rite  head  j 
Rais'd  thee  a  ruler  of  Britannia's  &te. 
And  led  thee  blund'ring  to  the  helm  of  state." 
Here  bow'd  the  statesman  low,  and  thus  ad- 
drest: 
"  O  goddess,  sole  inspirer  of  my  hreast  I 
To  gall  the  British  neck  with  Gallic  chain. 
Long  have  I  strove,  but  long  have  strove  in  vain  ; 
While  Caleb*,  rebel  to  thy  sacred  pow'r. 
Unveils  tboseeyes  which  thou  hasicurtain'd  o'ef; 
Makes  Britain's  sons  my  dark  designs  foresee. 
Blast  all  my  schemes,  and  struggle  to  be  free. 
O,  bail  my  projects  met  a  milder  (ate. 
How  had  I  reign'd  a  basha  of  the  state  I 
How  o'er  Britannia  spread  imperial  sway ! 
How  taught  each  free-bom  Briton  to  obey ! 
No  smiling  freedom  then  had  cbeer'd  her  swaina. 
But  Asia's  deserts  vy'd  with  Albion's  plains : 
Turks,  Vandals,  Britain  I  then  compaHd  with 
thee,  [were  free  ; 

Had  hugg'd  their  chains,  and  joy'd  that  they 
While  wond'ring  nations  all  around  had  seen 
Me  rise  a  great  Mogul,  or  Mazarin : 
Then  liad  I  taught  Britannia  to  adore. 
Then  led  her  captive  to  my  lawless  powV. 
Methinks,  I  view  her  now  no  more  appear 
First  in  the  train,  and  fairest  'midst  the  foir : 
Joyless  1  see  the  lovely  mourner  lie. 
Nor  glow  her  cheek,  nor  sparkle  now  her  eye; 
Fad«]  each  grace,  no  smiling  feature  warm  ; 
Tom  all  her  tresses,  blighted  ev'ry  charm : 
Nor  teeming  plenty  now  each  tuliey  crowns ; 
Slaves  are  her  sons,  and  tradeless  all  her  towns. 
For  this,  beliold  yon  peaceful  army  fed ; 
For  this,  on  senates  see  my  bounty  sh^  ; 
For  this,  what  wonders,  goddess,have  I  wrought  I 
How  bully'd,  hegg'd,   how  treated,  and    bow 

fought ! 
What  waml  'ring  maze  of  error  bluiider'd  through. 
And  how  repair'd  old  blunders  still  by  new  ! 
Hence  the  long  train  of  never  ending  jars, 
Of  warful  peac*es,  and  of  peaceful  wan, 
£ach  mystic  treaty  of  the  mighty  store. 
Which  to  explain,  demands  ten  treaties  more : 
Hence  scarecrow  navies,  floating  raree-shows  ; 
And  hence  Iberia's  pride,  and  Britain's  woes. 
These  wond'rous  works,  O  goddess  !  have  1  done. 
Works  ever  worthy  Dulness'  fav'rite  son. 

"  Lo  1  on  thy  sons  alone  my  favours  show'r; 
None  share  my  bounty  that  disdain  thy  powV : 
Yon  feathers,  ribbons,  titles  light  an  air, 
Behold,  thy  choicest  children  only  sharo : 
Each  views  the  pageant  with  admiring  eyes. 
And  fondly  grasps  the  visionary  prize  ; 
Now  proudly  spreads  his  leading-siring  of  stat^ 
And  thinkf— to  be  a  wretch,  is  to  be  great 

•  Caleb  D'Anvers,  the  name  assumed  by  tka 
writers  of  the, Craftsman. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


STATE  DUNCES. 


209 


^  But  tum^  O  goddess !  turn  thine  eyes,  and 
riew 
*nie  d^irlins  leaders  of  thy  gkx>my  crow.    • 

«•  Full  opcn-moutb'd  Newcastle  there  behold, 
Apiogr  a  Tally,  swell  into  a  scold, 
<>rievmxs  to  mortal  ear. — As  at  the  place 
Where  loud  tongiiM  virgins  vend  the  scaly  race. 
Harsh  peals  of  vocal  thunder  fill  the  skies, 
And  stnnning  sounds  In  hideons  discord  rise ; 
So,  when  he  tries  the  wond'rous  power  of  noise, 
Each  hapless  ear's  a  victim  to  his  voice. 

••  JIow  blest,  O  Cheselden  !  wlwse  art  can 

mend 
Those  ears  Newcastle  was  ordain'd  to  rend. 
*'  Sec  Harrington  secure  in  silence  sit; 
No  empty  words  betray  his  want  of  wit^ 
If  sense  in  hiding  folly  is  exprcss'd , 
O  Harrington  !  thy  wisdom  stands  confess*d. 
"  To  T>ullness*  sacred  cause  for  ever  true, 
Thy  darling  Caledonian,  goddess,  view ; 
The  pride  and  glory  of  thy  Scotia's  plains. 
And  faitbfol  leader  of  her  venal  snrains : 
Ijoadcd  he  moves  beneath  a  servile  weight. 
The  dull  laborious  packborse  of  the  state ; 
Dradges  through  tracks  of  infamy  for  pay. 
And  hackneys  out  his  conscience  by  the  day : 
Yonder  behold  .the  busy  peerless  peer, 
With  aspect  mea^re  and  impor^nt  air ; 
His  form  how  gotliic,  and  his  looks  how  sage  I 
He  seems  the  llring  Plato  fif  the  age. 

Blest   form  !  in  which  akinc   thy  merit's 

s^o, 
Since  all  tliy  wisdom  centers  in  thy  micn  ! 
•*  Here  Egmont,  Albemarle,  (for  senates  fit) 

And  VT by  the  wise,  in  council  sit : 

Here  looby  G— — n,  «r-^— m  over  dull. 
By  birth  9  senator,  by  fate  a  fool. 

"  While  these,  BriUnuia,  watchful  o*er  thy 
state. 
Maintain  thine  }iononrs,and  direct  thy  fate. 
How  shall  admiring  nations  round  adore, 
B«'hr>ld  thy  greatness,  tremble  at  thy  pow'r; 
New  Sbcbas  come,  invited  by  thy  fame. 
Revere  thy  wisdom*  and  extol  thy  name! 

"  Lo !  to  yon  bench  now,  go<idess,  turn  thine 
And  view  thy  sons  in  solemn  dullness  rise :  [eyes. 
All  doating,  wrinkled,  g^ve,  and  gloomy,  see 
Rach  form  confess  thy  dull  divinity  ; 
Tnie  to  thy  cause  behold  each  trcnch^'fi  sage 
Increas'd  In  luUy  as  advancM  in  age : 

Here  Ch r,  leam*d  in  mystic  prophecy, 

Confuting  Collins,  makes  each  prophet  lie : 
Poor  Woolston  by  thy  Smallbrook  there  assaiPd; 
Jails  sure  convinced  him,  though  the  prelate 
feilM. 
**  But  chief  Pastorius,  ever  grave  and  dull, 
2)evoid  of  sense,  of  zeal  divinely  full, 
Ketails  his  squibs  of  science  o*er  the  town. 
While  diarges.  pastorals,  through  each  street 

resound ; 
These  teach  a  heavenly  Jesus  to  obey. 
While  those  maintain  an  earthly  Appius*  sway* 
Thy  gospel  tmlh,  Pastorius,  crost  we  see. 
While  God  and  Mammon's  served  at  once  by 

thee. 
^  Who  wouM  not  trim,  speak,  vote,  or  conscl- 
enoepawn, 
•  To  lord  it  o^er  a  see,  and  swell  in  lawn  } 

**  William  Cheselden,  an  eminent  snvgeon. 
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Ifarts  like  those,  O  Sherlock,  honours  claim, 
Than  thee  none  merits  more  the  prelate's  name: 
Wond'ring  behold  him  faithful  to  his  fee. 
Prove  pariiaments  dependent  to  be  free  ; 
In  senates  blunder,  flounder  and  dispute, 
For  ever  reas^mg,  never  to  confute. 
Since  courts  for  this  their  fated  gifts  decree. 
Say,  what  is  repiitation  to  a  see  ? 

'*  Lo !  o'er  yon  flood  Hare  casts  his  lowering 
And  wishful  sees  the  rev'rend  turrets  rise.  £eyes. 
While  Laml>eth  opens  to  thy  longing  view. 
Hapless  I  the  mitre  ne'er  can  bind  thy  brow  x 
Though  conrts  should  deign  the  gift,  how  won* 

d'rous  hard 
By  thy  own  doetrines  sttU  to  be  debarrM  1 
For,  if  from  change  >*  snch  mighty  evil  springs. 
Translations  sure,  O  Hare  !   am  sinful  things. 

"  These  mlers  see,  and  Aameless  numbers 
O  goddess,  of  thy  train  the  choicest  store,  [more. 
Who  ignorance  in  gravity  entrench, 
And  grace  alike  the  pulpit  and  the  bench. 

"Pull  plac*d  and  pension'd,see!  Horatio  stands;  •' 
Begrim*d  his  face,  nnpurtfy'd  his  hands : 
To  decency  he  scorns  all  nice  pretence. 
And  reigns  firm  foe  to  cleanliness  and  sense. 
How  did  Horatio  Britain's  canse  advance ! 
How  shine  the  sloven  and  buffoon  of  France  ! 
.  In  senates  now,  how  scold,  bow  rave,  how  roar^ 
Of  treaties  run  the  tedious  train-trow  o'er  I 
How  blunder  out  whatever  should  be  oonceai'd. 
And  how  keep  secret  what  should  be  reveai'd ! 
True  child  of  Dullness !  see  him,  goddess,  claim 
l>ow*r  next  myself,  as  next  m  birth  and  fame. 

"  Silence !  ye  senates,  while  enribbon^d  Yoonge 
Poors  fbith  melodk>us  nothings  from  his  toitgne  1 
How  sweet  the  accents  play  around  the  ear, 
FormM  of  smooth  periods,  and  of  well-tun*d 

air! 
licave,  gentle  Yonnge,  the  senate's  dry  debate, 
Nor  labonr  'midst  the  labyrinths  of  state ; 
Suit  thy  soft  genius  to  more  tender  themes. 
And  sing  of  cooling  shades,  and  puriing  streams; 
With  modem  sing-song  murder  ancient  plays  1*, 
Or  warble  in  sweet  ode  a  Bninswiek*s  praise: 
5»o  shall  thy  strains  in  purer  dullness  flow. 
And  laurels  wither  on  a  Cibber's  brow. 
Say,  can  the  statesman  wield  the  poet's  quill. 
And  quit  the  senate  for  Parnassus*  Hill } 
Since  there  no  venal  vote  a  pension  shares. 
Nor  wants  Apollo  lords  commissioners. 

"  There  W—  and  P— ,  god«less,  vietr. 
Firm  in  thy  cause,  and  to  thy  Appius  true  \» 
Lo  1  from  their  labours  what  reward  betides  I 
One  pays  my  army,  one  my  navy  guides. 

'*To  dance,  <lress,  sing,  and  serenade  the  fair, 
'  Conduct  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair,' 
O'er  baleful  tea  with  females  Uught  to  blame, 
And  spread  a  slander  o'er  a  virgin's  fame; 
Form'd  for  these  softer  arts  shall  Hervey  strain 
With  stubborn  polilios  bis  tender  brain  I 

*■  A  noted  sermon  preached  on  the  30th  of 
January,  on  this  text,  *<  Woe  be  nnto  them  that 
are  given  to  change,"  kc. 

^i  This  gentleman,  wiih  the  assistance  of  Roome, 
Concanen,  and  several  others,  altered  the  c  >  • 
medy  of  the  Jovial  Crew  into  a  modem  ballad 
opera ;  which  was  scarce  exhibited  on  the  stage, 
before  it  was  thought  necessary  to  be  cootraoted 
.into  one  act. 
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For  qainisters  loborioas  pampbleU  write. 
In  senates  prattle,  and  with  patriots  figlit ! 
Thy  fond  ambitioii,  pret^r  youth,  giie  o^er^ 
Preside  at  balls,  old  fashions  lost  restore ^ 
Sb  shall  each  toilette  in  tby  paiise  engage. 
And  H cy  sliine  a  P— •— re  of  the  age. 

"  Behold  a  vtar  emblazon  C        n*8  ooatt 
Not  that  the  knight  bus  merit,  bnt  a  ?Qte. 
Ami  bere,  O  goddess,  nam'nnw  wroogfaeads  trace, 
Lur'd  by  a  pension,  ribband,  or  a  place. 

*'  To  ipurd^r  science,  and  my  cause  (ieiend. 
Now  shoals  of  Grub-street  garretteers  descend  j 
From  schools  and  desks  the  writing  insects  crawl. 
Unlade  their  dullness,  and  f^ir  Appius  bawL 

**  Lot  to  thy  darling  Osbpme  turn  thiue  eyes, 
See  him  o'er  politics  sqperior  rise; 
While  Caleb  feels  the  ▼eqovt  of  his  quill ; 
And  ifond'ring  ministefs  rewanl  his  skill*; 
Uttleam'd  in  logic,  yet  he  writes  by  rulet 
And  proves  himself  in  syllogism — a  ibol  j^ 
Now  flies  obedlicat,  vrtir  ^^th  sense  to  wage, 
And  drags  th^  idea  tbro^  the  painful  page : 
L^nread,  ^DlMl8we^V},  still  he  writes  egain. 
Still  spins  the  endless  cobweb  of  his  brain : 
CbarmM  with  each  line,  reviewing  what  be  frfit. 
Blesses  his  stars,  and  woiMleri  at  bis  wit. 

"  Nor  less,  O  WaUinghara,  thy  wo^b  appear* ! 
Alike  in  merit,  tlio*  iinlike  in  years : 
in.fated  youth  1  what  stars  malignant  shed 
Their  baqeful  influenoeo'er  tliy  brainless  bead, 
Doom'd  to  be  ever  writmg,  never  read ! 
For  bread  to  libel  liberty  afid  sense. 
An4  damn  tby  patron  w^kly  with  defence. 
Drench^,  in  the  sable  floodt  O  badst  tlK>u  still 
Cf'er  skio4  <^f  pgvduneot  drove  thy  venal  quill. 
At  Temple  ale? boupe  told  an  idle  tale, 
^e4  paw«^*<i  \M7  <frf  <lit  §w  a.  mug  of  ale ; 
Unknown  to  Appius  then  had  been  thy  qame, 
Uol^c'd  tbSF coats  uosacnfus'd  his  fame; 
Nor  vast  qnvend«d  reiuas  would  Peeledepk>re, 
As  vic^in^s  dcstia'd  to  the  oopimon-shore, 

**  As  dimoe  to  dunc#in  endless  numbers  breed, 
Sp  to  CoBCi^nen  see  a  Mph  succeed ; 
A  tiny  witling  of  tbef^  wsiting  days,  [pl^y** 

Pull-fiim'd  for  twielew  vhimes,  <uk1  short^lWM 
Write  on,  ipy  l^ckleM  b^fd,  still  unasham'd, 
Thq'  burnt  tby  jooroal^  apd  thy  dramas  daran*d ; 
Tis  bread  inspires  thy  pqlitios  4|id  lays, 
Not  thisst  of  im roovti^ity  or  ps^w9, 

"  These,  gOfU^^ss,  vjeWt  the  choicest  of  ihatrain, 
WhHe  yet  uimus^b^'d  dqiioeft  still  remain ; 
Deans,  critics,  lawyers,  bank,  a  motley  crew^ 
To  dullness  fiiithful,  i|8  to  A^us  true.'* 

**  Enough/'the  goddess  cries, ''enough  I've  seen; 
While  these  support,  secure  my  son  shall  rei.arn ; 
Still  Shalt  thou  blond'ringnile  Britannia's  faite. 
Still  Gmb-street  hail  thee  minister  of  state. 


MANNERS'. 

A  fAvims,  1736. 

Paolus  vel  Cossus  vel  Dsusua  moribut  esto. 

JOTUTAL. 

^^  WBu-^a)I.plf^e«^^ichnw»ke  mf^kio4 

their  spoilt,  [^^i-ta  court. 

^!tt9'4  m«>  y^  tif  a^'iM !  &«9^  t^  wwr«t  plague 


'llidst  the  iqad  qianHigna  of  MooH^elda,^  I'd  b« 
A  straw-crown'd  monarch,  in  mock  majesty. 
Rather  tb«n  sovereign  role  Britannia's  fiUe, 
Curs*d  with  the  follies  and  the  farce  of  st^te. 
Rather  in  Newgate  walls,  O !  let  me  dwell, 
A  doleful'ten^ilt  of  the  daikling  cell. 
Than  swell,  in  palaces,  the  mighty  store 
Of  fortune's  fools,  and  parasites  of  pow*r. 
Than  crowns*  ye  cods  1  be  any  sute  my  dooni^ 
Or  any  dungeon,  but — a  drawing-room. 

"  Thrice  happy  patrkH  1  whom  no  oouru  debafe^ 
No  titl^  lessen,  and  no  start  disgrace. 
Still  nod  the  plumage  o*er  the  brainless  bead ; 
Still  o'er  the  faithless  heart  the  ribband  spread. 
Such  toys  may  serve  to  signalize  the  tool. 
To  gild  the  knave,  or  garnish  out  the  fool  ^ 
While  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  disdain 
11ie  tinsel  trappings  and  the  glittering  chain : 
Fond  of  your  freedom  spurn  the  venal  fee. 
And  prove  he's  only  great — ^whu  dares  be  free.* 

Tlius  sung  Philemon  in  his  calm  retreat. 
Too  wise  for  pow'r,  too  virtuous  to  be  great. 

"  But  whence  this  rage  at  courts  ?"  reply'd  hift 
grace, 
'<Say,  is  the  Diighly  crime,  to  be  in  place? 
Is  that  the  deadly  sin,  mark'd  out  by  Heav'ni^ 
For  whi  2h  no  mortal  0'er  can  be  fovgtv'n  ? 
Must  all,  all  suffer,  who  in  courts  engagci, 
Down  fh>m  lord  steward,  to  the  puny  page  } 
Can  courts  and  places  be  such  sinful  things^ 
The  sacred  giiU  and  palaces  of  h<ngs  V* 

\  place  may  claim  our  rev'reDce,  sirtl  owD( 
Bnt  then  the  man  its  dignity  must  crown  i 
"lis  not  the  truncheon,  or  the  ermine's  pride^ 
Can  screen  the  coward,  or  the  knave  can  hide. 
I^t  Stair  and  ***  head  our  arms  and  law. 
The  judge  and  gen'ral  must  be  vicw'd  with  awe  r 
The  villain  then  would  shudder  at  the  bvi 
And  Spain  grow  humble  at  the  sound  of  war. 

Wh«t  courts  are  sacred,  when  I  tell  your  grac^ 
Manners  alone  must  sanctify  the  pI«oe  ? 
Henc9  only  each  its  proper  name  nceivcs ; 
Haywood's  a  brothel ;  White's  *  a  den  of  thieves: 
Bring  whores  and  thIcrQS  to  oourt,^  you  cbapgo^ 

the  scene, 
St.  James's  turns  the  brothel,  and  the  den. 

Who  would  the  courtly  chapel  holy  call, 
Tho'  the  whole  bench  sboiild  consecrate  the  wnll  I 
While  ths  trim  chaplain,  conscious  of  a  fee. 
Cries  out,  "  My  king,  1  have  no  God  bnt  thnej" 
Lifts  to  the  royal  seat  the  asking  eye. 
And  pays  to  Q^orge  the  tribute  of  the  sky ; 
Proves  sin  alone  from  humble  roofs  mutt  springs 
Nor  can  one  e^rUily  failing  stain  a  king. 

Bishops  and  kings  may  consecrate,  'lis  true  ; 
Manners  aboe  cl^m  hom«gQ  as  thnir  due. 
Without,  the  courts  church  nre  both  prophan^ 
Whatever  prelaw  preach,  or  monarch  reign  ^ 
Religion's  rostrum  virtue's  sca&Id  growv 
And  crowns  and  mitres  are  mere  raree-shows^ 

In  vain,  behold  ynn  rev'send  tnrrets  rise,     . 
An^  Scrum's  mctid spire  vdute  the  skleat 

I  Dr.  Swift  snys,  ;'  that  th(|  l«tn  e»rl  ^  Ok* 
ford,  in  the  time  of  his  ministry,  never  passed  by 


White's  chocolate-hoyse  (th<^  comnmni  . 
vous  of  infamous  sharpers  and  noble  cullies) 
without  bestowing  a  curse  luxm  thit  (unpna  m%^ 
demy,  as  the  bane  of  half  the  English  nobility." 
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2f  the  Unm'd  UntUPt  etrihly  vota  be  toU, 
And  God*9  free  gift  rtkmVd  ht  Mamoion  gold  i 
Ko  r^T'renoe  can  the  proiid  eathcdml  dmini. 
But  Henley's  shop,  and  Sherlock's,  are  the  same. 
Whsnoa  have  8L  Stephen's  waUs  Babaifc>»'d 


Whence?  From  the  virtiie  of  his  sons  with  m. 
But  should  «Mne  fruileful  serpent*  void  of  grace, 
Olide  in  itshoamU,  and  poison  all  the  pkoe; 
Should  e*er  the  sacred  voice  Wi  set  to  sale. 
AmA  o'er  the  heart  the  golden  fniit  ptevail  j 
The  place  is  altered,  sir ;  nor  think  it  atraoge 
To  see  the  semte  sink  into  a  change. 

Or  court,  or  churob,  or  senate-house,  or  hall, 
Mamiars  aWme  beam  dignity  on  all. 
Without  their  influence,  palaces  are  cells ; 
Crane-court>,  a  magazine  of  cockle-shells ; 
The  solemn  bench  no  bosom  strikes  wiih  awe, 
But  Westminster's  a  warehouse  of  the  law. 

These  honest  truths,  ray  lord,  deny  who  can ; 
Since  all  allow  th«t  •'  Manners  make  the  man." 
nmee  only  glories  to  the  great  bekmg. 
Or  peers  most  mingle  with  the  peasant  thmng. 

Thongh  strung  with  ribbands,  yet  behold  his 
Shines  hut  a  lacquey  in  a  higher  place  !    [grace 
Strip  the  gay  liv»ry  from  the  courtier's  hack. 
What  marks  the  diflP'renc^'twixt  my  loni  and  Jack? 
The  same  mean,  supple,  mercenary  knave, 
"Hie  tool  of  power,  and  of  stotethe  slave: 
Alike  the  vassal  heart  in  each  prevails. 
And  all  his  lordship  boasts  is  larger  vales. 

Wealth*  manon,  tit]4*s,  maydescoid,  'tiatnie; 
But  ev'ry  heir  mnst  merit's  claim  renew. 

Wlm  bluihes  not  to  see  a  C — ^  heir. 
Tnm  slav«  to  sound,  and  languish  for  a  play*r<  ? 
Wh«t  piping,  fidUngySqueoking,  quav'ring,brawl* 

ingl 
What  sing-song  riot,and  what  eunach-sqnawlins! 

C ,  thy  worth  all  lUlv  shall  own, 

A  statesman  fit,  wberaNero^  ftli'd  the  throne. 

Sea  poor  Laevinns,  anxious  for  renown. 
Through  the  k>ng  gallery  trsce  his  Ihieaga  down, 
AjhI  claim  each  hero's  visage  for  his  own. 
What  though  i»  each  the  selfsame  features  shine. 
Unless  Anne  Uneal  virtue  marks  the  line, 
In  vain,  alas!  he  boasts  his  graodsire's  name. 
Or  hopes  fo  borrow  lustre  of  his  fome. 
Who  hut  nnait  smile,  to  see  the  tim'ronspeer 
Point  *flB0B9  his  race  our  bulwark  in  the  war  ? 
Or  i«  sad  English  tell  bow  sensAes  hung 
On  the  sweet  music  of  his  father's  tongue  ? 
Unconscious, though  his  sires  were  wise  and  brave, 
Their  virtues  only  find  in  him  a  grave. 

Not  M  with  Stanhope*;  see  by  him  sostaln^d 
£aeh  hoary  hoaeur  which  his  sires  had  gafai'd. 
To  ham  the  vicloca  of  bis  race  appear 
The  precious  portion  of  ftve  hundred  year; 
Jtyaaomded  down,  by  him  to  be  enjoyM, 
Vat  holds  the  talent  lost,  if  unempfoy'd. 
Vrom  hence  behold  his  gen'rous  mdant  rise. 
To  saell  the  saosed  stream  with  fresh  suppiieg : 

*  The  Royal  Society. 

t  That  enuaordinary  in^ance  of  the  folly,  Ac- 
4ravagance,  and  depravity  of  the  English,  Fa* 
Tinella 

«  A  Roman  emperor  remarkable  for  his  pamm 
for  mdsic. 

t  The  right  honoufabN  thf  earl  of  Cbet^cT- 
*^ 


Abroadt  the  guardian  of  his  oountry's  eauae^ 
At  home*  a  Tully  to  defend  her  laws. 
Senates  with  awe  the  patrkit  sounds  imbibe» 
And  bold  corruption  almost  drops  the  bribe. 
Thus  added  worth  to  worth,  and  grace  to  grace* 
He  beams  new  gkMries  back  upon  bis  race. 

Ask  ye»  whaf  s  honour?  Til  the  truth  hnpait. 
Know,  honour,  then,  is  honesty  of  heart. 
To  the  sweet  scenes  of  social  Stow  *  repair. 
And  search  the  master's  breasty^you'U   find,  it 

there. 
Too  proud  to  grace  the  sycophant  or  slavey 
It  only  harbours  with  the  wise  and  brare; 
Ungain'd  by  titles,  places,  wealth,  or  birth : 
Learn  this,  and  learn  to  Uush,  ye  sons  of  £arth  \ 
Blush  to  behold  this  ray  of  nature  made 
The  vtcttmof  a  ribband,  or  cockade. 

Ask  the  proud  peer,  what's  honour  ?    he  dii» 

A  purdiasM  potent,  or  the  herald's  blaze  ; 
Or,  if  the  royal  smile  his  hopes  has  blest. 
Points  to  the  glitt'ring  gtory  oo  his  breaftx 
Yet,  if  beneath  no  real  virtue  reign. 
On  the  gay  coat  the  star  is  but  a  stain : 
For  I  could  whisper  in  his  lordship's  ear. 
Worth  only  beams  true  radiance  on  the  star. 

Hence  see  the  gartered  glory  dart  its  rays, 
Ani  shine  round  E^^-  with  redoubled  blaze  & 
Ask  ye  from  whence  this  flood  of  lustre's  seen  ? 
Why  ISr-^—  whispers,  votes,  and  saw  Turin. 

Long  Milo  reign'd  the  minion  of  renown ;    - 
Louf  I  bis  eulogioms  echo'd  through  the  town  t 
Where'er  he  went,Btill  crowds  around  him  throng. 
And  hail'd  the  patriot  as  he  pass'd  along. 
Sec  the  lost  peer,  unhooour'd  now  by  all. 
Steal  through  the  street,  or  skulk  along  the  Mall^ 
Applaudhig  sounds  no  more  siiitite  his  ear. 
Bat  the  loud  Pasan's  sunk  into  a  sneer. 
Whence,  you'll  inquire,  could  sprmg  a  chanim  so 
Why,  the  poor  man  ran  military  mad }      [sad  \ 
By  this  mistaken  maxim  still  misled,    ' 
That  men  of  honour  must  be  oloth'd  in  red. 
My  grandsire  wore  it,  Milo  criea^'tis  good  ^ 
But  know,  tiie  grandsire  stain'd  it  red  with  bSeod. 
Pint 'midst  the  deathful  dangers  of  the  field, 
He  shone  his  oountry's  guardian,  and  iu  shield  > 
Taught  Danube's  stream  with  Qailk:  gore  to  fiow; 
Hence  bloom'd  the  laurel  on  thegnindsire's  brow| 
But  shall  the  son  expect  the  wreath  to  wear. 
For  the  mock  triuoKphs  of  an  Hyde-  p^rk  war? 
Sooner  sh.ill  Bunhill,  Blenheim's  gfories  ebuin. 
Or  Biilers  rival  brave  Eugene  in  fiime; 
Sooner  a  like  reward  their  labours  crown. 
Who  storm  a  UungbiH,  and  who  sack  a  town. 

Mark  our  bright  yoixths,  how  gailoBt  and  boif 

Fresh  plura'd  and  powdcr'd  in  review  array. 
Un^poil'd  each  feature  by  the  martial  soar, 

to  1  A-« assumes  the  god  of  war :  Cp^7»  • 

Yet  vain,  while  prompt  .to  arms  by  plume  and 
He  claims  tbc  soldier's  name  from  soldier's  pfAy. 
This  truth,  my  warrior,  treasure  in  thy  breasr; 
A  standing  soldier  is  a  scandmg  jest 
When  Moody  battles  dwindle  to  reviews, 
Annies  inMiC  then  descoid  to  pnppet>shfiWil  i 
Wi&te  the  hrt'd  log  may  s«rn(  the  soldfer's  port, 
BedeCl^'tf  ^Ithfoather,  though  unatm'd  with  hearc 

^The  scat  of  the  right  ^onourall^  tho  lord 
visceunt  Cobbanu 
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p.  WHITEflEAD^S  POEMS. 


Tbere  are  who  eajr,  **  Von  lash  the  siiis  of  men ! 
lieave,  leave  to  Pope  the  poignance  of  the  pen ; 
Hope  not  the  hays  shall  wreath  aronnd  thy  head; 
Fanning  may  write,  but  Flaceus  will  be  roMt." 
Shall  only  one  have  privilefre  to  blame  ? 
What  then,  ate  vice  and  folly  royal  game  > 
Mttit  all  be  poachers  who  attempt  to  kill } 
All,  hot  I  he  mighty  sorereigii  of  the  qnill  ? 
Shall  Pope,  alone,  the  plenteous  harvest  hare, 
And  I  not  glean  one  stragglirgfool,  or  knave  ? 
Praise,  'tis  allow'd,  is  free  to  ail  mankind ; 
Say,  why  shonld  honest  satire  be  conlln*d  ? 
Thongb,  like  th*  immortal  bard's,  my  feeble  dart 
Stains  not  its  feather  in  the  ealprit  heart ; 
Yet  know,  the  smallest  insect  of  the  wing 
The  horse  may  tease,  or  elephant  can  sting : 
Ev'n  1,  by  chance,  some  lucky  (laitsmay  showV, 
And  gall  some  great  leriathans  of  pow'r. 

I  name  not  Walpole;  you  the  rea«n  guess ; 
^Tark  yon  fell  harpy  hov'ring  o'er  the  press. 
Secure  the  Muse  may  spurt  withnamesof  kings; 
But  ministers,  my  friend,  are  dangerous  things. 
Who  would  have  Paxton  9  answer  what  he  writ ; 
Or  special  juries,  judges  of  his  wit  ? 

Pope  writes  unhurt— but  know,  tis  diffrent 
quite 
To  beard  the  lion,  and  to  crush  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dash  the  statesnuin  in  each  line ;   * 
Those  dread  his  satire,  who  dare  punish  mine. 

«« Turn,  turn  your  satire  then,"  you  cry,  •«  to 
prttise." 
Why,  praise  is  satire,  in  these  sinfiil  days. 
Say,  should  I  make  a  patriot  of  sir  Bill, 

Or  swear  that  G ^'s  duke  has  wit  at  will  ; 

From  the  gulPd  knight  could  I  expect  a  place. 
Or  hope  to  lie  a  dinner  from  his  grace. 
Though  a  reward  be  graciously  bestow'd 
On  the  soft  aattre  of  each  birth-day  ode  ? 

The  good  and  bad  alike  with  praise  are  blest ; 
Yet  those  who  merit  most,  still  want  it  least:' 
But  conscious  vice  still  courts  the  cheering  ray. 
While  virtue  shines,  nor  asks  the  glare  of  day. 
Need  I  to  any,  Pnlt'ney's  worth  declare  ? 
Or  tell  him  Carteret  charms,  who  has  an  ear  ? 
.  Or,  Pitt«  can  thy  example  be  unknown. 
While  each  fond  father  marics  it  to  his  son  ? 
:    I  cannot  truckle  to  a  slave  in  state. 
And  praise  a  blockhead's  wit,  because  he's  great- 
Down,  down,  ye  hungry  garretteers,  descend. 
Call  Walpole  »  Bnrleigh,call  him  Britain's  friend; 
Behold  tbe  genial  ray  of  gold  appear, 
And  rouw.ye  swarms  of  Grub-street  and  Rag-fiur. 

See  with  what  zeal  yon  tiny  insect  9  bums, 
And  follows  queens  from  palaces'to  urns : 
Though  cruel  death  has  chsa'd  the  royal  ear, 
That  flatt'riug  fly  still  buzzes  round  the  bier : 
But  what  avails,  since  queens  no  longer  live? 
Why,  kings  can  road,  and  kings,  you  know,  may 
give, 

T  A  fiunous  solicitor. 

*  See  these  two  characters  compared  in  the 
Gazetteers ;  but,  lest  none  of  those  papers  should 
have  escaped  their  common  &te,  see  the  two  du- 
racters  distinguished  in  the  Craftsman. 

9  Dr.  Alured  Clarke,  who  wrote,  or  rather 
stole,  a  character  of  the  late  queen  from  Dr, 
Burnet's  character  of  queen  Mary.  This  pam- 
phlet, however,  has  been  ascribed  to  lord 
Her\ey. 


A  mitre  may  repay  his  heav'nfy  6rown, 
And,  while  he  decks  her  bn>w,  adorn  his  o*^ 

Let  laui^eat  Cibber  biith-day  sonnets  singir 
Or  Fanny  crawl,  an  ear- wig  on  the  king: 
While  one  is  void  of  wit,  and  one  of  grace. 
Why  should  1  enry  either  song  or  place  } 
1  could  not  flatter,  the  rich  butt  to  gain  ; 
Nor  sink  a  slave,  to  rise  vice  chamberlain.^ 

Perish  my  verse !  whene'er  one  venal  line 
Bedattt»  a  dike,  or  makes  a  king  divine. 
First  bid  me  swear,  he's  sound  who  has    the 

plague. 
Or  Horace  rivak  Stanhope  at  the  Hague. 
What,  shall  I  turn  a  pander  to  the  throne. 
And  list  with  B— -irs  K*  to  rour  for  half-a-erown! 
Sooner  T—r—l  shall  with  Tully  vie. 
Or  W — n — n  in  senate  scorn  a  lie ; 
Sooner  Iberia  tremble  for  her  fate 
From  M h's  arms,  or  Ab n's  debate. 

Though  fawning  flaU'ry  ne'er  shall  Uint  my 
lays, 
Yet  know,  when  virtue  calls,  I  burst  to  praise. 
Behold  yon  temple  ■*  rais'd  by  Cobham*s  hand, 
Sacredto  worthies  of  his  native  land : 
Ages  were  ransack'd  for  the  wise  and  great. 
Till  Barnard  came,  and  made  the  groope  com* 

plete. 
Be  Barnard  there— enliven'd  by  the  voice. 
Each  busto  txiw'd,  and  sanctify 'd  the  choice. 

Pointless  all  satire  in  tl^*se  iron  times; 
Too  faint  are  colours,  and  too'  feeble  thymes. 
Rise  then,  gay  fancy,  future  gbries  bring, 
And  stretch  o*er  happier  days  thy  healing  wing* 

Rapt  into  thought,  lo !  I  Britannia  see 
Rishig  superior  o'er  the  subject  sea ; 
View  her  gay  pendents  spread  their  silken  wi^gs. 
Big  with  the  fate  of  empires,  and  of  kings: 
The  tow*ring  barks  dance  lightly  o'er  the  main. 
And  roll  their  thunder  thro'  the  realms  of  Spain. 
Peace,  violated  maid,  they  ask  no  more. 
But  waft  her  back  triumphant  to  Our  shore ; 
While  buxom  Plenty,  laughing  in  her  train. 
Glads  ev'ry  be^rt,  and  crowns  tbe  warrior's  pain* 
On,  foncy,  on !  still  streteh  the  pleasing  scene. 
And  bring  fair  freedom  with  her  golden  leign ; 
Chcei'd  by  whose  beams  ev'n  meagre  want  can 

smile, 
And  the  poor  peasant  whistle  'midst  his  toiL 

Such  days,  what  Briton  wishes  not  to  see  ? 
And  such  each  Briton,  Frederic  '*,  hopes  fiom 


■*  A  noted  agent  in  a  mob-regiment,  who  is  em- 
ployed to  reward  their  venal  vociferationa,  on  cer- 
tain occasions,  with  half-a^rown  eaeh  man. 

"  The  Temple  of  British  Worthies  in  the  gar- 
dens at  Stow,  in  which  tbe  lord  Cobbam  hat 
lately  erected  the  busto  of  sir  John  BaniardL 

«  The  father  of  George  the  Third. 
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GYMNASIAD^  OR  BOXING  MATCH  i 

A  VttY  SBOltT,  BL'T  VERY  CURIOUH  EPIC  POIM> 
Wrni  TBB  PROIXCOMEKA  OF  liCRIBLCRUS  TERTIU8> 
AMD  VOnS  TARIORUM* 

—  Nos  hsec  oovimitfcsse  nihil.   Mart. 


TO  THR  MOn*   PVISSANT  AND  INTIKClBLR 

Mr.  JOHN  BROUGHTON. 

Hap  thif  dedication  been  addressed  to  some 
-reTerend  prelate,  or  female  court- favourite, 
to  some  btundering  statesman,  or  apostate  pa- 
triot, I  should  doubtless  have  lancbed  into  the 
bigl»est  encomiums  on  public  spirit,  policy,  vir- 
tue, piety,  &C.  and,  like  the  rest  of  my  brother 
dedicators,  had  most  successfully  imposed  on 
their  vanity,  by  ascribing  to  them  qualities  they 
were  utterly  unacquaimed  with ;  by  which  means 
1  had  pradently  reaped  therewardi^a  panegyrist 
from  my  patron,  and,  at  the  same  time,  secured 
the  repatatjon  of  a  satirist  with  the  public. 

Bnt  BcOTUDg  these  base  arts,  1  present  the  ful- 
lowiog  poem  to  you,  unswayed  by  either  flattery 
or  interest;  since  3'our  modesty  would  defend 
3roa  against  the  poison  of  the  one,  and  your 
known  cjouomy  prevent  an  author's  expectation s 
of  the  other.  I  shall  therclure  only  tell  you, 
what  you  really  are,  and  lea\-e  those  (whose  pa- 
Iroosare  of  the  higher  class)  to  tell  them  what 
they  really  are  not.  But  such  is  the  depravity 
of  human  nature,  that  every  compliment  we  be- 
atow  oo  another  is  too  apt  to  be  deemed  a  satire 
00  ourselves;  yet  surely,  while  I  am  praising 
the  rtrength  of  your  arm,  no  politician  can  think 
it  meant  as  a  reflection  on  the  weakness  of  his 
iiead;  or,  while  I  am  justifying  your  title  to  the 
character  of  a  man,  will  any  modem  petit-maitre 
think  it  an  impeachment  of  bis  ai&nity  to  that  of 
its  mimic  coanterfeit,  a  monkey  ? 

Were  ito  attempt  a  description  of  your  qua- 
Jificatioos,  1  might  justly  have  recourse  to  the 
■lajcsty  of  Agamemnon,  the  courage  of  Achilles, 
the  strength  of  Ajax,  and  the  wisdom  of  Ulysses; 
but,  as  your  own  heroic  actions  al&rd  us  the  best 
mirror  of  your  merits,  I  shall  leave  tlie  reader 
to  view  in  that  the  amazing  JIustre  of  a  character, 
a  few  traits  of  which  only,  the  iblk>wing  poem 
was  iuteoded  to  display ;  and  in  which,  had  the 
ability  of  the  poet  equalled  the  magnanimity  of 
his  hero,  I  doubt  not  but  the  Gymnasi^d  had, 
like  the  imm(»rtai  Iliad,  been  Iianded  «lown  to  the 
admiratiuu  of  all  posti  rir  y. 

As  your  supir.or  m;Tits  r/)ntribute<l  towards 
raiding  you  to  the  tli^tiitii-s  you  navt  eiijoy,  and 
plaoed  you  ev«.'n  as  the  saic-xtinnl  of  myalty  it- 
self, BO  1  cannot  help  thiiit^ing  it  happy  for  the 
prince,  that  be  is  now  able  to  buast  one  real 
cbauipion  in  his  sciA-ice ;  and  nhat  IVcuchman 
would  not  tremble  more  at  the  puiiisant  arm  of  a 
Broughton,  than  at  the  cereuionioub  gauutlet  of 
aDiwmack? 
lam. 

with  the  most  profound  respect 
to  your  heroic  virtues, 
your  uiosi  devoted, 
ami  most  humble  5«n'ant. 


SCRIBLERUS  TERTIUS  OF  THE 
POEM. 

f T  is  an  old  saying,  that  necessity  is  the  mo- 
ther-of  invention :  it  should  seem  then  that  poe- 
try, which  is  a  species  of  invention,  must  natu- 
rsJly  derive  its  being  from  the  same  origin :  hence 
it  will  be  easy  to  account  for  the  many  flimsy 
ghost^like  apparitions,  that  eveiy  <!ay  make  their 
appeaFRnce  among  us;  for  if  it  be  true,  as  natu- 
ralists observe,  that  the  health  and  vigour  of  the 
mother  is  necessary  to  produce  the  like  qualities 
in  the  child,  what  issue  can  be  expected  from  the 
womb  of  so  meagre  a  parent  ? 

But  there  is  another  species  of  poetry,  which, 
instead  of  owing  its  birth  to  the  belly,  like  Mi- 
nerva springs  at  once  from  the  head :  of  this  kind 
are  those  productions  of  wit,  sense,  and  spirit, 
which  once  bom,  like  the  goddess  herself,  im- 
mediately become  immortal.  It  is  trae,  these 
are  a  sort  of  miraculons  t^irths,  and  therefore  it 
is  no  wonder  they  should  bc-fouiid  so  rare  amonc 
us. — An  glory  is  the  noble  inspirer  of  the  latter, 
so  hunger  is  the  natuial.4ncentrve  of  the  former: 
thus  fame  and  food  are  the  spurs  with  which  every 
poet  mounts  his  Pegasus ;  but,  as  the  impetus  of 
the  belly  is  apt  to  be  more  cogent  than  tlmtof  the 
head,  so  you  will  ever  see  the  one  pricking  and 
goading  a  tired  jade  to  a  hobbling  trot,  while  Uie 
otlier  only  incites  vhc  foaming  steed  to  a  majestic 
capriol. 

The  gentle  reader,  it  is  apprehended,  will  not 
long  beat  a  loss  to  determiue,  which  species  the 
followiag  production  ought  to  be  ranked  midec: 
but  as  the  parent  most  unnaturally  cast  it  out  aj 
the  spurious  issue  of  his  brain,  and  even  cruelly 
denies  it  the  conmion  priviltge  of  his  naiuc-; 
struck  with  the  delectable  beauty  of  its  features, 
1  could  notavoid  adopting  the  little  poetic  orphan, 
and  by  drc:ising  it  up  with  a  few  notes,  &c..  pre- 
sent it  to  the  public  as  perfect  as  possible. 

Had  1,  in  imitaliuu  of  other  great  authors, 
only  consulted  my  interebt  in  the  publication  of 
this  inimitable  piece,  («hich  doubtless  wiU  un- 
dergo numerous  impre&sious)  1  might  first  have 
sent  it  into  the  world  naked,  then,  by,the  addi- 
tion of  a  commentary,  notes  variuruiu,  pn>!c- 
gomena,  and  all  that,  levied  a  new  tax  upon  the 
public ;  and  after  all,  by  a  sort  of  modem  p(X!t- 
ical  legerdemain,  changing  the  name  of  ibc  prin- 
cipal hero,  and  inseiting  a  few  h)  pcrcniics  of  a 
flattering  fiiend's,  have  reudci-ed  toe  former  edi- 
tions incorrect,  and  cozened  Uie  curious  reader 
out  ofatrebleconsidcratiun  for  the  same  work; 
but  however  this  may  sust  the  tricking  arts  of  a 
bookseller,  it  is  certainly  much  below  ii.c  sublime 
genius  of 'an  author. — Ikaow  it  will  be  said, 
that  a  mhn  has  an  equal  right  10  make  as  much 
as  he  can  of  his  wit,  as  well  as  of  his  money: 
but  then  it  ought  to  be  considered,  whether 
there  may  not  be  such  a  tiling  as  usury  in 
both ;  and  the  law  having  ouly  provided  against 
it  in  one  instance,  is,  1  apprehend,  no  very 
•moral  plea  for  the  praciice  of  it  in  tlte 
other  '. 

1  As  this  may  be  thought  to  be  particularly 
aimed  at  an  author  who  was  lately  re|x>rted  to  be 
dead,  and  whose  loss  all   lovers  of  the  muse^ 
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The  indioious  reader  wilT  easily  pen'eive,  that 
the  following  poem  in  all  iU  properties  partakes 
of  the  epic;  such  an  Aj^hting,  speeching,  bully- 
iag,  ranting,  fbc  (to  say  nothing  of  the  moral) 
and,  as  many  thounnd  ▼enes  are  thought  neoea- 
sary  to  the  construction  fif  this  kind  of  poen,  it 
may  be  ol^ted,  that  thif  is  too  slwrt  to  be  rank- 
ed under  that  class :  to  which  I  will  only  an- 
swer, that  as  oonciseness  is  the  last  fault  a  wri- 
ter is  apt  to  commit,  so  it  is  generally  the  f^rst  a 
reader  is  willing  to  forgive ;  and  though  it  OMy 
not  be  altogether  so  k>ng,  yet  I  date  say,  it 
will  not  be  found  less  replete  with  the  true  vis 
poetics,  than  (not  to  mention  the  Iliad,  ^Eaaid, 
Ice.)  even  Leoaidas  itself. 

It  may  fiirtber  be  objected,  that  the  charac- 
ters of  our  principal  heroes  are  too  homble  for 
the  grandeur  of  the  epic  IhMe  j  bat  the  candkl 
reader  will  be  pleased  to  observe,  that  they  are 
not  here  celebrated  in  their  meohanic,  but  in 
their  heroic  capacities,  as  beaersi  who,  lythe 
ancients  themselves,  have  ever  been  esteemed 
worthy  to  be  Immortalized  in  the  noblest  works  of 
this  nature ;  of  which  the  Bplus  and  Euryalus  of 
Homer,  and  the  Entellus  and  Dares  of  Virgil, 
are  incontestable  authorities.  And  as  those  au- 
thors were  ever  careful,  that  their  priacipal  per- 
sonage* (however  mean  in  themselves)  should 
derive  their  pedigree  horn  some  deity,  or  illus- 
trious hero,  so  our  author  has  with  equal  pro- 
priety made  his  spring  from  Phaeion  and  Nep- 
tune ;  under  which  characters  he  beautifully  al- 
legorises their  dificrenl  occupations  of  watermen 
and  coachmen.— But  for  my  own  pari,  I  cannot 
conceive,  that  the  dignity  of  the  hero's  pioiiis- 
•ion  is  any  ways  essential  to  that  of  the  action ;. 
for,  if  the  greatest  persons  ape  guilty  of  the 
meanest  actions,  why  may  not  the  greatest  ac- 
tions be  ascribed  to  the  meanest  persons  ? 

As  the  main  action  of  this  poem  is  entirely  sup- 
ported by  the  principal  heroes  themselves,  it  has 
been  malwioasly  insinuated  to  he  designed,  as  an 
mimannerly  reflection  on  a  late  glorious  victory, 
where,  it  is  pretended,  the  whole  action  was  a- 
obieved  without  the  interpositwn  of  the  principal 
heroes  at  alL — ^Bot  as  the  most  inaocent  mean- 
ings may  by  ill  minds  be  wrested  to  the  most 
wicked  purposes,  if  any  sudh  construction 
should  be  nuide,  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that 
it  must  proceed  from  the  (actions  venom  of  the 
reader,  and  ndt  firom  any  disloyal  malignity  in 
our  author,  who  is  too  well  acquainted  with  the 
power,  ever  to  arraign  the  purity,of  government : 

would  have  the  greatest  reason  to  lament;  it 
may  not  be  improper  to  assure  the  reader,  that 
it  was  written,  and  intended  to  hare  been  pub- 
'lisbed,  before  that  report,  and  was  only  meant 
as  an  attack  upon  the  general  abuse  of  tl»is  kind. 
•»As  to  our  author  himself,  he  has  ftequently 
given  public  testimonies  of  his  veneration  for 
that  great  man^  genius;  nor  may  it  be  unenter- 
taining  to  the  reader,  to  acqnaint  him  with  one 
private  instance : — Immediately  on  hearing  the 
report  of  Mr.  Pope's  death,  he  was  heanl  to 
break  forth  in  the  folbwing  exclamation : 

Pope  dead  I— Hush,  hash,  Repoct,  the  siaa-' 

d*roiis  lie  ^ 
Fame  says  he  lives — ^immortals  never  die. 


bci^idcs,  the  poi^ance  of  the  sword  is  too  pre ^ 
vnlent  for  that  of  the  pen ;  and  who,  when  there 
are  at  present  so  many  thousand  unanswerable 
standing  argnmrnts  ready  to  defend,  would  ever 
be  Qnixote  enough  to  attack,  either  the  omnipo- 
tence of  a  prince,  or  tbeonmisoieoceofbis  mi- 
nisters ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  an  analysi"?  of  this  poem,  I 
could  demonstrate  that  il  contains  (as  much  as 
a  pieoe  of  ro  sublime  a  nature  will  admit  of)  all 
those  true  standards  of  wit,  humour,  raillery* 
satire,  and  ridicule,  which  a  late  writer  has  so 
marvellously  discovered  i  and  might,  on  the  put 
of  our  author,  say  with  that  profoimd  critic,^^ 
Jtcta  €si  Alea:  but  as  the  obscurity  of  a  beauty 
too  strongly  argues  the  want  of  one,  so  an  en- 
deavour to  elucidate  the  merits  of  the  following 
performance,  ipight  be  apt  to  g(ve  the  voader  W 
disadvantegeoos  imprsssioo  against  it,  as  It. 
might  tacitly  imply  they  were  too  mysterious  to 
come  within  the  compass  of  his  oomprehensioo.. 
I  shall  therefore  leave  them  to  his  more  curiouo 
observatioo,  and  bid  him  heartily  forewcU-* 
Lege  dC  deleciwe, 

ScaiBLnos  Tnmus. 
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Tae  invocation,  the  propositkm,  the  night  bo* 
fore  the  battle  described ;  the  morning  opens, 
and  discovers  the  multitude  hasting  to  the 
phuse  of  action;  their  varioos  professkms,  dig^ 
nities,  &c  illustrated;  the  spectators  being 
seated,  the  youthAil  combatants  an  first  in- 
trodnced ;  their  manner  of  fighting  displayed  ; 
to  these  succeed  the  champions  of  a  higher  do- 
gree ;  their  superior  abilKies  marked,  some  uf 
the  nuMt  eminent  psrticolarly  celebcmted.; 
mean  while,  the  prineipal  heroes  am  wpfOt 
sented  sitting,  and  runtiiiatihg  on  the  ap- 
proaching combat,  when  the  herald  swDmoas 
them  to  the  \]st6. 

Siwo,  sing,  O  Muse,  the  dire  contested  fray. 
And  bloody  honours  of  that  dreadful  day. 
When  Phaeton*sboId  son  (tremendous  name) 
DarM  NeptnneNoffiipring  to  the  lists  of  fame. 
What  fury  fraught  tbee  with  ambitioo's  fire. 
Ambition,  equal  foe  to  son  and  sire  ? 

V.  3,  4.  When  rha^ton^x  bold  son  }  It  is  usual 
Dar'd  i\Vy)/i/«e*8  of  spring  J  for  poets  to 
call  the  sons  after  the  names  of  their  fothera ;  as 
Agamemnon  the  son  of  Atrcus,  and  Achilles  the 
sonof  Peleus,  are  frequently  termed  Pelides  and 
Atrides.  Our  author  vould  doubtless  hate  fol- 
lowed this  laudable  example,  but  he  found 
Broughtonides  and  Stephcnsunides,  or  their  coa. 
tractions,  too  unmusical  for  metre,  and  therefore 
with  wonderful  art  adopts  two  poetical  parenU  ; 
which  obviates  the  difficulty,  and  at  the  same 
time  heightens  the  dignity  of  his  heroes. 

BaNTLEIDBS. 

V.  6.  Ambition^  equal  foe  io  ton  and  nrv  ^] 
It  has  been  maintotned  hv  some  philosophers » 
that  the  passions  of  the  mind  are  io  some  mea- 
sure hereditary,  as  wdl  as  the  features  of  tho 
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fM,  bapleM  l^lf  by  Jove's  ethereal  hmA, 
iUid  ooe,  the  Trfton'a  mighty  }x>w*r  ditarms. 

Nov  all  lay  hush'd  within  the  folds  of  night, 
And  saw  in  painted  dreams  th*  important  flg-ht;  1 0 
While  hopoi  and  fears  alternate  ttfm  the  scales, 
And  now  this  hero,  ai)d  now  that  prevails ; 
^lows  and  imaginary  blood  surrey, 
^en  waking,  watch  the  sdow  approach  of  day ; 
When,  le  I  Aurora  in  her  saffron  vest 
Darts  a  glad  ray,  and  giJds  the  ruddy  east 

Forth  issuing  now  all  anient  seek  the  place 
Sacred  to  fame,  and  the  nthtetic  rare. 
As  firofti  their  hive  the  cfnslVing  sqiiadivns  pour 
0*er  fragrant  mearls,  to  fiip  the  vernal  flow*r  j  20 
So  from  each  inn  the  legal  swarms  impel. 
Of  banded  seers,  and  pupils  of  the  qtiili. 
Senates  and  shambles  poor  Ibnli  all  their  store, 
'Mindful  of  mutton,  and  of  laws  no  mure; 
E'eo  money-bills,  uncourtly,  now  most  wait. 
And  the  fat  lamb  hiu  one  more  day  to  bleat 
The  highway  knight  now  dn^ws  his  pistol's  load, 
Keats  his  faint  steed,  and  this  day  franks  the  road. 

body.  Accoixling  to  this  doctrine,  odr  author 
wely  beautifully  represents  the  frailty  of  ambi- 
tion descendiqg  from  father  to  son ; — and  as  ori- 
ginal sin  may  in  some  sort  be  accounted  for  ot 
tbis  system,  it  is  very  probable  our  author  had  a 
theolugical,  as  wefl  as  physical,  and  moral  meaa» 
log  in  tliis  terse. 

For  the  latter  part  of  this  note  we  are  obliged 
to  an  eminent  divine. 

^  V.  21.  UgalttMtrmt  im^/,]  An  ingenious  cri- 
tie  Of  my  ncqumntance  objeqted  to  this  simile, 
and  would  by  no  means  admit  the  comparison 
^weeti bees  And  lawyers  to  be  just;  one,  he 
iaid,  was  an  industrious,  harmless,  and  usefqt 
species,  none  of  which  properties  could  be  aiilrm- 
•doftheoOier;  and  therefore  he  ibougftt  the 
dfoae,  tbat  Kves  oo  the  phmderof  thebnre,  a 
itefe  proper  archetype.  I  must  confess  myself 
hi  tome  iBea«ure  inclined  to  subscribe  my  friend's 
•piniani  bat  then  we  moat  consider,  that  our 
author  did  nqt  mteod  to  describe  their  qnalities, 
bat  their  nimber;  and  in  this  respect  no  one, 
1  fbink,  con  hove  any  objection  to  the  propriety 
^the  oomporiaon. 

V.  24.  and  qf  Imwt  no  mor€ ;]  The  original 
tiS,  has  ft  bribes ;  bot,  as  this  might  geem  to 
ease  on  inridioas  aapersicnon  a  certain  as«mbly, 
ranarfcable  for  their  abhoirence  of  venalHy; 
aod^  at  the  same  time,  might  snbject  oiur  pub- 
liaber  ta  eomc  litde  inoonvenienocs;  I  thought 
it  prudent  tQOoften  the  expretskm ;  besides,  I 
think  thit  re^og  rendera  our  author's  thought 
Jkiore  natnral ;  for,  though  we  see  the  moat  tri- 
iing  afvocatiqu  are  able  to  draw  off  their  atten- 
tioQ  from  the  public  utility,  yet  nothhig  is  su^ 
flctent  to  dtveit  a  SteAdy  parsuit  of  their  p/Ita^ 
omolomeiiL 

V.  2S.  lAjf  thof/rmihi  ikt  raar^.]  Our  poet  here 
^artfully  iosipuates  the  dignity  of  the  combat  he  is 
about  to^ceiebrotei^  by  its  being  able  to  prevail  oi^ 
a  Ugbwoymui  to  lay  asirle  his  boaiuess,  to  b|e- 
come  a  spfctatmr  of  it;— And  as,  on-  thiso^co* 
sHki^  he  n^ehea  him  forsake  his  daily  bread,  wMle 
the  acDataNr  only  neglects  the  hoa'mess  of  theiat- 
lioo,  kBMqr  be  ohaerved,  how  satirically  he  gives 
the  picferetyey  in  point  of  OismlefPsledBC^;^  to 
the  highwavqiaii. 


Batliflk,  in  cfowds,  select  iht  dorftaiil  writ. 
And  give  another  Sunday  to  the  wit :  io 

He  too  would  hie,  but  ah  !  bis  fottode*  fMwii, ' 
Alasl  the  fatal  passpoft'*— half-a-erotrn. 
Shoals  press  on  sboalsi  fhnfi  palace  and  floit^ 

cell; 
Lordsyield  the  court,  and  butchers  ClerkenwelU 
St   Giles's  natives,  never  kbown  to  fail. 
All  who  have  haply  'scap'd  th*  obdurate  jail ; 
There  many  a  mdrtlal  sou  OfTott'nham'lies, 
Bound  in  Deveilian  bandit^  a  Sacrifice 
To  angry  justice,  nor  must  view  the  priaA 

Assembled  myrisds  crowd  the  circling  8cats,40 
High  for  the  combat  every  bosom  beats^ 
Each  bosom  partial  for  ib  hero  bold. 
Partial  through  fnendship-^r  dependifa^  goli. 

But  first,  the  infant  progeny  of  Mars 
.Toin  in  the  lists,  and  wu^e  tlicir  pigmy  wars; 
Train'd  to  the  manual  fight,  and  hrqiseful  toil. 
The  siop  defensive,  and  gymnastic  foil, 
With  nimble  fists  their  early  prowess  slioir. 
And  mark  the  future  hero  in  each  blow. 

To  these,  the  hardy  iron  race  succeed,        5Q 
All  sons  of  Hockley  and  fierce  Brick-street  brteds 
Mature  in  valour,  and  inuf  d  to  hfood^ 
Dauntless  each  fbe  in  form  terrific  stood  | 
Their  callous  bodies^  frequent  in  the  fray, 
Mcck'd  the  fell  stroke^  nor  to  its  fbrco  gm^ 

way. 
'Mongst  these  Gtoverius,  not  the  last  in  fame. 
And  he  whos6  clog  delights  the  beauteous  daAe; 
Nor  least  thyl>reise,  whose  artificial  lights 
In  Dian's  abseooe,<gildi  the  elomis  of  m^ht, 

V.  37.  There  manv  a  martial  writ  Ac.]  tha 
unwary  res/der  may  from  this  passage  be  apt  to 
conclude,  that  an  amphitlieatre  is  little  better 
than  a  nursery  for  the  galbws^  and  that  there  ia 
a  sort  of  physical  connection  between  boxing  and 
thieving;  but  although  boxing  may  be  a  useful 
ingredient  in  a  thief,  yet  it  does  not  necessarily 
make  him  one.  Boxiqg  is  the  eifecti  not  the 
cause ;  and  men  are  not  thieves  because  they 
are  boxers,  but  boxers  hecanse  they  are  thieveo. 
Thus  tricking,  lying,  cvasioii,  irith  several  other 
such-like  canlinal  virtues,  are  a  sort  of  propertiea 
pertaining  to  the  praotioe  of  the  law,  as  well  sis 
lo  the  mercurial  profeMiom  But  would  any  ooa 
therefore  nMr,  that  tfvery  lawyer  mosl  he  a 
thief?  Scholiast. 

Y.  44.  ittfani  progeny  of  Mart}  Our  author 
in  this  description  allucles  to  tha  Losus  Tfojttf 
of  Virgil. 

Inccidunt  pfi^ri  •■     ■•     '     I  1. 1  - 

-TrojsB  juveiltfii 


^--^Pugiiaeque  ciunt  mrnnbeiira  sub  i 

V.  51.  Hockley  and  fierce  Brkk^Ureel  breedX 
7>o  famous  athletic  seminaries, 

V.  57.  /Ind  he  whose  dog,  &c«]  Here  we  ara 
presented  with  a  laudable  imitation  of  the  aO^ 
cient  simplicity  of  moiuiets ;  for,  oa  Cincinnatos 
•listbiined  nu^  the  hoiiiely  cmpluyment  of  si 
l>louglimai\.  so  we  see  ou^  hero  condescending  io 
the  Immble  oceu|)ation  of  a  clog- maker;  and 
this  is  the  moie  to  be  admired,  as  it  is  oue  oha- 
ncicristip  of  mjgflero  heroism,  to  be  cither  aboy^ 
or  below  any  occupation  at  all. 

V.  53.  whose  ariiji^ial  lights]     Various  and 
I  vio!e^t  have  been  the  9^1rovcriie|^  ^6f;i^cr  0(\( 
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While  theiotbe  oombaCsdireftiUrts  di8play,60  f 
And  share  the  bkjddy  fortunes  of  the  day, 
Each  hero  sat,  revolving  in  his  soul 
^The  various  means  that  mi^ht  hjp  foe  contnml  i 
0>nquest  and  glory  each  prond  bosom  warms. 
When,  lo!  the  herald  summons  them  to  arms. 
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Stephenson  enters  the  lists ;  a  description  of  bis 
iignre ;  an  encomium  on  his  abilities,  with 
respect  to  the  character  of  a  coachman. 
Broughton  advances ;  his  reverend  form  des- 
cribed ;  bis  superior  skill  in  the  management 
of  the  lighter  and  wherry  displayed ;  his  tri- 
umph or  the  badge  celebrated ;  bis  speech ; 
his  former  victori<*s  recounted ;  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  combat,  and  the  horrour  of  the 
spectators.* 

Fiur,  to  the  6|;ht,  advanced  the  charioteer: ' 
B  igh  hopes  of  glory  on  his  brow  Rppear ; 
TetTour  vindicttye  flashes  from  bis  eye, 
(To  one  the  fates  the  visuml  ray  deny ; ) 
Fierce  glow'd  his  looks,   which  spoke  his  inward 

rage; 
He  leaps  the  bar,  and  bounds  upon  the  stage. 
The  roofs  re-eccbo  with  exulting  ones, 
And  all  behold  him  with  admiring  eyes. 
lU.fated  youth !  what  rash  desires  could  warm 
*Il)y  manly  heart,  to  dare  the  Tritun*s  arm  ?    10 
Ah !  too  unequal  to  these  martial  deeds. 
Though  none  more  skill'd  to  rule*  the  foaming 
The  coursers,  still  obedient  to  thy  rein,     [steeds. 
Now  urge  their  flight,  or  now  tlicir  flight  restrain. 
Had  mighty  Diomed  provok'd  the  race, 
Tbou  for  had'st  left  the  Grecian  in  disgrace. 
Wbere-e'er  you  dit)ve,  each  inn  confesb'd  your 

sway,  [hay. 

Hi  aids  bronght  the  dram,  awl  ostlers  flew  with 
But  know,  though  skili'd  to  guide  the  mpid  car, 
Kone  wages  like  thy  foe  the  manual  war.  20 

author  here  intended  to  celebrate  a  lamp -lighten 
or  a  link-boy ;  but  A  there  are  heroes  of  both 
capacities  at  present  in  the  school  of  honour,  it 
is  difficult  to  determtn^,  whether  the  poet  al- 
ludes to  a  Wells,  or  a  Buckborse. 

1  ArgumentSX  It  was  doubtless  in  obedience 
to  custom,  and  the  example  of  other  great  poets, 
that  our  author  has  thought  proper  to  prefix  an 
argument  lo  each  book,  b^ing  minded  that  no- 
thing should  be  wanting  in  the  usual  parapher- 
nalia of  works  of  this  kind. — For  my  own  part,  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  use  of  them,  un- 
less it  be  to  swell  a  volume,  or,  like  bills  of  fjre, 
|p  advertise  the  reader  what  he  is  to  expect; 
thai^,  if  it  contains  nothing  likely  to  suit  his  taste, 
te  may  preserve  his  appetite  for  the  next  course. 

riptions  of  Dares  in  Virgil. 
^;cc  mora,  continuo  vastis  cum  Tiribos  effert 
pra  Dares,  magnoque  virnm  6e  murmore  tollit 
•  Yp  )9.  hut  know,  though  tkiltd]  Here  our  au- 


Now  Neptune's  ofl&pring  dreadfully  serene*    . 
Of  size  gigantic,  and  tremendous  mien; 
Steps  forth,  and  *midst  the  fated  lists  appears ; 
Rev'rend  his  form,  but  yet  not  worn  with  years. 
To  him  none  equal,  in  his  youthful  day, 
With  fcather'd  oar  to  skim th« liquid  way; 
Or  through  those  slrails  whose  waters  stun  the 
The  kmded  lighter's  bulky  weight  to  steer,    [ear. 
Soon  as  the  ring  their  ancient  warrior  Tiew*d, 
Joy  flll'd  Uicir  hearts,   and  thund'ritig  shouts 

enso'd;  30 

Loud  as  when  o*er  Thamesis*  gentle  flood, 
Superior  with  the  Triton  youths  he  rowM ; 
While  far  a-head  his  winged  wherry  flew, 
Touch  d  the  glad  shore',  and  claim*a  the  badge 

its  due. 
Then  thus  indignant  he  accosts  the  foe, 
(While  high  dis<lain  sat  prideful  on  his  brow :) 
"  Long  has  the  Uurel-wfenth  victorious  spread 
Its  sacred  honours  round  this  hoary  head ; 
The  prize  of  conquest  in  each  doubtful  fray. 
And  dear  reward  ol  many  a  dire-  fought  day.     40 
Now  youth's  cold  wane  the  vig'rous  puiac  has 

chasM, 
Froze  all  my  blood,  and  ev'ry  nerve  unbracM ; 
Now,  from  these  temples  shall  the  spoils  be  toiu. 
In  scornful  triumph  by  uiy  foe  be  worn  ? 
What  then  avail  my  varioui,  deeds  in  arms, 
Jf  this  proud  crest  ihy  feeble  force  disanns  ? 
Lost  be  my  glories  to  recording  fame,     [name ! 
When,  foilM  by  thee,    the  coward  blasts  my 
I,  whoe'er  manhood  my  young  joints  had  knit. 
First  taught  the  fierce  Grettonius  to  submit ;  50 
WhUe,  drcnch'd  in  blood,  he  pro^it^ate  pressed 

the  floor. 
And  inly  groan'd  the  fatal  wonls— -no  more,* 
Allenius  loo,  who  ev'ry  heart  dismay'd, 

tbor  inculcates  a  fine  moral,  by  showing  bow 
apt  men  are  to  mistake  their  talents ;  but  wero 
men  onl}*  to  act  in  their  proper  spheres,  bow  of- 
ten should  we  see  the  parson  in  the  pew  of  the 
peasant,  the  autlior  in  the  cbaiactcr  of  his 
hawker,  or  a  beau  in  tbe  livery  of  his  foot- 
man 4  iic 

V.  34.  the  badge  Us  due.']  A  prize  given  by 
Mr.  Dogget,  to  be  annually  contested  on  the 
first  of  August. — As  among  the  ancients,  garoeit 
and  sports  were  celebrated  on  mournful  as  well 
as  joyful  events,  there  hss  been  some  contro* 
versy,  whether  our  loyal  comedian  meant  the 
oompliment  to  the  setting  or  rising  moiuin-h  of 
that  day;  but|  as  the  plate  has  a  hone  fiMr  its 
device,  I  am  induced  to  impute  it  to  the  latter  ; 
and,  doubtless,  he  prudently  considered,  that* 
as  a  living  dog  is  better  than  a. dead  lioo,  the 
living  horse  had,  at  least,  an  equal  title  to  the 
same  preference. 

V.  4*2.  Fr^stf  all  my  6/oodf,]  See  VirgiL 

Sed  enim  gelidus  tardante  senecta 

Sanguis  hebet,   frigcntque  effoBtse    in   oorpore 
vires. 

V.  50.  Fierce  Greitomvt  to  sfibmit ;]  Gretton, 
the  most  faaioos  Athleta  iu  his  days,  over  whom 
our  hero  obtained  his  maiden  prize. 

V.  53.  AUenhu  too,  &c]  Vulgarly  known  by 
the  plebeian  name  of  Pipes,which  a  learned  critic 
will  have  to  be  derived  firom  the  art  and  mystery 
of  pipe- making,  in  which  it  is  affirmed  this  !.<to 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE6TMNASIAD.   BOOK  IIL 


Uf 


Wboseblow^  like  hail,  flew  nttlingroood  the  head 
Him  oft  the  ring  beheld  with  weeping  eyes, 
Stretcb'd  on  the  groniid,reluctant yield  the  prize. 
Then  fell  tbeswaio,  with  whom  none  e'er  could  Vie 
MThere  Harrow's  steeple  darts  iQtb  the  sky. 
Next  the  bold  youth  a  bleeding  victim  lay, 
IKliose  waving  curls  tlie  barber's  art  display.    60 
You  too  this  arm's  tremendous  prowess  know ; 
Rash  man,  to  make  this  arm  again  thy  foe  i  '* 

This  said — the  heroes  for  the  fight  prepare. 
Brace  their  big  limbs,  and  brawny  bodies  bare. 
The  sturdy  shiews  all  aghast  bebuM, 
And  ample  shoulders  of  Atlean  mould  ; 
Like  Titan's  oiEipring,  who  'gainst  Heaves  trove, 
So  each,  though  mortal.seem'd  a  match  fur  Jove. 
Now'  round  the  ting  a  silent  horrour  reigns, 
Speechless  each  tongue,  and  bloodless  all  thoir 
veins  J  70 

"^"hcn,  lo  I  tlie  championi  give  the  dreadful  sign. 
And  hand  in  hand  in  friendly  token  join ; 
Those  iron  hands,  which  soon  npon  the  foe 
With  giant-lbroe  must  deal  thedr^dfiil  blow. 

THE  GYMNASIAD. 

BOOK  III. 

AXCVMINr. 

A  description  of  the  battle;  Stephenson  isvA- 
quifhed;  the  manner  of  his  body  being  car- 
ried off  by  his  friends;  Broughton  claims  the 
prize,  and  takes  his  final  leave  uf  the  stage. 
Full  in  the  centre  now  they  fix  in  form, 
Eye  meeting  eye,  and  arm  oppos'd  to  arm ; 
With  wily  feints  each  other  now  provoke. 
And  cautions  meditate  tb'  impending  stroke. 
Th'  impatient  youth,  inspir'd  by  hopes  of  fame, 
Pirst  sped  his  ana,  unfaithful  to  its  aim ; 
The  wary  warrior,  watchful  of  his  foe. 
Bends  back,  and  'scapes  tlie  death-designing  blow; 
With  erring  glance  it  sounded  by  his  ear, 

was  an  adept.— As  he  was  the  deliciumpugnoch 
generii,  our  author,  with  marvellous  judgment, 
represents  the  ring  weeping  at  his  defeat. 
V.  54.   WkoseJlom,  like  hail,  &c.JViTgiL 
quam  multa  grundine  nimbi 
Culmlhibus  crepitant.-—  — -.— > 
V.  57.    Then  fett  the  nwrin,]  Jeoflfrey  Birchi 
who,  in  several  encounters,  served  only  to  aug- 
ment the  nnmberofour  hero's  triumphs. 

V.  59.  Next  the  bold  youth"]  As  this  champion 
is  still  livmg,  aTid  even  disputes  the  palm  of  man- 
hood with  our  hero  himself,  I  shall  leave  him  to 
be  tlie  subject  of  immortality  in  »m»  futirre 
Gymnasiad,  eliouldthe  siiperk)rity  of  his  prowess 
ever  justifv  his  title  to  the  corona  pugnea, 

V.  63.  'TAw«/irf,&c,]  Virgil. 
Haecfatus,  duplicemex  bumeris  rejecit  amic- 
tum  :  [tosqiie 

£t  magnos  membrorum  artus,  magna  ossa  lacer- 
£xuit.  ^ 

V.  7,  8.  vatc^fnl  of  hit  foe') 

Bends  hack  and  ^scape*  the  death-  >  Viigil. 
deigning  blow ;  ) 

^         ■  lille    ictnm  venientem  a  vert  ice  velox 
Pkwvidit,  celeriqae  elopsus  corpora  cessit. 


And  whizzing,  spent  its  idle  force  in  anr.  Id 

Then  quick  advancing  on  th'  unguarded  bend, 
A  dreadful  sbuw^r  of  thuiideriiolis  be  shed  : 
A»  when  a  whirlwind,  from  some  cavern  bruloe^ 
With  furious  blasts  assaulu  the  monarch  oak. 
This  way  and  that  its  lofty  top  it  bends. 
And  the  fierce  storm  the   crackling  brancbea 

reuds ; 
So  wav'd  the  head,  and  now  to  left  and  right 
Rebounding  dies,  and  crash'd  lieneaththe  wei^t* 

I  jke  the  yuun^  lion  wounded  by  a  dart. 
Whose  fury  kindles  at  the  galling  smart ;        S0 
The  hero  rouses  with  redoubled  rage. 
Flies  on  the  foe,  and  foams  upon  the  stage* 
Now  grappling,  both  in  close  oentention  join. 
Legs  lock  in  legs,  and  arms  in  anna  entwine: 
I'hey  sweat,  they  heave,  each  tugging  nerve  tb^ 

strain ; 
Both,  fix'd  as  oaks,  thehr  sturdy  trunks  sostain. 
At  jength  the  cliief  his  wily  art  di^lay'd* 
i'oitf'd  on  his  hip  the  hapless  youth  belaid  ; 
Aloft  in  air  bisquiv'ringlimbe  he  throw'd,  [load 
Tuen  on  the  ground  down  dash'd  the  pond' ions 
So  some  vast  ruin  on  a  mountain's  brow,  31 

Which  tott'ring  hangs,  and  dreadfti  nods  below. 
When  the  fierce  tempest  the  fitunUation  lends^ 
Whirl'd  though  the   air.  with  horrid  crush  do- 
cc'iids. 
Bold  and  undaunted  up  the  hero  rase, 
Fiercer  his  boeiom  for  the  combat  glows ; 
Shamo  stung  his  manly  heart,  and  fiery  rag* 
New  stcei'd  each  nerve,  redoubled  war  to  wage. 
Suift  to  revenge  tlie  diro  disgniceiie  flies. 
Again  suspended  on  the  hip  he  lies  ;  40 

Dasb'd  on  the  ground,  again  had  fatal  fell. 
Haply  the  barrier  caught  his  flying  heel  ; 
There  fast  it  bung,  th'  imprisoned  head  gave  way^ 
And  the  strong  arm  defi-auded  of  its  prey. 
Vain  strove  the  chief  to  whirl  the  mountain  o'er  ^ 
It  slipt — he  headlong  rattles  onHhe  floor. 

V.  10.  It*  idltf force  in  air.}  Virgil 
^vires  in  ventum  effudit— 


V.  19.  Liie  the  young,  lion]  It  may  be  ob- 
served, that  our  author  has  treated  the  reader 
but  with  one  simile  throughout  the  two  fore-^roing 
books ;  but,  in  order  to  make  him  ample  amends, 
has  given  him  no  tessf  than  six  in  ihif.  Donb£- 
less  this  was  in  imitation  of  Homer,  and  ariftilly 
intended  to  heighten  the  dignity  of  the  main 
actkn,  as  well  as  our  admiration,  towards  the 
conclusion  of  his  woric. — Kmis  coronal  opus, 

V.  '24.  Amu  in  arms  entwine  ;]  Virgil. 
Immisrentque    manus    manibus,    pugnamque 
lacessunL 

V^  35.  Bold  and  uttdaunted,  &c]  Virgil. 
At  noil  tanlatus  casu,  neque  territus .  heros, 
Acrior  ad  pug;4:m  redit,  &  vim  suscitat  ira. 

Turn  pudor  iucendit  vires-  b 

V.  42.  ITaply  the  barrier,  &c.]  Our  <^thor, 
like  Homer  himself,  is  no  less  to  be  admired  in 
the  character  of  an  historian  than  in  that  of  a 
poet:  we  see  him  here  foithfully  reciting  the 
most  minnte  incidents  of  the  brittle,  ami  informing 
as,  that  the  youthful  hero,  being  on  the  lock, 
must  again  inevitably  have  come  to  the  gronnd, 
had  not  1,19  heel  catchedthe  bar;  and  that  his 
antagonist,  by  the  violence  of  bit  straining,  slipt 
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Atound  tlie  ring  toad  peab  of  thitnder  nat, 
And  ihoitti  exaltant  echo  to  the  skies. 
Uplifted  now  inenimale  he  se^ms. 
Forth  liuin  his  noetrilt  gimh  the  purple  streams; 
Oaephig  for  breeth,  en^  impotent  of  hand,      5 1 
Theyoafh  beheld  his  rival  stagg'ring  stand : 
But  he,  alas !  had  feltth'  unnerving  blow, 
And  gaz'd,  nnable  to  assault  the  foe. 
As  when  two  monarehs  of  the  brindled  breed 
Dispute  the  pnrod  dominion  of  the  mead. 
They  fight,  they  foam,  then  weary*d  in  the  fray, 
Ahxyf  retreat,  and  lowering  sUnd  at  bay ; 
So  stood  the  heroes,  and  hidignantglar'd. 
While  grim  with  blood  their  niefol  fronts  were 

smear'd ;  60 

,  Till  with  retnming  strength  new  rage  returns. 
Again  their  arms  aiesteel'd,  againeach  boeom 

boms, 
laoesiantnov  their  hollow  sides  they  pound. 
Loud  on  each  breast  the  bounding  bangs  re* 

sound; 
Their  Hying  fists  aroand  the  temples  glow. 
And  the  jaws  crackle  with  the  massy  blow. 
The  raging  combat  eV'ry  eye  appals,         [falls. 
Stroket  folkiwnig  strokes,  and  iails  succeeding 
lVowdroop*d  the  yooth,  y«t,  urging  all  his  might, 
WkhfeeUe  arm  still  Tindicatcs  the  fight,        70 
Till  on  the  part  where  heav'd  the  panting  breath, 
A  fatal  Mow  hnpress'd  the  seal  of  death. 
Down  dmpt  the  hero,  weltering  in  his  gore, 
And  his  atrelch'd  Ifanha  lay  quiT'ring  on  the  floor. 
9o»  when  a  fhloon  skins  the  airy  way. 
Stoops  firom  the  donds,  and  pounces  on  his  prey ; 
Dash'd  on  the  earth  thefeathei'd  victim  lies, 
£xpands  ita  feeble  wings,  and,  flattering,  dies. 
Mis  faatliftil  friends  their  dying  hero  reared, 
O'ar  his  broad   shoulder*  dimgting  hung  his 

head;  80 

hit  aim  over  his  head,  and  by  that  means  received 
the  fall  he  intended  the  enemy. — I  thought  it 
incumbent  oa  me  as  a  commentator  to  say  thus 
much,  to  illustrate  tlie  meaning  of  our  author, 
whkdi  might  leem  a  little  obscure  to  thote  who 
WW  unacquainted  with  conflicts  of  this  kind. 
V.  48.  ecko  iothetkiet,  &c]  Viigil. 
It  damor  copIo 

The  learned  reader  will  perceive  our  author's 
fireqpent  allusions  to  Virgil  j  and  whether  be  in- 
tended them  as  tnmsUtions  or  imitations  of  the 
Roman  poet,  must  give  us  pause :  bat  as,  in  our 
modem  productiooe,  we  find  imitations  are  gene* 
rally  nothing  more  than  bad  translations,  and 
translations  nothing  more  than  bad  imitations  ; 
h  would  equally,  I  suppose,  satisfy  the  gall  of 
the  critic,  should  these  uqluckily  foil  within 
either  description. 

T.  63.  Ineettani  new,  &c]  VirgiL 
Multa  vm  nequicquam  inter  sevulnerajactant: 
Molt^cavolateri  ingeminant,   &  pectore  vastos 
Dant  eonitns,  erratqne  aures  Jk  tempora  cireum 
Crebim  menus :    duro  <jrepitant  sob  vulnfre 


V,  79.  UiiftaiVuIfnendil  VirgiL 
At  ilhim  fidi  asqnales,  genua  segra  trahentenb 
Jactantemque  ulioque  capote  crassomqiie  eruo- 

rem  • 

Ore  ngactanten,  mistoique  ia  sanguine  dontes> 
Dacunt  ad  oavet. 


Dra^fging  its  limbs,  Ihey  Yiear  the  body  forth, 
Mash*d  teeth   and  clotted  blood  came   isaoinf 

fh>m  his  mouth. 
Thus  then  the  victor—^*  O  celestial  oow«r ! 
Who  gave- this  arm  to  boast  one  triumph  more  ^ 
Now  grey  in  glory,  let  my  labours  cease,* 
My  blood-stain'd  laurel  Mred  the  branch  of  peace  ; 
Lur'd  by  the  lustre  of  the  golden  prixe. 
No  more  m  combat  this  prond  cn-st  shall  rise; 
To  future  heroes  future  deeds  belong. 
Be  mine  the  theme  of  some  immortal' song.-"    90 
Thissaid^he  seizM  the  prize,  while  round 

the  ring, 
Iligh  soared  appbusa  on  acdamatiott*s  wing. 

V.  88.  N9  mart  in  cmbdi,  1(0.]  Vitgil. 

hie  victor  coitus,  artemqoe  repono, 


^aONOURi 
A  SATIRE,    l74f. 

Primorespoptili  airtpuitpopulumquC  tributim; 
Scilicet  uni  isquus  virtuti  atque  ejus  ^micts. 

Uoa, 

''Load,  load  the  pallet,  boy  !"  bait  1  Hqgaith 

cries, 
'<  Fast  as  I  paint,  fresh  switrms  of  fools  arise  f 
Groups  rise  on  groups,  and  mock  the  pendFa 

pow'r, 
To  catch  each  new-blown  fol  ly  of  the  hoar." 
While  bam'rous  Hogarth  pafaits  faoh  foHf 


SbaH  tioe  triumphant  rear  its  hydra  head  ? 
At  satire's  sovereign  nod  ditdahi  to  shrink  f 
New  reams  of  paper,  and  fresh  floods  of  hik ! 
On  then,  my  Muse !  Heraulead  labours  dare. 
And  wage  with  virtue's  foes  eteinal  war  ; 
Range  through  the  town  in  seaftth  of  ^tf  111. 
And  cleanse  th'  Augean  stable  with  (by  quiU. 

**  But  what  avails  the  poig^iuioe  of  the  song; 
Since  all,"  you  cry,  *<'8ti II  persevere  in  wrong. 
Would  courtly  crimes  to  Mulgrav«^s'  muse  sulM 

mit? 
Or  Unsb'd  the  monarch  though  a  Wilmot*  writ } 
Still  paadar  pears  disgrac>d  the  rooms  of  stats. 
Still  Cesar's  bed  suUain'd  a  foreign  weight  | 
SUves  worshipped  still  the  golden  calf  of  pow'r. 
And  bishops,  bowing,  bless'd  the  scariet  whora. 
Shall  then  thy  verse  the  guilty  great  reclaim. 
Though  fraught  with  Dryden's  heav'a-desoende<i 

flame) 
Will  harpy  Heathcote,  from  his  mould'ring  storey 
Drag  forth  one  cheering  drachma  to  the  poor  i 
Or  Harrington,  unfoitbful  to  the  seal. 
Throw  in  one  suffrage  for  the  public  weal  ? 
Poi'iitlebs  all  satire,  and  misplac'd  its  aim. 
To  vound  the  bosom,  tbatSobdui'd  to  shames 
The  callous  heart  ne'er  foels  the  goad  within  ; 
Few  dread  Che  censure,  who  dan  dare  the  sin." 
Though  on  the  cul^it's  cheek  no  blush  should 

glow,  • 
Stm  let  Bie  mark  Mitt  to  ii;iBifl[ind  a  fbe ; 

>  Translator  of  Hor«ee^  Aft  of  FMryr  Mi^ 

afterwards  duke  of  BuckinghaoK 
•EariofRochesTer. 
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9tift«  trat  tbe  deer,  honrever  alij^lit  the  wound, 
It  wrvM  mt  least  to  drive  Him  from  the  flowul. 
Shall  reptile  sincere  frowning  jiutiee  fsar, 
Aud  pageant  titles  privilege  the  peer  > 
S>  falls  the  hambler  gmme  in  eommon  AeWii, 
While  the  branchM  beast  the  royal  forest  shields. 
On,  Satire,  then !  pursue  ihy  gen 'reus  plan, 
And  wind  the  rice,  regardless  of  the  man.  - 
RuQse,  rouse!  th*  ennobled  herd  for  public  sport. 
And  hunt  them  tbr»u«:h  the  covert  of  a  c<iurt 
Just  as  the  play'r  the  mimic  (Kntrsit  draws, 
All  claim  a  right  of  censure  or  applao>e: 
What  guards  the  place-man  firorn  an  equal  fate, 
W  ho  moonts  but  actor  on  the  stage  of  state  ? 
Subject  alike  to  each  nmn*s  praise  and  blame, 
Each  critic  voice  the  fiat  of  his  fame  ; 
Though  to  the  private  some  respect  we  pay. 
All  public  chanctersare  public  prey : 
Pelham  and  Garriek,  let  the  verse  forbear 
What  sanctifies  the  treasurer  or  play*r. 
Great  in  her  laurel'd  sages  Athens  see, 
Free  flow'd  her  satire  while  her  sons  were^firee : 
Then  pqrpled  guilt  was  dragg'd  to  public  shame, 
And  ttch  offence  stood  fragrant  with  a  name  ; 
Polltttpd  ermme  no  reapeot  eould  %vtn. 
No  ballow'd  lawn  ooold  sanctify  a  «n ; 
Til!  tyrant  pow'r  usurped  a  lawless  rule  t 
Then  sacred  grew  the  titled  knave  and  fbol ; 
Tlian  penal  statutes  aw'd  the  poignant  song, 
A^d  slaves  were  taught,  that  kiiigs  could  do  no 
wrong. 
Ovdt  still  isgulH,  tome,  in  slave  or  king, 
F«tter*d  in  oells,  or  garter'd  in  the  ring: 
Ai|d  yet  beh«>ld  how  varioas  the  reward, 
WBd  fiilb  a  lirioo,  Walpolet  mounts  a  lord ! 
Hie  little  knave  the  law's  last  tribute  pays, 
WlMIe  crowns  around  the  great  one's  chariot 


*yoor 


Blaze  meteors,  blaxe!   to  me  Is  still  the 
U»  cart  of  jintice,  or  the  -ooach  of  shame. 

Say,  what's  nobility,  ye  gilded  train! 
Does  nature  give  it,  or  can  guilt -sustain? 
BkxMDs  the  form  fairer,  if  the  birtb  be  high  } 
Or  takes  the  vital  stream  a  richer  dye; 
What  I  though  a  kmg  patrician  line  ye  daim. 
Are  noble  souls  entail'd  upon  a  name  ? 
Aastb  may  ermine  oat  the  lordly  earth, 
Virtue^  the  herald  that  proclaims  iu  worth. 

Hence  mark  the  radiance  of  a  Stanhope's  star, 
And  gtow-worm  glitter  of  thine,  D««»r: 
Ixnoble  splendour !  that  but  shines  to  all, 
The  humble  badge  of  a  court  hospital. 
Let  lofty  L**r  wave  bis  nodding  plume. 
Boast  aJI  thebhnlfing  honours  of  the  kiom» 
Resplendent  bondage  no  regard  can  bring, 
Vt$  Mcthuen's  heart  must  dignify  the  string. 

Vice  levels  all,  howerer  high  or  low ; 
And  en  the  dl#rence  but  consists  in  show. 
Who  asks  an  al4M,  or  supplicates  a  place. 
Alike  is  beggar,  though  in  rags  or  bee : 
Alike  his  country's  scandal  and  its  curscj 
Who  vends  a  vot^  or  who  purioins  a  purse ; 
ny  gamblers.  Bridewell,  and  St  James's  bites. 
The  rooks  of  Mordiogton*s,aiid  sharks  at  White's. 

•  Though  the  person  here  meant  has  indeed 
paid  the  debt  of  nature,  yet,  as  he  has  left  that 
of  juatioe  unsatisfied,  the  author  apprehends  that 
the  public  are  indiepmaMy  cntiHed  to  *he  assets 
of  his  reputation. 


'<  Why  will  you  utge,<*  Eogeoio  dies,  < 
fiste? 
ASbrds  tHe  town  no  tins  but  shit  of  state  } 
Perches  vice  only  on  the  oourt's  high  hill  K 
Or  yields  life's  vale  no  quarry  for  the  quill)** 
Manners,  like  &shions,stiU  from  courts  deseenJt 
And  what  the  great  begin,  the  vulgar  end. 
If  v  cious  then  the  mode,  correct  it  here ; 
He  saves  the  peasant,  who  reforms  the  peer. ' 
What  Hounslow  knight  would  stray  from  ho- 
nour's path, 
if  guided  by  a  brotherof  the  Bath? 

Honoor*s  a  mistress  all  mankind  ponue; 
Yet  most  mistake  the  folse  one  for  the  true : 
Lur'd  by  the  trappings,  dazsled  by  the  painty 
We  wonhip  oft  the  idol  for  the  saint 
Courted  by  all,  by  few  the  fair  is  won ; 
ThoHc  lose  who  seek  her,  and  those  gain  whoebtm  ; 
Naked  she  flies  to  merit  in  distress. 
And  leaves  to  courts  the  garnish  of  her  drees. 

The  million'd  merchant  seeks  her  in  his  gold  ; 
In  schools  the  pedant,  and  in  oamps  the  bold  s 
The  courtier  views  her,  with  admiriageyes. 
Flutter  in  ribbons,  or  in  titles  rise : 
^r  Epicene  enjoys  her  in  his  plume : 
Mead,  in  the  learned  wainscot  of  a  room : 
By  various  ways  all  woo  the  modest  nnud  ; 
Yet  lose  the  substance,  grasping  at  the  shades 
Who,  smiling,  sees  not  with    what  varioot 
strife 
Man  blindly  runs  the  giddy  maoe  of  life  I 
To  the  same  end  still  diff'rent  means  employw  { 
This  builds  a  church,  a  temple  that  destioys  ; 
Both  anxious  to  obtain  a  deathless  name. 
Yet,  erring,  both  mistake  report  for  fome. 

Report,  though  vulture-like  the  name  it  bear». 
Drags  but  the  carrion  carcass  through  the  air  i 
While  fame,  Jove's  nobler  bird,  superior  Aies, 
And,  soaring,  mounts  the  mortal  to  the  skies. 
I  So  Richard'b*  name  to  distant  ages  home, 
I  Unhappy  Richard  still  is  Britaio*s  scorn : 
Be  Edward's  wafted  on  fame's  eagle  wing, 
Bach  patriot  mourns  the  kmg-departed  king  t 
Yet  thine,  O  Edward  !  shall  to  George'k^  yield. 
And  Detttngen  eclipse  a  Cressy's  fteM. 
Through  life's  wild  ocean,  who  would  saMy 
roam. 
And  bring  the  goMen  fleece  of  glory  home, 
Must,  herdful,  shun  the  barking  Scylh's  ruur, 
And  foil  Charybdis'  alUdevouring  shore ; 
With  jtteady  helm  an  equal  course  support, 
'TWixt  faction's  rodcs,  and  quicksandsof  a  court  ; 
By  virtue's  beacon  still  direct  bis  aim, 
Through  honour's  channel,  to  the  port  of  fame. 

Yet,  on  this  sea,  how  all  mankind  are  tost ! 
For  one  that's  sav'd,  what  multitudes  are  lost  I 
Misguided  by  ambition's  treach'rous  light. 
Through  want  of  skill,  few    make  the  harbour 
right 
Hence  mailt  what  wrecks  of  virtue,  friendship. 


For  four  dead  letters  added  to  a  name ! 
Whence  dwells  such  Syren  music  in  a  word. 
Or  sounds  not  Brutus  noble  as  my  lord } 
Though  crownets,  Pnlt'ney,  blazon  on  thy  plale, 
Adda  the  base  mark  one  scruple  to  its  weiglit } 
Though  sounds  patrician  swell  thy  name,  O 
Stretches  one  acre  tby  plebeian  lands  i  [Sandys ! 

*  BichnrdtheSeooadt     •  Geoi^e  the  Second. 
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Saj,  the  proud  title  meant  to  plume  the  mo, 
Why  gain  by  guilt,  what  virtue  might  have  won  ? 
Vain  diaU  the  job  his  herald  honours  trace, 
Whose  pareut  peer  'a  but  patriot  in  disgrace. 

Vain,  on  the  solemn  head  of  hoary  age, 
Totters  the  mitre,  if  ambition's  rage 
To  mammon  poir'r  the  hsUow'd  heart  incliue, 
And  titles  only  mark  the  priest  diviue. 
Blest  race !  to  whom  the  golden  age  remains, 
£aae  without  care,  and  plenty  without  pains: 
For  yon  the  earth  unlaboured  treasure  yields. 
And  the  rich  sheaves  spontaneous  cvowu  the 

fields; 
No  toilsome  dews  pollute  the  rev'rend  brow, 
£a<;h  holy  hand  onbarden'd  by  the  plongh ; 
Still  bunt  the  sacred  gamers  with  their  store, 
And  flails,  unceasmg,  thunder  on  the  floor. 
O  bounteous  Ueav*n  !  yet  Heav'n  bow  seldom 
shares 
Thetitheful  tribute  of  the  prelate's  pray'rs ! 
Loit  to  the  stall,  in  senates  still  they  nod. 
And  all  the  monarch  steals  theni  firom  the  God : 
Thy  praises*  Brunswi<  k,  every  breast  inspire. 
The  throne  their  altar,  and  the  court  their  choir } 
Here  earliest  incense  they  devoutly  bring, 
HerQ  everlasting  hallel«ijah*s  sing: 
Thou  !  only  thou !  almighty  to— translate, 
Tbau  tlieir  great  golden  deity  of  state. 

Who  seeks  on  merit's  stock  to  graft  snccess, 
In  vain  invokes  the  ray  of  pow*r  to  bless ; 
The  steiVy  too  stubborn  for  the  courtly  soil. 
With  barren  branches  mocks  the  virtuous  UAU 
More  pliant  plants  the  royal  regions  suit, 
\Vhere  knowledge  still  h  held  forbidden  fruit  j 
Tis  these  alone  the  kindly  nurture  share» 
And  all  He»peria's  golden  treasures  bear. 
Let  folly  still  be  fortune's  fondling  heir. 
And  science  meet  a  stcp-danie  in  the  fair, 
letcourts,  like  for  time,  disinherit  sense, 
And  take  the  idiot  charge  from  Providence. 
l*he  idiot  head  the  cap  and  bells  may  At, 
But  how  disguise  a  Lyttclton  and  Pitt ! 

O!  once-lov*d  yuuths!  Britannia's  blooming 
liope, 
Fa:r  freedom's  twins,and  once  the  themeof  Pope; 
What  wond'riug  senates  on  your  accents  hung. 
Ere  flalt'ry's  poison  diiird  the  patriot  tongue  1 
Itomc's  sacred  thuuderawes  no  more  the  ear ; 
But  Petham  smiles,  who  trembled  once  to  hf  ar. 
Say,  whence  this  change  r  less  galling  is  the 
chain. 
Though  Walpoie,  Carteret,  or  a  Pelham  reign  ? 
If  senates  still  the  pois'uous  bane  imbibe. 
And  every  palm  grows  calkins  with  the  bribe ; 
If  sev'n  long  years  mature  the  venal  voice. 
While    freedom    mourns   her    long-defrauded 

choice ; 
If  justice  V  aves  o'er  fraud  a  lenient  hand, 
And  the  red  locust  t-agc»  through  \he  land. 

Sunk  in  the>e  boiulx,  to  Britain  what  avails, 
WIaj  wields  her  s^ord,  or  balances  her  scales? 
Veer  round  the  ci^mpass,  change  to  change  sue- 
By  every  son  the  mother  now  must  bleed  :[ceed, 
Vain  all  her  hostN,  on  foreign  sliores  anray'd, 
.Though  lost  by  Wontwortluor  preserved  by  Wade. 
Fleets,  onoe  which  spread  through  distant  worlds 

her  nan  It: ! 
Now  ride  inglorious  trophies  of  her  shame* ; 

*  Alluding  to  the  e^er-memoraUe  no-fight  in 


While  fading  laurels  shade  her  dfooping  bead 
Ai4  mark  her  Buriet^  B]akes,aiMft  Maribit/s 


Such  were  thy  SQns,  O  happy  isle  !  of  old. 
In  oounael  prudent,  and  in  aetioo  bold : 
Now  view  a  Pelham  puzzling  o*er  thy  CatCy 
Lost  In  the  maze  of  a  perplex'd  debate  ^ 
And  sage  Newcastle,  with  fraternal  skill. 
Guard  the  nice  conduct  of  a  nation's  quilT : 
See  truncheons  trembling  in  the  cowani  hand. 
Though  bold  rebeaion  half  subdue  the  land  ;. 
While  ocean's  god,  indignant,  wrests  again 
The  loog-depnted  trident  of  the  main?. 

Steep  our  last  heroes  in  the  silent  tomb  ? 
Why  springs  no  future  worthies  from  thewomW 
Not  nature  sure,  since  nature's  still  the  same. 
But  educatbn  bars  the  road  to  fiune. 
Who  hopes  for  wisdom's  crop,  must  till  the  soul. 
And  virtue's  eariy  lesson  shotdd  control : 
To  the  young  breast  who  valour  would  impart, 
Must  plant  it  by  example  iu  the  heart 

Ere  Britain  fell  to  mimic  modes  a  prey. 
And  took  the  foreign  polish  of  our  day, 
Train'd  to  the  martial  laboun  of  the  field,  , 
Oiir  youth  were  taught  the  massy  spear  to  wieldj 
In  halcyon  peace,  beneath  whose  downy  wings 
The  merchant  smiles,  and  laboring  peasant  sings. 
With  civil  arts  to  guard  their  country's  cause. 
Direct  her  oounsds,  and  defend  her  laws : 
Ilcijce  a  fong  race  of  ancient  worthies  rose, 
Adorn'd  the  land,  and  triumphed  o'er  our  foes. 
Ye  sacred  shades  !  who  through  tU'  Elysian 
grove. 
With  Rome's  fom'd  chiefii,and  Grecian  sages  rove^ 
Blush  to  behold  what  arts  your  offspring  grace  1 
Each  fopling  heir  now  marks  his  sire's  disgrace  i 
An  embrio  breed  I  of  such  a  doubtful  frsme, 
You  scarce  could  know  the  sex  but  by  the  name : 
Fraught  with  the  native  foUies  of  his  home, 
Tom  from  the  nurse,  the  babe  of  mirth  muat 

roam; 
Through  foreign  climes  exotic  vice  explore. 
And  cull  each  weed,  regardless  of  the  flow'r. 
Proud  of  thy  spoils,  O  ltaly«nd  France ! 
1lie  soft  ener\  ate  strain,  and  cap'ring  dance : 
From  Sequan's  streams,  and  winding  banks  of  Po, 
He  comes,  ye  gods  *  an  all-aocoroplish'd  beau  1 
Unhumaniz'd  in  dress,  with  cheeks  so  wan ! 
He  mocks  God's  image  in  the  mimic  man ; 
Great  judge  of  arts !  o'er  toilettes  now  presides. 
Corrects  our  fashions,  or  an  opera  gyiides ; 
From  tyrant  Ilandel  rends  th' imperial  bay. 
And  guards  the  Magna  CharU  of— ^o/-/a. 

Sick  of  a  land  where  virtue  dwells  no  more. 
See  Liberty  prepar'd  to  quit  our  shore ! 
Pruning  her  pinions,  on  yon  beacon'd  height      • 
The  goddess  stands,  and  meditates  her  flight; 
Now  spreads  her  wings,*  unwilling  yet  to  fly. 
Again  o'er  Britain  casts  a  pitymg  eye; 

the  Mediterranean:  as  the  nation  was  unluckily 
the  only  victim  on  that  occasion,  the  lenity  of 
our  aquarian  judicature  has,  I  think,  evidently 
proved,  that  a  court-martial  and  a  martial-court 
are  by  no  means  synonymous  terms. 

7  11)c  reader  will  readily  conclude  these  lines 
were  written  before  our  worthy  admirals  Au&oo 
and  Warren  had  so  eminently  distinguished 
themselves  in  the  service  of  their  country.         J' 
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Loftth  to  depart,  methinks  1  bear  her  say, 
**  Why  ttfji^e  me  thas,  ungrateful  isle,  away ! 
For  you,  I  left  Acbaia't  happy  plains.     ^    ^ 
For  3rou  resign 'd  my  Romans  to  their  chains; 
Here  fondly  fix'd  my  tastlov^d  {avourite  seat, 
And  'midst  the  mighty  nations  made  thee  great: 
Why  urge  me  then,  ungrateful  isle,  away !  ** 
Again  she,  sighing,  says,  or  seems  to  say. 

O  Stanhope*!  skillM  in  er'ry  moving  art. 
That  charms  the  ear,  or  captivates  the  heart ! 
Be  yunr's  the  task,  the  goddess  to  retain, 
And  call  her  parent  virtue  back  again ; 
Improve  your  pow'r  a  sinking  land  to  save. 
And  vindicate  the  servant  from  the  slave : 
O !  teach  the  vassal  courtier  how  to  share 
The  royal  favour  with  the  public  pray'r :  ^ 

Like  LatJum*s  genius  9  stem  thy  country's  doom. 
And,  though  a  Csesar  smile,  remember  Rome ; 
With  all  the  patriot  dignify  the  place. 
And  prove  at  least  one  statesman  may  have 

f  Earl  of  Chesterfield.  t  Brutus. 


AH 

BPISTLB     • 

TO  DOCTOR  THOMSON,  1755. 

Sed  quia  mente  minus  validus,  quam  corpore 

toto, 
K^l  audire  velim,  nil  discere,  quod  levet  cgnim, 
FkUs  ofiendar  medicis.— —  Hor. 


PREFACE. 

1*UB  reader  will  perceive,  from  two  or  fhrpe 
passages  in  the  following  epistle,  that  it  was 
written  some  time  since ;  nor  indeed  would  the 
whole  of  it  have  now  been  thought  interesting 
enough  to  the  public,  to  haVe  passed  the  press, 
had  not  the  physical  persecution,  carried  on 
agninstthe  gentleman*  to  whom  it  it  is  address- 
cd,  provoked  the  puUicaUon.  When  a  body  of 
men,  too  proud  to  own  their  errours,  and  too  pru* 
dent  to  part  with  their  fees,  shall  (with  their 
legions  of  understrappers)  enter  into  a  conspi- 
racy against  a  brother  practitioner,  only  for  ho- 
nestly endeavouring  to  moderate  the  one,  and 
rectify  the  other  j  such  a  body,  our  author  ap- 
prehends, becomes  a  justifiable  object  of  satire ; 
and  only  wishes  his  pen  had,  on  this  occasion,  a 
like  killing  efficacy  with  theirs. 


Why  do  you  ask,  *'  that  in  this  courtly  dance, 
Of  in  and  out,  it  ne'er  was  yet  my  chance, 
To  bask  beneath  a  statesman's  lost*  ring  smile. 
And  share  the  plunder  of  the  public  spcnl  ? " 

E'er  wanta  my  table  the  health-chearing  meal. 
With  Banstead  mutton  crown'd,  or  Essex  veal  ? 

1  Dr.  Thompson  was  one  of  the  physicians  to 
Frederick,  prince  of  Wales,  in  that  disorder 
which  ended  his  life.  Up-jn  that  occasion,  the 
doctor  difbied  from  all  the  physicians  that  at- 
tended  his  highness,  which  brought  upon  him 
tl^ir  most  virulent  rage  and  indignation ;  for  th« 
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Smokes  not  from  Lincoln  meads  the  stately  loin, . 
Or  rosy  gammon  of  Hantonian  swine  ? 
Prom  Darktn*s  roosts  the  feather'tl  victims  bleed^ 
And  Tbamefi  still  wafts  me  ocean's  scaly  bree^ 
Though  Gallia's  vines  their  costly  juice  deny. 
Still Tajo^s  3  banks  the jocimd glass  supply; 
Still  distant  worlds  nectar(X)iis  treasures  roll. 
And  either  India  sparkles  in  my  bowl ; 

Or  Devon's  boughs,  or  Dorset's  bearded  fields. 
To  Britain's  arms  a  British  beverage  yields. 
Rich  in  these  gifts,  why  should  I  wish  for 
more? 

Why  barter  conscience  for  superfluous  store? 

Or  haunt  the  levee  of  a  purse-proud  peer. 

To  rob  poor  Fielding  of  the  cunile  chaii^  ? 

Let  the  lean  bard,  whose  belly,  void  of  breads 

Pufls  np  picriau  vapours  to  his  head. 

In  birth-day  odes  his  flimsy  fustian  vent. 

And  torture  truth  iuto  a  compliment ; 

Wear  out  the  knocker  of  a  great  man's  door. 

Be  pimp  and  poet,  furnish  rhyme  or  whore  ; 

Or  fetch  and  carry  for  some  fx)lish  lord. 

To  sneak'— «  sitting  footman  at  his  bbard. 

If  such  the  arts  that  captivate  the  great. 

Be  yours,  ye  bards !  the  iun-shine  of  a  state  ; 

For  place  or  pension  prostitute  each  line  ; 

Make  gods  of  kings,  and  mtntsters  divine; 

Swear  St  John's  self  oould  neither  read  nor 
write, 

And  Cumberiand  ^  out-bravoes  Mars  in  fight  % 

Call  Dorset  patriot^  Willes  »  a  legal  tool^ 

Horace  *  a  wit,  and  Dodingtona  fool. 

prince  dying,  the  world  was  inclined  to  fatoov 
doctor  Thompson's  reoommei\dation8.  He  waa 
an  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  P.  Whitehead,  and 
a  favourite  with  him  at  the  prince's-oourt.  He 
was  a  man  of  a  peculiar  cliaracter;  but  ieani0d» 
singular,  and  ingenious. 

S  The  Tagus — a  principal  rilrer  of  Portvgal. 
famous  for  golden  sands. 
Qua  Tagus  auriferis  pallet  toriMtua  arenls. 

SiLxvi.  559. 
S  It  is  reported,  that  during  the  time  Mf. 
Addison  was  secretary  of  state,  when  his  old 
friend  and  ally  Ambrose  Phillips  applied  to  him 
for  some  preferment,  the  great  man  very  coolly 
anssrered,  that  '*  he  thought  he  had  already 
provided  for  him,  by  making  him  justice  for 
Westminster^"  To  which  the  bard,  with  some 
indignation,  replied,  "  though  poetry  was  a 
trade  he  could  not  live  by.  yet  he  scorned  to  owe 
his  subsistence  to  another,  which  he  ought  not 
to  live  by." — However  groat  men,  in  our  days, 
may  practise  tlie  secretary's  prudence,  certain 
it  is,  the  person  here  pointed  at  was  very  far 
from  making  a  precedent  of  his  brother  poets' 
principles. 

*  it  is  appreh^ded,  our  modem  campaigna 
cannot  fail  of  furnishing  the  reader  with  a  pro- 
per supply  for  this  passage. 

s  Lonl  high  admiral  Willes— a  title,  by 
which  this  excellent  chief  magistrate  is  often  dis- 
tinguished among  our  marine,  for  his  spirited 
vindication  of  the  supremacy  of  the  civU  flag, 
and  rectifying  the  martial  mistakes  of  sozne  lata, 
naval  tribunals. 

^  A  oertain  modem  of  that  name,  whose  sola 
pretension  to  this  character  (except  a  little  arch 
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Sncb  be  yonr  venal  task ;  wkUrt,  blest  with  eaM, 
Tis  mine,  to  scribble  wbeo,  aiid  what  I  please. 
"  Hold !  what  yoa  please  ?"  (sir  Dudlejcries) 

"  my  friendy- 
Say,  must  my  labouis  never,  never  end  ? 
Still  doom'd  'gainst  wicked  wit  my  nen  todnnr. 
Correct  each  bard  by  critic  rules  or  law  ; 
Twixt  guilt  and  shame  the  legal  buckler  place. 
And  guard  each  courtly  culprit  from  disgrace  ? 
Hard  task  1 ,  should  future  jurymen  inherit 
The  dty-tweke's  se1f-jud|riDg  Britisli  spirit.?** 
While  you,  my  Thompson !  spite  ofmed'cine 

save, 
Mark  how  the  college  peoples  every  grave  1 
See  Mead  transfer  estates  from  sire  to  sooy 
And  **  bar  succesnontoathroDe^! 
Soe*Shaw  scarce  leave  the  passing-bell  a  Ue, 
And  N**>s  set  Uie  captive  husband  free  I 
Though  widow'd  Julia  giggles  in  her  weed. 
Yet  wbo  arraigns  the  doctor  for  the  deed } 
O'er  Hfe  and  death  all  absolute  his  will. 
Right  the  prescription,  whethercureor  kill 
Not  so.^'whoae  practice  is  the  mind's  dif«> 


His  potkxi  must  not  only  cure,  but  please  : 
Apply  the  caustic  to  the  callous  heart, 
Undone's  the  doctor,  if  the  patient  smart  i 
Sopeiior  pow'rs  his  mental  bill  control, 
And  law  corrects  the  physic  of  the  soul*. 

buffoonecy)  cemifts  In  a  truly  poetical  negU- 
genoe  of  his  penon. 

7  Allndinff  to  the  oonstitutkmal  verdict  given 
Gil  the  trial  of  William  Owen,  fcr  publishing 
**Tbe  Case  of  the  lymouraUe  Alexander  Murray, 
e8%>'*-a  paomhlet  written  br  F.  Whitehead. 

SThitKne  furnishes  a  melancholy  memento 
of  the  most  fiital  catastrophe  that  perhaps  ever 
befel  this  nation.  Among  the  various  tributary 
verses  whkb  flowed  on  that  occasloii,  our  author 
wrote  the  folkmihg  $  and  which  he  here  takes 
tbeUhai^  toknert,  beng  witting  to  seise  every 
opportunity,  to  perpetuate  his  tense  of  our  pub- 
lic loss,  in  tbodeath  of  that  truly  patriot  prince, 
l-redericlu 

When  Jev%  Into  ntttlviagtha  skate  of  aMahin* 
'MoQg  Britons  no  traces  of  viitae  couM  find, 
O^sr  the  istaad,  imiignant,  he  stieleb>d  fcHb  his 

rod; 
Basth  trembted,  and  Ooeaa  acknovMgM  the 

God.* 

Stfll  provoVd  by  out  crimes,  HeavVs  ven- 
geance to  show,  [bkyw: 
.Ammon,  grasping  his  bdts,  aim'd  at  Britain  the 
But  pausmg — ^more  dreadful,  his  wrath  to  evince. 
Threw  the  thunder  askie«  and  sent  fats  foe  the 
prince, 

9  AKkseoivectieav  wlthrtegai^to  the  physic 
of  the  body,  might  prove  ■•  bad  security  ibr 
the  life  and  property  of  the  patient,  at  the  fb- 
catty  are  at  present  aoeountabia  to  no  ether 
power  bsif  thatr  ov  Hsavev,  for  the  lectituoe  of 
their  cawKiet.— And  perhaps  no  emiized  nation 
oaii'  afibrd  saeh  an  mstauca  et  physical  anarchy 
■seari^  where  thesutgeeu  lapergMlted  to  asurp 

•  AllttdlD^  W  tha  pieocdinc  <ai1hq!iia|wi»  *■> 


Shall  Galexfs  sons  with  priviiage  destrof , 
And  I  not  one  sound  alt'ntive  employ. 
To  drive  the  rank  distemper  from  within  ? 
Or  is  man's  life  Irss  precious  than  his  sin  ? 

With  pakied  hand  should  justice  hold  ihm' 
scale, 
And  o'er  a  judge  coiirt-complaisanoe  prevail. 
Satire's  strong' dose  tbe  malady  requires  ; 
I  write — wfien>  lo !  tbe  bench  tBdigsant  fires; 
Each  hoary  head  erects  its  load  of  hair  ; 
Their  furs  all  bristle,  and  their  eye-balls  glare  ^ 
In  rage  they  roar,  "  With  rev'rend  ermine  sport  f 
Seize!  seize  himi  tipstalF! — ^Tis  contempt  of 
court'» 

Led  by  tbe  meteor  of  a  mitre's  ray, 
If  Skm's  sons  through  paths  unhallow'd  stray. 
For  courtly  rites  neglect  each  rabricrule, 
Onif  all  the  saint,  and  truckle  all  the  tool^ 
Tbeir  maker  only  in  the  monarch  see,  ' 
Nor  e'er  omit,  at  Brunswick's  napie,  the  knee; 
To  cure  this  luyal  lethargy  of  grace. 
And  rouse  to  Heav'n  again  its  recreant  race, 
Say  I  should  the  Muse,  with  one  inw? 'raid  Baa, 
Probe  but  the  mortal  part  of  the  divine ; 
'Tis  blasphemy,  by  ev'ry  priest  decreed ! 
No  benefit  of  clergy  may  I  plead; 
With  every  canon  poiated  at  my  head. 
Alive  I'm  censur'd,  apd  I'm  danm'd  when  dead* 

lawyer  and  priest,  Kfce  doeton,  stiN  agiee; 
Tis  theirs  to  give  advice ;  tis  ours,  the  fee ; 
To  them  alone  all  earthly  rule  is  giv*n, 
Diploma'd  from  St.  James's,  and  from  Haav'n. 

Yet  ills  there  are,  nor  bench,  nor  iralpit  reacb^ 
In  vain  may  Ryder  charge,  or  Sherlock  preach  ; 
For  law  too  mi^ty,  and  too  proud  for  grace, 
Lurk  in  the  star,  or  lord  it  in  a  place ; 
Brood  in  the  sacred  etr^teof  a  erown. 
While  feshtOQ  wafts  their  poison  through  th# 

town: 
Hence  o'er  each  village  the  contagion  wings, 
And  peasants  catch  the  maladies  of  kings. 

When  purpled  vice  shall  humble  justice  awe,. 
And  feshion  make  it  current,  spite  of  law ; 
What  sovereign  med'cine  can  its  course  redaimf 
Wliat,  but  the  poet's  panacea— shame ! 
Thus  wit's  great  Esculapius  *  once  prevaTI'd, 
And  satire  trinmpb'd,  where  the  ihsces  faiTd: 
Np  conful's  wreath  could  lurking  folhr  hide. 
No  vestal  looks  secure  the  guilty  bride :     [guise, 
The  poignant  verse  pierc'd  through  each  fehr  dis- 
And  made  Rome's  matrons  modest,  statesmea 
wise. 

Search  all  your  statutes,  sergeant  I  where's  tbm 
balm 
Can  cure  tlie  itching  of  a  courtier's  palm  ^ 
Where  the  chaste  canon^say,  thnuballow'd  sagei. 
The  virgin's  glowins  wishes  can  assuage } 
Let  but  the  star  his  longing  lordship  see, 
What  pow*r  eaa  set  the  eapriw  oonaoisDoe  i^  f  ^ 
Hang  bat  tike  s|jaiWiug  pendant  at  Bar  aasvi 
What  trembling  maid  tbe  gen^voaa  lover  feai»  i 

the  provmce  of  tfta  phy^an,  and  the  apotfte» 
easy  plumes  himself  in  theperriwigaadpiander 
of  both  prsfenriopo. — ina  public  spirited  eadea- 
voor  tacaia  this  aoarchy,  aad  restore  a  psopca 
disctpljae  ia  piactaoe,  oonsiata  a  Thumjsop't  cflft- 
9iPMn."*Hinb  iUas  lachsyma.-* 
**  HorafcittS>Flaac«Bk 
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When  hwltts  ^uw»  leiz'd  tk*  imperial 


Brotbdt  '<  were  only  found,  toqneochthe  flame ; 
Nu  routs,  or  balls,  the  kind  convenience  gavoy 
To  loie  ber  vfartqe,  yet  her  honour  save. 
In  Cupid's  rites,  now,  ao  improv'd  our  skill. 
Mode  find  the  Bieans,  when  nature  finds  the  will. 
JUch  reverend  relict  ke«pa  a  private  pack, 
And  sturdy  stalliau  with  Atlean  back ; 
Where  British  dames  to  mystic  rites  repair, 
Kor  fail  to  meet  a  lurkiug  Clodio  there; 
In  amorous  stealths  defraud  the  public  slews, 
And  rob  the  Prury  vestol  of  her  dues ;     [gown. 
Who  hapless  mourns  ber  last,  loBg-mortgag'd 
Whila  Douglass  ^  damns  the  drums  of  lady 
Brown* 
By  n«mies  celestial,  mortal  femalet  call  i 
Angels  they  are,  but  apgels  in  their  falU 
One  royal  phenix  >«  yet  redeems  the  race. 
And  pioves,  in  Britain,  beauty  may  have  grace. 
Vain  shall  the  Muse  the  various  symptoms  find. 
When  every  doctor  »s  of  a  diflf*rrnt  mind. 
In  **'s  palm,  be  foul  corruption  found, 
£ach  oourt*empiric  holds,  his  grace  is  sound  ; 
In  Sackviile's  '^  breast  let  public  spirit  reign. 
Blisters !  (they  cry)  the  cause  is  in  his  brain  ; 
S^y  Talbot's  want  of  place  is  want  of  sense, 
4iid   Dashwood's  ^^  stubborn  virtue,  downright 
iasolence. 
When  ills  are  thus  just  what  the  doctors  please. 
And  the  souI*a  health  is  held  the  uund's  disease  ; 
Not  all  thy  art,  O  Horace !  had  prevail 'd ; 
Here,  all  thy  Boman  recipes  "  had  failU 

Hud  fateto  Flsccus  but  our  days  deci  eed» 
What  Poilio  voukl  admire  ?  what  Crosar  read  ? 
Great  Maro's  i8  self  had  dy^d  an  humble  swain, 
And  Terence  sought  a  Lslius  now  in  vahu 
Science  no  more  employs  the  courtier^^  f;arai. 
No  muse's  voice  cau  charm  Northumbechmd'i 

ear. 
The  aolid  vote  aerial  ver?e  outweighs^ 
Apd  wins  aU  courtly  favour  from  tba  bays ; 
Hence  flow  akme  Iho  nacred  gifts  of  kia(r9, 
Suives,  truncheohs,  feathers,  mitres,  stars*  and 
itriDgB, 
Beacv  cradles*  see!   with  lisping  statesmen 
spawn, 
And  inlant  limbs  be»waddled  in  the  lawn ; 
White  honest  Boyle  ^,  too  impoleut  for  place* 
S^  in  meridian  glory  of  disgrace : 
Kor  ^l  the  patrk>t  music  of  Malone 
Can  charm  a  court,  like  Sackville,  or  like  Stone; 
Blest  twine  of  state  \  whom  love  and  pow'r  con- 


UUU  Leda'softipriog,  made  by  Jove  divine  $ 


**  Ptompeia,  bbbibH  to  Julius  Cssaa,  whom 
the  iNNmg  Ciaodiiia  took  an  opportunity  of  sedoo- 
iOK  at  a  sokemn  saciiflce  of  the  Bona  Dea. 

^>  IMcavit  calidum  veleri  centoee  lufanar. 

Juv. 

^  An  jjifMnona,  fomoos  bawd. 

M  Pwiotoa  cf  Wales*  ibotherof  liia  paesent 
majesty  Geoige  111. 

^  See  ft  piopoaal  for  a  militia,  pabiiabcd  by 
lord  MiddleasBb 

^  Sif .  f  raacit  BaahwoDd,  altovwarda  faoi  La 
DamaMer,  the  patron  and  protector  of  our  author. 

"Jirtlref.         >i  Virgil.      19  Lord  Orrery. 


Fix'd  in  Hibemia*s  hemisphere  to  rule, 
And  shed  your  influence  o'er  each  knave  and 
fool». 

Whilst  the  sad  Summons  of  a  mortar'a  kseli 
The  rival  deeds  of  each  diploma  tell  ^ 
And  death's  increasing  muster-rolls  declare, 
Tbat  health  and  Thompson  are  no  longer  1mi«  | 
How  shall  the  Muse  this  salutation  send  ? 
What  place    enjoys    thee?  or  what   happier 

friend? 
Say,  if  in  Eastbury's  '^  majestic  towerif 
Or  wrapt  in  Ashley's  ^  amarantine  bowarf» 
By  friendship  iavour'd,  and  unaw'd  by  stote. 
You  barter  science  with  the  wise  and  grant  1 
0*er  Pelbam's  politics  in  judgment  sit. 
Reform  the  laws  of  nations,  or  of  wit ; 
With  attic  zest  enrich  the  social^  howl. 
Crack  joke  on  joke,  and  mingle  soul  withaoul^ 
On  laughter's  wanton  wing  now  frolic  sporty  . 
Nor  envy  Fox  ^  the  closet  of  a  court. 

Lost  ia  this  darling  luxury  of  ease* 
Alike  regardless  both  of  fonm  and  fees, 
"Let Shaw*'  (you cry)  <* o'er  physic •ov'rMgtt 
Or  W**  boast  his  hecatombs  of  slain :  •      [raigiiy 
Be  mine,  to  stoy  some  friend's  departing  bfeatlw 
And  Quid's  i*  may  Uke  the  dnidgaiy  of  death." 

Yet,  Thompson  1  say  (whoso  gift  it  ia  to  aavo. 
Make  sickness  smile,  and  rescue  from,  the  grave) 
Say,  to  what  end  this  healing  pow'r  wasmeanft^ 
Nor  hide  the  talent,  which  by  Ueav'nis  lent; 
TlxHigh  envy  all  her  hissing  serpents  raisa^ 
And  join  wiUi  harpy  fraud  to  blast  thy  bays  s 
Shall  wau  disease  in  vain  demand  thynkiU* 
While  health  but  waita  the  spmnnma  of  your. 

quill  ? 
Shall  Egypt's  plague  ^  the  virgin  ebarit  t 
And  beauty's  wreck  not  wiotheo  to  ita  aid  ^ 
O  !  stretch  a  saviag"  band,  and  let  the  fiair 
Owe  all  her  future  triamphs  to  thy  oare  t 
Resume  the  pen !  and  he  thyself. 
What  Ratctiff,    Friend,    and   Syd'n 
before 

Yet,  when  reviving  patienta  set  yon  free^ 
Le(  Vaughaa  ^  yield  one  soeinl  hocw  to  me. 

^  A»  our  author  lamented  the  oecasioaof  thefic 
lines,  so  no  one  more  sincerely  r^jciceato  find, 
that  the  beam  of  public  spirit  ia  likely  to  dispel 
the  clouds  which  had  interposed  betweoa  li>ynl«> 
ty  and  patriotisro-^A  new  political  stor  m  our 
days,  and  which  some  more  eastern  magi  wonld 
do  weU  to  follow. 

<*  A  seat  belonging  to  the  right  htfi*  Oewige. 
Dodington. 

^  Another,  belonging  to  lord  MiddJcMV* 

«  Lord  Holland. 

**  A  coffee-house  noted  for  the  resort  of  out 
modem  Esculapics,  where  they  pTy  for  these 
patients  the  apothecary  is  pFmed  to  consign 
over  to  them  ;  and  where  another  appendage  to 
physic  (callol  the  undertakers)  never  ihtls  to 
attend  the  physical  levee,  in  order  to  receive  tbe 
lucrative  news  of  their  joint  enih^vours. 

^  The  small  pox.  said  to  have  iirt»t  appeared  ait 
Alexandria.  See  the  doctor's  treatiie  on  this 
distemper. 

26  Owen  Evan  Vaugban,  esq;  of  Bodldrid 
castle;  a  gentleman,  in  whose  fViembship  fke 
doctor  and  our  author  more  particularly  pride 
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Come  then,  fny  friend  !  if  friendship's  name 

can  woo, 
Cbme  t  bring  me  all  I  want,'  that  alt  in  you. 
If  raral  Irenes  have  still  the  pow'r  to  p1ea<:e» 
71ock8>  vallies,  hills»  streams,  villas,  cots,  and 

trees  ;. 
HerealT  in  one  harmonious  prospect  blend. 
And  landscapeii   rise,  scarce  Lambert's  ^  art 
cut  mend. 
Thames,  made  immortal  by  her  Denbiro's 
strains,  [plains  ^ 

Meandering  glides  through  Twickenham's  flow»ry 
While  voya^  Riebmond'&cioud-aspiring  vrood 
Poors  all  ita  pendent  pomp  upon  the  flood. 
By  Rome's  prond  dames  kt  storied  Tiber  flo^, 
And  all  Paltadio  grace  the  banks  of  Po ; 
Here  nature's  charms  in  purer  lustre  rise, 
Nor  seek  firom  wanton  art  her  vain  supplies. 

Lol  Windsor,  rev'rend  in  a  length  of  years, 
like  Cybele,  her  tow'r-crovn'd  summit  rears; 
And  Hampton's  tarrets,  with  majestic  pride, 
Reflect  their  glories  in  the  passing  tide : 
There  British  Henries  gave  to  Gallia  law; 
Here  bloomed  the  laurels  of  a  great  Nassau  ''s. 
O !  could  these  scenes  one  monarch  more  but 

please: 
Nofrocen  climates,  no  tempestooos  seas, 
7or  Brunswick's  weal  alarming  fears  shall  bring, 
Nor  Britain  envy  meaner  courts  her  king.    [  see , 
Here  Campbell's  <»  varied  shades  with  wonder 
like  Heaven's  own  Eden,  stor'd  with  evei^  tree  ; 
Bach  plant  with  plant  in  verdant  glory  vies ; 
High-tow'ring  pines,  like  Titans,  scale  the  skies ; 
Aod  L^wnon's  rich  groves  op  Hounsk>w's  deserts 
.   rise. 
But  chief— with  awful  step,  O !  let  ns  stray. 
Where  BriUln's  Orpheus  tun'd  hit  sacred  lay, 
Whose  grove  enchanted  from  his  numbers  grew. 
And  proves,  what  once  was  iiibied,  ntiw  is  true. 
Here  oft  the  bard  with  Arbuthnot  retir'd ; 
Here  flow'd  the  verse  his  beaUng  art  inspir'd^o ; 
Alike  thy  merit  like  thy  iame  should  rise, 
£6ttld  Criendshtp  give,  what  feeble  art  denies : 
Tliough-  Pope's  immortal  verse  the  gods  refuse, 
Accept  this  offring  from  an  humbler  Muse. 
Weak  though  her  flight,  yet   honest  still  her 

strain  y 
Aik!  what  no  minister  could  ever  gain ; 
Heas'dif  the  grateful  tribute  of  her  song. 
Thy  merit, 'lliompson?  shall  one  day  prulonir. 

In  marshal'd  slaves  let  hungry  princes  trade. 
And  Britain's  bullion  bribe  iheir  venal  aid^i  ; 
Let  brave  Boscawen  trophic^l  honours  gain. 
And  Anson  wield  the  triilent  of  the  main. 
Safe,  in  the  harbour  of  my  Tnick'nam  ^^  bower, 
From  all  the  wrecks  of  state,  or  storms  of  power ; 

themselves,  as  he  has  never  polluted  his  ancient 
British  pedigree  with  any  modem  Auti-Brititih 
principles. 

^  A  landscape-painter,  much  celebrated. 

»  WiUiamthe  Thin). 

-^  Duke  of  Argyle,  celebrated  as  a  warrior  and 
a  statesman. 

^  Pope's  Epistle  to  Arbuthnot 

31  Alluding  to  a  modem  kind  of  military  traffic, 
which  consists  in  the  exchange  of  British  gold 
for  German  valour;  and  by  which  means,  it  is 
presumed,  our  politicians  intend  the  native  want 
f»f  either  party  shall  be  reciprocally  supplied. 

^  He  bad  a  neat  viHa,  in  the  style  of  a  chaUau, 


No  wreaths  I  court,  no  subsidies  T  claim,' 
Too  rf  h  for  wnnt,  too  indolent  for  fkme« 
Whilst  here  with  vice  «  bloodless  war  I  wage, 
<^r  lash  the  follies  of  a  trifling  age. 
Each  gay^plum'd  hour,  upon  its  downy  wings. 
The  Hybia  freight  of  rich  contentment  brings  j 
Health,  rosy  handmaid,  at  my  table  waits. 
And  halcyon  peace  broods    watehful  o'er  my 
gates. 
Here  oft,  on  contemplation's  pinions  bore, 
ToHeav'n  I  mount,  atid  nature's  works  explore  ; 
Or,  led  by  reason's  intellectual  clue,  [sue; 

Through  errour»s  maze,  troth's  secret  steps  pur- 
View  ages  past  in  story's  mirror  shown,  fo'^n ' . 
And  make  time's  mould 'ring  treasures  all  my' 
Or  here  the  Muse  now  steals  me  from  the  throng. 
And  wraps  me  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  song. 

Thus  flow,  and  thus  for  ever  flow !  my  days, 
Unaw'd  by  censure,  or  unbrib'd  by  praise  ; 
No  friend  to  faction,  and  no  dupe  to  zeal ; 
Foe  to  all  party,  but  the  public  weal. 
Wl^y  then,  from  every  venal  bondage  free. 
Courts  have  no  glitt'rin?  shackles  left  for  mc : 
My  reasons,  Thompson  !  prithte  ask  no  more ; 
Take  thein,  as  Oxford*s  Flaccns  sung  before  H  ' 

*'  My  ease  and  freedom  if  for  aught  I  vend. 
Would  not  yoa  cry,  to  Bedlam,  Bedlam,  friend  f 
But  to  speak  out — ^shall  wbaf  could  ne'er  engage 
My  frailer  youth,  now  captivate  in  age  ? 
What  cares  can  vex,  what  terronrsfrightfol  be. 
To  him  wliose  shield  is  hoary  sixty-tliree  ^? 
Wlten  life  itwif  eo  little  worth  appears. 
That  ministers  can  give  no  hopes,  or  foars  ; 
AHhough  grown  grey  within  my  humbler  gate, 
I  ne'er  kiss'd  hands,  or  trod  the  rooms  of  state  ; 
Yet  not  unhonour'd  have  I  liv'd,  and  blest 
With  rich  convenience,  careless  of  the  rest ; 
What  boon  more  grateful  can  the  gods  bestow 
On  those  avow'd  their  fovourite  sons  bclow^  ?  '* 

on  the  north  side  of  Twickenham  O>mmon« 
sacred  to  the  muses,  it  was  afterwards  inha- 
bited by  the  larly  Bridget  Tallmach,  daughter 
of  the  late  k>rd  Northington. 

^  SeeconclusranofDr.  King's  apology, 
^'  Though  the  translator's  virtue  isi  not  yet 
secured  by  this  palladium  of  his  grand  climac- 
teric, yet  he  flatters  himself  he  shall  at  least  be 
able  to  rival  our  truly  Roman  author,  in  the 
practice  of  his  heti>ic  indiflference,  hon-ever  short 
he  may  fall  of  him  in  his  elegant  description 
of  it. 

^  Libera  si  pn^tio  quantdvis  otia  vendam, 
Cui  non  insanus  viflear  ?  Seil  apertius  audi : 
Qu3B  juvenem,  inflrmumque  antmi  captare  ne-- 

quibant, 
Ilia  senem  capiant  ?  aut  quae  terrere  perlcla 
Posse  putes  bominem,  cui  climacterious  annus 
Pnesidio  est  omni  majos  >  cui  vita  videtur 
Haud  equidem  tanti  esse,   ut    quid  caveatvw 

petatve 
A  regni  satrapis,  nlkiqne  sit  auxins  liorA. 
Si  mibi  non  dextram  tetigisse,  aut  liminaregum 
Otntigit,  ^  lare  sub  tenui  mea  canuit  «tas : 
Attameu  squo  anima,  non  ullis  rebus  egenos^ 
Non  inhonoratus  vixi :  oeqne  grattns  usquam 
Dii  munus  dederunt,  cui  si  fovisse  fisten'^ur. 
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At  napoRmD  by  Mr.  bbaro,  in  the  chabactbr 

Off  A  BBCROrrillO  BRIUHAKTy  AT  THE  THKA-l-BE- 
■OTAL  IN  COVKNT^OAllOBNf  IM  THB  XHTBR- 
TAINMBST  OF  TSB  FAIR. 

Im  ttory  we^re  told 
How  our  monarcfas  of  old 
O'er  France  spread  their  royal  domatn  ; 
Bat  DO  annals  shall  show 
Her  pride  laid  so  low, 
Am  when  brave  George  the  Second  did  reign. 

Brave  boys! 
As  when  brave,  &c. 

Of  Roman  and  Greek 
Let-  Fame  no  more  speak  ; 
ThoDich  their  arms  did  the  Old  world  subdue. 
Through  the  natkms  around 
Let  her  trumpet  now  sound,         , 
flow  Britons  have  oonquer*d'the  New, 

Brave  boys ! 
How  Britons  have,  &a 

East,  we^,  north,  and  south. 
Our  cannon's  loud  mouth 
Shan  the  rights  of  our  monarch  maintain  ; 
On  America's  strand 
Amherst  limits  the  land, 
Boacawen  gives  law  on  the  main. 

Brave  boys  1 
Boscawen  gives,  Isc. 

Each  fort,  and  each  town, 
We  still  make  our  own. 
Cape  Breton,  Crown  Point,  Niagar  | 
Guardelnpe,  Senegal* 
And  Quebec's  mighty  fall. 
Shall  prove  we've  no  equal  in  war, 

BraTe  boy* ! 
Shall  prove  we^ve,  iScc. 

Though  Gonflaos  did  boast 
He  wou*d  conquer  our  coast. 
Our  thunder  soon  made  monsieur  mute  ; 
Brave  Hawke  wing!d  his  way. 
Then  pounc'don  hisprey,^ 
And  gave  him  an  English  salute. 

Brave  boys ! 
And  gave  him,  &c 

At  Minden  you  know 

How  we  firighten'd  the  foe. 
While  homeward  their  army  now  steals, 

••Though."  they  cry,  **  British  bands 

Are  too  hard  for  our  hands, 
Benr!  we  can  beat  them  in  heels,'* 
^^  Paihleu! 

Begar!  we,  fcc. 

Whitatoar  heroes  from  home 
For  laurels  thus  roam, 
;BKmld  the  flat-bottom 'd  boate  but  appear. 
Oar  militia  shall  show 
No  woodeo-shoed  foe 
On  with  freemen  in  battle  compare. 

Brave  boys  I 
Ctti  with  with  freMoaen,  AbC. 

fOL*  XfU 


Vour  Anrlunes  and  livefly 
Your  children  and  wives. 
To  defond,  'tis  the  time  now  or  never  s 
Then  let  each  volunteer 
To  the  dram-bead  repatp— 
Kiqg  George  and  old  England  for  ever ! 

Brave  boys! 
King  George,  &e. 


SONG, 

90K0  BY  m.   BEARD  IM  THB    BNTKRTAIltMBirr  Of 
APOLLO   AND  DAPBHB. 

Tbb  Sun  from  the  east  tips  the  mounUins  with 

The  meadows  all  spangled  with  dew-drops  be- 
hold !  [dajr* 

Hear !  the  lark's  early  matin  proclaims  the  new 

And  the  horn's  chearful  summons  rebukes  our 
delay. 

CHORUS, 

With  the  «ports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleasum 
can  vie,  ,   .    •  „ 

While  jocund  we  follow  the  bounds  m  full  cry. 

Let  the  dradgeofthe  town  make  riches  his  sport; 
The  slave  of.  the  state  bunt  the  smiles  of  a  conrt| 
No  care  and  ambition  our  pastime  annoy, 
But  innocence  sUU  gives  a  zest  to  our  joy. 

With  the  sports*  &^ 

Mankind  are  all  hunterein  various  degree  ; 
The  priest  hunts  a  living— the  lawyer  a  fse^ 
The  doctor  a  patient— the  courtier  a  place, 
Though  often,  like  us,  he's  flung  out  m  the  chaa^ 
With  the  sportf,  fcc. 

The  cit  bunts  a  plumb-while  the  soldier  huntt 
The  poet  a  dinner— the  patriot  a  name ;  [fem^ 
And  the  practised  coquette,  though  she  seems  t9 

refuse,  , 

In  spite  of  her  airs,  itill  her  lover  porsnw/ 
^  With  the  sports,  aMb 

Let  the  bold  and  thebusy  hunt  glory  and  wealth  j 
All  the  blessing  we  ask  is  the  blessing  of  health. 
With  hound  and  with  horn  through  the  wood- 
lands to  roam,  

And,  when  tired  abroad,  find  contentment  a« 

home. 
With  the  sports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleasuf* 

can  vie,  , 

While  jocund  we  follow  our  bound*  m  foil  cry. 


SONG, 

SUHO  BY  Ma.  B«ABD  AT  THB  ANNUAL  M«BTIWO  Of 
THE  PRRSIDENT,  VICB-PSBSIDBNTS,  COV£BllOBf» 
fcc.   OF  THB  LOHOOH  HOSPITAL, 

Op  trophies  and  laurels  I  mean  not  to  sing, 
Of  Prussia's  brave  prince,  or  of  Britain'*  good 

king:  ^^^7n 

Here  the  poor  claim  my  song ;  then  the  art  1 11 
How  yott  all  fibaU  be  gamerfr-by  gmng  away. 
'  Perr^  09«% 
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Thecnifleof  the  widoir,  yon  very  well  know. 
The  more  it  wu  emptied,  the  fuller  did  flow : 
So  here  with  your  parse  the  like  wonder  you'll 

find; 
The  more  you  draw  out,  etitt-the  more  left  be- 
'  hind. 

Derrydown. 

The  prodigal  here  without  danger  may  spend ; 

That  ne'er  can  be  lavish'd,  to  Heaven  we  lend  j 

,  And  the  miser  his  purse»strings  may  draw  with 

out  pain, 
For  what  miser  won't  give— when  giving  is  gain? 

Berry  down. 

The  gamester,  who  sits  op  whole  days  and  whole 

nights. 
To  hazard  his  health  and  his  fortnne  at  White's; 
Much  more  to  advantage  his  bets  he  may  make. 
Here,  set  what  he  will,  he  will  double  his  stake. 

Derrydown. 

The  fiur-one,  whose  heart  the  four  aces  control. 
Who  ngfas  for  sans-pvendrey  and  dieuns  of  a 

▼ol^  [diiJle, 

Xet  her  here  send  a  tithe  of  her  gains  at  qua- 
Andshe'U  ne'er  want  a  firicnd-4n  victoriotis 

spadille. 

'Derrydown. 

let  the  merchant,  who  trades  on  the  periloossea. 
Gome  here,  and  insure,  if  from  kMS  he*dbefree; 
A  policy  here  from  all  danger  secures, 
For  safe  is  the  ventitt^-^hich  Heaven  insures. 

Deny  down. 

The  stock-jobber  too  may  snbscribe  withont  fear. 
In  a  fund  which  fbr  ever  a  premium  must  bear ; 
Where  the  stock  must  gtill  vise,  and  whei«  Scrip 

will  prevail. 
Though  South-Sea,  and  India,  and  Omnium, 

should  fiul. 

Deny  down. 

Tte  chmpchman  *  likewiae  his  advantage  may 


And  here  buy  a  living,  in  spite  of  the  law— 
In  Heaven,  I  mean;  then,  without  any  fear. 
let  him  purchase  away— -here's  no  simony  here. 

Derrydown. 

Ye  rakes*,  who  the  joys  of  flymen  disclaim. 
And  seek,  in  the  ruin  of  virtue,  a  fame  ;   [duty, 
You  may  here  boast  a  triumph  consistent  with 
And  keep»  without  guilt,  a  seraglio  of  beauty. 

Derry  down. 

If  fipom  charity  then  such  advantages  flow. 
That  you  still  gafai  the  more-^the  more  you 

bestow;  [ease : 

Here's  the  place  will  afford  you  rich  profit  with 
When  the  bason  comes  round— be  as  rich  as 

you  please. 

Derrydown. 

Then  a  health  to  that  i  patron,  whose  grandeur 

and  store 
Yield  aid  and  defence  to  the  sick  and  the  poor; 

*  Additional  stanza  for  the  annual  feast  of  the 
sonsoftheaergy 
•  Ditto  for  the  Magdalen  Hospitak- 
•  The  late  duke  of  Devonshire. 


Whom  noooartiercaniatter,iiopatriotcanbbaie; 
But,  our  president's  here— or  I'd  tdl  you  hit 

Derry  diQWB* 


FRAGMENT. 

Whbh  Bacchus,  jolly  God,  invites 

To  revel  in  his  ev'oing  rites. 

In  vain  his  altars  1  surround. 

Though  with  Burgundian  incense  cro«n'd» 

No  charm  has  wine  without  the  laas  ; 

'Tis  love  gives  relish  to  the  glass. 

Whilst  all  around,  with  jocund  glee. 
In  brimmers  toast  their  fov'rite  she ; 
Though  ev'ry  nymph  my  lips  procUioo, 
My  braut  still  whispers  Chloe's  name  ; 
And  thus  with  me,  by  am*rous  stealth. 
Still  ev'ry  glass  is  Cbloe's  health. 


VERSES 

OCCACIOVEft     BV     LAST     rOMPIBT's    MUBBirr    6f 

80MB  AMTiaOB  STATVBS  TO  OXPOBD;  TVB 
STBBBTS  WHBBBOr  WEBB  FOOLISBLT  SAm  TO 
BB  PAVBD  WITH   JACOBITES. 

Jr  Oxford's  stones,  as  Blaoo  writes. 
And  Pitt  affirms,  are  Jacobites, 

That  bid  the  6ourt  defiance  ; 
How  must  the  danger  now  increase. 
When  stones  are  come  from  Rome  and  Greece^ 

To  form  a  grand  alliance! 

Yet,  sprung  ftom  lands  of  liberty, 
Th^  stones  can  sure  no  Tories  be. 

Or  friends  to  the  Pretender^ 
And  Pitt  himself  can  ne'er  devise. 
That  Whiggish  stones  should  ever  rise 

Against  our  foith's  defender. 


TO  DR.  KING; 

On  have  I  heard,  with  clam'rous  note, 
A  yelping  cur  exalt  his  throat 

At  Cynthia's  silver  rayv  ; 
So,  with  the  blaze  of  learning's  light. 
When  you,  O  King,  offend  his  sight. 

The  spaniel  Blaco  bays. 


BUTTERFLY  JND  BEE: 


Sbb!  Flavia,  see!  that fiutt'ring thing. 
Skim  round  yon  flower  with  spoitive  wing. 

Yet  ne^er  its  sweet  explore ; 
While,  wiser,  the  industrious  bee 
Extracts  the  honey  from  the  tree. 
And  hives  the  precious  store, 

Sb  you,  with  coy,  coquettish  art, 
Play  wanton  round  your  lover's  heart. 
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■tDflenriU«  and  free: 
Lovers  balmy  blassiog  would  yon  try, 
Ho  longer  sport  a  Battei4y» 

But  imitate  tbe  Bee. 


Morr  IX  HI.  eAxticK's  timplb  or  ihake- 
•nuii. 

While  hereto  Shakespeare*  Garrickpays 
•    His  tribuury  thanks  and  praise  $ 
Invokes  the  animated  stone, 
To  make  tbe  poet's  mind  his  oirn ; 
That  be  each  character  may  trace 
With  homoor,  dignity,  and  graces 
AuA  mark,  unerring  mark,  to  men, 
The  rich  creation  of  his  pen  j 

Preferr'd  the  pray*r— the  maihle  god 
Methinks  I  sec,  assenting,  nod, 
And,  pointing  to  his  laarellM  brow. 
Cry--"  Half  this  wreath  to  you  I  owe: 
Lost  to  thesUge,  and  k>st  to  famej 
Murder'd  my  scenes,  scarce  known  my  name  ; 
Sank  in  oblivion  and  disgrace 
Among  tbe  common,  scribbling  race, 
ITimotic'd  long  thy  Shakespeare  lay, 
Todalness  andLtottme  a  prey : 
But  now  I  rise,  I  breathe,  I  live 
In  you— my  representative! 
Again  the  heroes  breast  i  fire. 
Again  the  tender  sigh  inspire; 
Each  side,  again,  with  laughter  shake, 
And  teach  the  villain-heart  to  quake  ; 
All  tbis,  my  son  1  again  I  do— 
1  ? — No,  my  son ! — ^Tis  I,  and  you." 
.     ^'hile  thus  the  grat^ul  statue  speaks, 
A  blush  o'erspreads  the  suppliant's  cheek»-- 

•*  What!— Half  this  wreath,   wit's    mighty 
chief?— 
O  grant,"  he  cries,  *'  one  single  leaf; 
That  far  overpays  his  humble  merit. 
Who's  but  the  organ  of  thy  spirit" 

Phoebus  the  gen'ro'us  contest  heard— 
When  thus  the  god  address'd  the  bard : 
"  Here,  take  this  laurel  from  my  brow. 
On  him  your  mortal  wreath  bestow  ;— 
Each  matchless,  each  the  palm  shall  bear. 
In  Heaven  the  bard,  on  Earth  the  play'r."* 


CUPID  BAFFLED. 

DiftMA,  hunting  on  a  day. 
Beheld  where  Cupid  sleeping  lay. 

His  quiver  by  his  head: 
One  of  bis  darts  she  stole  away. 
And  one  of  hcr's  did  close  convey 

Into  the  other's  stead. 

When  next  the  archer  through  the  groTe, 
In  search  of  prey,  did  wanton  rove, 

Aorelia  fair  he  'spy'd  ; 
Aorelia«  wlx)  to  Damon's  pniy'r 
Dibdain'd  to  lend  a  tender  ear, 

And  Cupid's  pow'r  defy'd. 

^The  statue  of  Shakespeare,  in  the  temple  de- 
dicated to  the  bard  by  Mr.-  Garrick,  in  hh  de- 
li^tful  garden  at  Hampton,  was  the  work  of 
that  able  and  Ingenious  muster,  Koubiliac. 


Soon  as  he  ey'd  the  rebel  maid ; 

"  Now  know  my  pow'r ! "  enra^d,  he  taid  ; 

Then  leveli'd  at  her  heart : 
Full  to  the  head  the  shaft  he  drew  ; 
But  harmless  to  her  breast  it  flew, 

For,  k> !— 'twas  Dian's  dart. 

Exulting,  then  the  fair-one  cr3r'd, 
*'  Food  urchin,  lay  your  bow  aside  ; 

Your  quiver  be  unbound : 
Would  you  Aorelia's  heart  subdue. 
Thy  play-thiugarrows  ne'er  will  do; 

Bid  Damon  give  the  wound.'* 


DEATH  AND  THE  DOCTOR. 

*  TwiXT  Death  and  Schomberg,  t'other  day, 

A  oontestdid  arise ; 
Death  swore  his  prize  he'd  bear  away  ; 

The  Doctor,  Death  defies. 

Enrag'd  to  hear  his  pow'r  defy'd. 

Death  drew  bis  keenest  dart  | 

But  wond'ring  saw  it  glance  aside. 
And  miss  the  vital  part. 


OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE^ 

SrOKBN  KT  MR.  POWELL,  AT  THB  OPBNINO  0^  Tll« 
TUKATRB-aOTAL  IN  OOVBNT-GABOBM,  ON  MOM« 
DAV,  SBFTKMBBa  14,  1767. 

A  t  when  the  merohant,  to  increase  his  store. 
For  dubious  seas,  adveut'rous  quits  the  shore  ; 
Still  anxious  for  his  flreight,  be  trembling  sees 
Rocks  in  each  buoy,  and  tempests  in  each  breo^ 
Tbe  curling  wave  to  mountain  billows  swells. 
And  ev'ry  cloud  a  fiuxHed  storm  fbretelb : 
Thus  rashly  lanch'd  on  this  theatric  main. 
Our  all  on  hoard,  each  phantom  gives  us  pahi ; 
The  catcall's  note  seems  thunder  in  our  ears,  . 
And  ev'ry  hiss  a  hurricane  appears; 
In  journal-squibs  we  ligfatninig'*  blast  espy. 
And  meteors  blaze  in  eveiy  critic's  eye. 

Spite  of  these  terronrs,still  some  hopes  we  view* 
Hopes  ne'er  can  fail  us— eince  they're  plac*d 

— in  you. 
Your  breath  tbe  gale,  our  voyage  Is  secure. 
And  safe  the  venture  wbk±  ytmr  smiles  insute  ; 
Though  weak  his  skill,  th'  advent'rer  must  sue* 

ceed. 
Where  candour  takes  th'  endeavour  for  the  deed . 
For  Brentford's  state  two  kings  could  once  sof* 

floe;    . 
Ill  oor's,  behoM  I  four  kin^s  of  Brentford  rise ; 
All  smelling  to  one  nosegay's  od'rous  savour. 
The  balmy  nosegay  of— tbe  public  favour. 
From  bence  alone  our  royal  flinds  we  draw. 
Your  pleasure  our  support,  your  will  our  law. 
While  such  our  government,  we  hope  you'll  own 

us; 
But  should  we  ever  tyrants  prove — dethrone  us. 
Like  brother  monarcbs,  who  to  coax  the  nation. 
Began  their  reign  with  some  fhir  pruclamatioa. 
We  too  should  talk  at  least— of  reformation  ; 
Declare,  that  during  our  imperial  sway, 
No  bard  shall  mourn  his  long-neglecteU  play ; 
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But  then  the  play  most  have  some  wit,  some 

ftpifit, 
And  we  allowed  sole  nmpirefi  of  its  merit 

For  those  deep  sages  <if  the  judcrinpf  pit, 
Whose  taste  is  too  refined  for  modern  wit. 
From  Rome's  great  theatre  we^U  ciiil  tiie  piece. 
And  plant,  on  Britain's  stage,   the  flo^v'rs  of 
Greece. 
If  some  there    are   oar  British  hards  can 
please, 
"Who  taste  the  ancient  wit  of  ancient  dnys, 
Be  cur's  to  save,  from  time's  drvouring  womb, 
•Their  works,  and  snatch  their  laurels  from  the 
tomlk 
For  you,  ye  ftiir,  who  sprightlicr  scenes  may 
chuse. 
Where  music  decks  in  all  her  airs  the  Muse, 
Gay  opera  shall  in  all  its  charms  dispense. 
Yet  boast  no  tuneful  triumph  over  sense; 
The  nobler  bard  shall  still  assert  his  right, 
Nor  Handel  rub  a  Shakespeare  of  his  night 

To  greet  their  mortal  brethren  of  our  skies. 
Here  all  the  gods  of  pantomime  shall  rise : 
Yet  'midst  the  pomp  and  magic  of  machines, 
Some  plot  may  mark  the  meaning  of  our  scenes ; 
Scenes  which  were  held,  in  good  king  Rich's 

days, 
By  sages,  no  bad  ep'logues  to  plays. 

If  terms  like  these  your  suffrage  can  engage, 
To  fix  our  mimic  empire  of  the  stnge; 
Confirm  our  title  in  your  fair  opinions, 
And  croud  each  night  to  people  our  dominions. 


FERSES 


OH  CONVERTING  THE  CHAPEL  TO  A  KfTCHEN,  AT 
TUB  SEAT  OP  TUB  LORD  DONNERAYLIS,  CALLED 
THE  GROVE,    IN   HERTFORDSHIRE. 

B^  Ovid,  among  Other  wonders,  we're  told 
What  chanc'd  to  Philemon  and  Baucis  of  old; 
How  their  cot  to  a  temple  was  conjur'd  by  Jove, 
So  a  chapel  was  changed  to  a  kitchen  atCrove. 

The  lord  of  the  mansion  most  rightly  conceiting. 
His  guests  lovM  good  prayers  much  less  than  good 

eating;  [ye, 

And  possessed  by  the  devil,  as  some  folks  will  tell 
What  was  meant  for  the  soul,  he  assign'd  to  the 

belly. 

The  word  was  scarce  giv»n — when  down  dropp'd 

the  clock, 
And  straight  was  seen  fix'd  in  the  form  of  a  jack ; 
And,  shameful  to  tell !  pulpit,  benches,  and  pews, 
FoirmM  cupboards  and  shelves  for  plates,  sauce- 

pans,  aud  stews. 

Pray'r-books  tum'd  into  platters;  nor  think  it  a 

fable, 
A  dresser  sprung  out  of  the  communion  table ; 
Which,  instead  of  the  usual   repast,  bread  and 

wine. 
Is  stor'd  with  rich  soups,  and  good  English  sirloin. 
No  fire,  but  what  pure  devotion  could  raise, 
'Till  now,  had  been  known  in  this  temple  to  blaze: 
But,  good  lord  I  how  the  neighbours  around  did 

admire, 
When  a  chimney  rose  up  in  tbe  room  of  a  spire  ! 


For  a  Jew  many  people  the  master  mistook. 
Whose  Levites  were  scullions,  his  high-priest  • 

cook; 
And  thought  he  d«igrt*d  our  relicrion  to  alter. 
When  Ihey  saw  the   burnt-offering  smoke  at  the 

altar. 

niie  bell*s  solemn  sound,  that  was  heard  far  and 
near, 

And  oft  rons'd  the  chaplain  unwilling  to  pray'r, 

No  more  to  good  sermons  now  summons  tlie  sin- 
ner, 

Rutblas[>hemous  rings  in~-^the  country  to  dinner. 

When  my  good  lord  the  bishop  had  heard  the 
strange  story,  [Q— 's  glory  ; 

How  the  place  was  pro&nM,  that  was  built  to 

Full  of  zeal  he  cried  out,  **  Oh,  how  impious  the 
deed. 

To  cram  Christians  with  pudding,  instead  of  the 
creed!" 

Then  away  to  the  Grove  hied  the  church's  pro- 
tector. 

Resolving  to  give  his  lay-brother  a  lecture ; 

But  he  scarce  had  begun,  when  he  saw,  plac*d 
before  'cm, 

A  haunch  piping  hot  from  the  Saneixtm  Sancton 
rum, 

«  Troth  I"  quoth  he, ''  I  find  no  great  sin  in  the 
plan,  [man : 

What  was  useless  to  God— «-to  make  useful   to 
Besides,  'tis  a  true  christian  duty,  we  read, 
The  poor  and  the  hungry  witb>  good  things  te 
feed.** 

Then  again  on  the  walls  he  bestowed  consecration. 
But  resei-v'd  the  full  rights  of  a  free  visitation: 
l*hu8,  'lis  still  the  Lord's  house  —only  varied  th^ 

treat. 
Now  there's   meat  without  grace — where    wai^ 

grace  without  meat 


VERSES 


ON  THE     DUKE     OF     CUMBERLAND'S   VICTORT    AT 
CULLOOEN,   IN    THE  YEAR   1716. 

As  his  worm-eaten  volumes  old  Time  tumbled 

o*er,  [yore. 

To  review  the  great  actions  that  happened  of 
When  the  names  of  young  Ammon  and  Cssar 

he  saw, 
He  to  one  oppos'd  Churchill — ^to  th»  other  Nassau; 
Then  said,  with  a  sigh,  **  What '    has  Britain  no 

friend  ?  end  ?  •' 

«*  With  these  must  her  long  race  of  heroes  have 
When  straight  a  loud  blast  on  her  trumpet  Fame 

blew,  [scarce  knew  ; 

^^llich  so  long  had  been  silent,  the  sound  he 
But  soon  in  his  «i$;ht  the  swift  goddess  appear'd. 
Aud^half  out  of  breath,  cry'd — "News,  news  I 

have  you  heard  }^ 
I  yet  have  one  hero  to  add  to  your  store,  ■ 
Brave    William  has  conquer'd — Rebellion*s  vm 

more.'»  [name. 

Well  pleased.  In  his  annals  Time  set  down  t|ie 
Made  the  record  autheati<v— end  gave  it  to  Faoie* 
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FERSES 

nrcVIBED  OK  A  MOlCUlfflOrr  CALLED  THB  TOMB 
OF  CARV,  IN  THB  GARDEN  OP  THR  LATE  JOHN 
RlCil,  ESQ.  ATCOWLCY,  IN  MIDDLESEX;  WHERE- 
ON THREE  BEAUTIFUL  BOYS  ARE  COVERING  A 
rUNCBAL   UBN   WITH    A   VEIL   OP    FLOWERS. 

Why,  bii«y  boys,  why  thus  entwine 
The  flowery  yeil  around  this  shrine  ? 
A9  if,  fir  halcyon  days  like  these. 
The  sight  tcx>  solemn  were  to  please  ; 
Mistaken  boys,  what  sight's  so  fair 
To  mortals,  as  the  Tomb  of  Care  ? 
Here  let  the  gloomy  tyrant  lie  ; 
His  urn  an  altar  shall  supply, 
Sacred  to  Ease,  and  social  Mirth ; 
For  Care*8decease-^i8  Pleasure's  birth. 


THE  EPlTJPff 


{n  LBTTBBS  OF  BRASS,  INSERTED  BY  A  FEMALE 
PIGUBB  REFRESBNTING  UtSrORY)  ON  A  MARBLE 
FYRAMID'OF  TUB  MONUMENT  OF  JOHN,  DVKE 
OF   AAGYLB. 

BmrroN,  behold,  if  patriot  worth  be  deaf, 
A  shrine  that  claims  thy  tributary  tear  I 
Silent  that  tongue  admiring  senates  heard, 
Nerveless  that  arm  opposing  legions  fear'd  1 
Nor  less,  O  Campbell !  thine  the  pow'r  to  please. 
And  give  to  grandeur  all  the  grace  of  ease. 
Long,  from  thy  life,  let  kindred  heroes  trace 
Arts  which  ennob!e  still  the  noblest  race. — 
Others  may  owe  their  future  fame  to  me; 
1  borrow  immortality  from  thee. 
Westminster  Abbey,  P.  Whitehead. 


rSRSES 

fV  THB  KAMB,  7.  WHrTBHEAD,  8UBSCBTBED  TO 
THB  ABOVB  llfSCRIFTlON,  BEING  BBMO  VEDTHBNCE 
TOMB  TIME  AFTER  THB  MONUMENT  WAS  BRBCT- 
XD. 

O'bil  the  tombs    as   pale  Envy  was  hov'ring 

around. 
The  manes  of  each  hallow'd  hero  to  wound ;      ' 
On  Argyle*s,  when  she  saw  only  truth  was  related 
Of  him,  whom  alive  she  most  mortally  hated, 
And  finding  the  record  adopted  by  Fame, 
In  revenge   to  the  poet — she  gnaw*d   out  his 

nnmA' 


FERSES, 

TD   MR.    BROOKE,    ON  'HIB  REFUSAL   OF   A   LICENCE 
TO    HIS    PLAY    OF    CUSTAVUS   VASA. 

Tmt  published  in  the  Gentleman's  Mngazine, 

1739. 
While  Athens  glory'd  in  her  free-born  race. 
And  science  flourished  round  her  fav'rite  place, 

*  These  verses  appeared  first  in  cnptain  Thom- 
ion*s  Lifcf.f  Whitehe^id,  and  pei haps  weie  bis 
own .  The  Epitaph  was  written  at  the  request  of 
tb«4ttchc^s.    C« 


The  muse  unfetter*d  trod  theOrecian  stage ; 
Free  were  her  pinions,  nnreatrain*d  her  rage: 
Bold  and  secure  sheaim'd  the  poinf e<l  dart. 
And  ponr'd  the  pfecept  poignant  to  the  heart. 
Till  dire  dominion  stretch'd  her  lawless  sway. 
And  Athens'  sons  were  destin'd  to  obey : 
Then  first  the  stage  a  licens'U  bondage  knew^ 
And  tyrants  quash 'd  the  scene  they  fear'd  toviewt 
Fair   Freedom's  voice  no  more  was  heard  to 

charm. 
Or  Liberty  the  Attic  audience  warm. 

Then  fled  the  muse,  indignant  from  the  shore. 
Nor  deign'dto  dwell  where  Freedom  was  no  mores 
Vain  then,  alas  !  she  sought  BHtanaia's  isle. 
Charm 'd  with  her  voice,  and  cheered  us  with  • 

smile. 
If  Gallic  laws  her  gen'rous  flight  restrain. 
And  bintl  her  captive  with  th*  ignoble  chain  ; 
Bold  and  unlicensed,  in  Eliza's  days. 
Free  flowed  her  numbers,  flourish'd  fair  her  bays; 
O'er  Britain's  stage  majestic,  unconfin'd. 
She  tun'd  her  patriot  lessons  to  mankind  ; 
For  mighty  heroes  ransacked  ev'ry  age. 
Then  beam'd  them  glorious  in  her  Shakespeare's 
page. 

Shakespeare's  no  more ! — ^lost  was  the  poet's 
name,  [fame ; 

Till  thon,  my  friend,   my  genius,  sprung  to 
Lur'd  by  his  laurePs  never-fading  bloom. 
You  boldly  snatch'd  the  trophy  from  his  toml]^ 
Taught  the  declining  muse  again  to  soar, 
And  to  Britannia  give  one  poi;t  more. 

Pleas'd  in  thy  lays  we  see  Gustavus  live; 
But,  O  Gustavus  !  if  thou  can'st,  forgive 
Britons,  more  savage  than  the  tyrant  Dane, 
Beneath  whose  yoke  you  drew  the  gal  ling  chain, 
Df  gen'rate  Briton*s,  by  thy  worth  dismay'd, 
Prophane  thy  glories,  and  proscribe  thy  shade. 


SO^G. 

As  Granville's  soft  numbers  tune  Myra's  jusi 

praise. 
And  Chloe shines  lovely  in  Prior*s'sweet  lays; 
So,  wou'd  Daphne  but  smile,  their  example  I'd 

follow,  [Apollo: 

And,  as  she  looks   like  Venus,    I'd  sing  J  ike 

But,  alas  !  while  no  smiles  from  the  fair-ono 

inspn*e, 
How  languid  my  strains,  and  bow  tuneless  ipj 

lyre! 

Go,  Zephyrs,  salute  in  soft  accents  her  ear, 

And  tell  how  I  languish,  sigh,  pine,  and  despair  ; 

In  gentlest  murmurs  my  passion  cominend ; 

But  whisper  it  softly,  for  fear  j'ou  ofiend,  [pain  ; 
For  sure,  O  ye  winds,  >e  may  tell  her  my 
Tls  Si  rephon's  to  sufier,  but  not  to  complain. 

Wherever  1  go,  or  whatever  I  do,  [view  j 

Still  something  presents  the  fair  nymph  to  my 
If  1  traverse  the  garden,  the  garden  still  shows 
Me  her  neck  in  the  lily,  her  lip  in  the  rose: 

But  with  her  neither  lily  nor  rose  can  compare; 

Far  sweetcr's  her  lip,  and  her  bosom  more  fair« 
If,  to  vent  my  fond  anguish,  I  steal  to  the  grove. 
The  spring  there  prcscnU  ihe  fresh  ^40001  of  mf 
love: 
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The  nightiDgvle  too,  with  impertinent  noise, 
Poars  forth  her  tweet  strains  in  my  syren's  sweet 
voice:  [brings; 

Thus  the  grove  and  its  music  her  image  still 
For^  like  spring  she  looks  fair,  like  the  night- 
ingale sings. 

If,  forsaking  the  groves,  I  Oy  totheoourt. 
Where  beauty  and  splendour  united  resort. 
Some  glimpse  of  my  fair  in  each  charmer  I  spy, 
In  Richmond's  fair  foim,  or  in  Brudenel's  bright 
eye;  [appear? 

But,  alas !  what  wou'd  Bnidenel  or  Richmond 
Unheeded  they'd  pass,  were  my  Daphne  but 
there. 

If  to  books  I  retire,  to  drown  my  fond  pain. 

And  iwell  over  Horace,  or  Ovid^s  sweet  strain; 

In  Lydia,  oi  Chloe,  my  Daphne  I  find ; 

But  Chloe  was  ooufteoos,  and  Lydia  was  kind: 
|i)ce  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  won*d  Daphne  but  prove, 
Uke  Horafis^  orOvid,  I'd  sing  and  I'd  knre. 


DA.  SCBOMBERG. 
OF  BATH. 

To  Schomberg  quoth  Death,   '<  I  your  patient 
will  have:"  [save." 

To  Death  replied  Schomberg,  «  My  patient  I'll 
Then  Death  seiz>d  his  arrow,  the  doctor  his  pen. 
And  each  wound  the  one  gave,  t'other  faeal*d  it 
again;  [anoe, 

'Till  Death  swore  he  never  had  met  such  defi- 
Since  he  and  the  college  had  been  in  alliance. 


EPlTAPn, 

BT  WU   GARKICK,   ON  PAUL  WBJTEnAn,   BS«. 

Heib  lies  a  man  misfortune  ooold  not  bend. 
Praised  as  a  poet,  honour'd  as  a  fnend : 
Though  bis  youth  kindled  with  the  love  of  fiune. 
Within  his  bosom  glow'd  a  brighter  flame  : 
Whene'er  his  firiends  with  sharp  afflictions  bled. 
And  from  the  wounded  deer  the  herd  waf  fled, 
WRmHBAo  stood  foith,  the  healing  balm  applied. 
Kor  quitted  their  distreMCO    till  he  died. 

^  D.a» 
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LIFE  OF  FRANCIS  FAWKES, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


mK.  FAWKES.  was  born  in  Yorkshire  about  the  year  1731.  He  was  eda« 
cated  at  Leeds^  under  the  care  of  the  Rer.  Mr.  Cookson,  Ticar  of  that  parish : 
from  whence  he  went  to  Jesus  College^  Cambridge,  and  took  his  bachelor's  degree 
m  1741>  and  his  master's  in  1745, 

After  being  admitted  into  holy  orders,  he  settled  at  Bramham  in  Yorkshire^ 
near  the  elegant  seat  ot  that  name  belonging  to  Robert  Lane,  esq.  the  beauties 
of  which  afforded  him  the  first  subject  for  his  muse.  He  published  his  Bramham 
Park  in  1745,  but  without  his  name.  His  next  publications  were  the  descrip* 
tions  of  May  and  Winter,  from  Gawen  Douglas;  the  former  in  1752,  the  latter 
in  1754 :  these  brought  him  into  considerable  notice  as  a  poetical  antiquary, 
and  it  was  hoped  that  he  would  have  been  encouraged  to  modernise  the  whole 
of  that  author's  works. 

About  the  year  last  mentioned,  he  removed  to  the  curacy  of  Croydon  in 
Surrey,  where  he  had  an  opportunity  of  courting  the  notice  of  archbishop  Her* 
ring,  who  resided  there  at  that  time,  and  to  whom,  among  other  complimentary 
verses,  he  addressed  an  ode  on  his  grace's  recovery,  which  was  printed  in  Dodsley's 
collection.  These  attentions,  and  his  general  merit  as  a  scholar,  induced  the 
archbishop  to  collate  him,  in  1755,  to  the  vicarage  of  Orpington  with  St.  Mary 
Cray,  in  Kent.  In  1757,  he  had  occasion  to  lament  his  patron's  dealh,  in  a 
pathetic  elegy  styled  Aurelius,  printed  with  hb  grace's  sermons  in  1763,  but  pre* 
viously  in  our  author's  volume  of  poems  in  1761 ;  about  the  same  time  he  married 
miss  Farrier  of  Leeds. 

In  April  1774,  by  the  late  Dr.  Plumptre's  favour,  he  exchanged  his  vicarage 
for  the  rectory  of  Hayes :  this,  except  the  office  of  chaplain  to  the  princes^ 
dowager  of  Wales,  was  the  only  ecclesiastical  promotion  he  obtained. 
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la  1761,  he  published  by  snbcription  aTolame  of  original  poems  and  traos- 
latioDS,  by  which  he  got  more  profit  than  fame.  His  subscribers  amounted  to 
searly  eight  hundred,  but  no  second  edition  was  called  fon  A  few  pieces  are 
jkctw  added  from  Mr.  Nichols'  collection ;  and  from  the  Poetical  Calendar,  a  peri- 
odical selection  of  fugitiye  poetry,  which  he  ptfblished  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Woty,  an^indifferent  poet  of  that  time.  In  1767  he  published  an  eclogue,  entituled 
Partridge  Shooting,  so  inferior  to  his  other  productions  that  the  omission  of  it 
cannot  be  regretted.-  He  was  the  editor  also  of  a  Family  Bible^  with  notes,  in  4to» 
which  is  a  work  of  very  inconsiderable  merit,  but  to  which  he  probably  contri* 
buted  only,  his  name,  a  common  trick  among  the  retailers  of  <^  Complete  family 
Bibles/' 

His  translations  of  Anacreon,  Sappho,  Bion,  Moschus  and  Musaeus,  appeared 
in  1760 ;  and  his  Theocritus,  encouraged  by  another  liberal  snbcription,  in  1767* 
His  Apoilonius  Rhodius,  a  posthumous  publication,  completed  by  the  ReT.  Mr. 
Meen  of  Emanuel  College,  Cambridge,  made  its  appearance  in  17S0,  when 
Mr.  Fawkes's  widow  was  enabled,  by  the  kindness  of  the  editor,  to  aTail  herself 
of  the  subscriptions,  contributed  as  usual  rery  liberally.  Mr.  Fawkes  died 
August  26, 1777. 

These  scanty  materials  are  taken  chiefly  from  Mr.  Nichols's  Life  of  Bowyor^ 
and  little  can  now  be  added  to  them.  Mr.  Fawkes  was  a  man  of  a  social  dis- 
position, with  much  of  the  imprudence  which  adheres  to  it :  although  a  pro* 
found  classical  scholar,  and  accounted  an  excellent  translator,  he  was  un* 
able  to  publish  any  of  his  works  without  the  pre? ious  aid  of  a  subscription  ; 
and  his  Bible  was  a  paultry  job,  which  necessity  only  could  have  induced  him  to 
undertake.  With  all  his  failings,  howeveTy  it  appears  that  he  was  held  in  esteem 
by  many  distinguished  contemporaries,  particularly  by  Drs.  Pearce,  Jorttn^ 
Johnson,  Warton,  Plumptre  and  Askew,  who  contributed  critical  assistance  to 
his  translation  of  Theocritus. 

As  an  original  poet,  much  cannot  be  said  in  his  faTour :  his  powers  were  con* 
fined  to  occasional  slight  and  encomiastic  verses,  such  as  may  be  produced  with, 
out  great  effort,  and  are  supposed  to  answer  every  purpose  when  they  have  pleased 
those  to  whom  they  were  addressed.  The  Epithalamic  ode  may  perhaps  rank 
higher,  if  we  could  forget  an  obvious  endearoar  to  imitate  Dryden  and  Pope.  In 
the  elegy  on  the  death  of  Dobbin,  and  one  or  two  other  pieces,  there  is  a  consi* 
derable  portion  of  humour,  which  is  a  more  legitimate  proof  of  genius  than 
one  species  of  poets  are  disposed  to  allow.  His  principal  defects  are  want  of 
judgment  and  taste  ;  these,  however,  are  less  dbcoverable  in  his  translations  ; 
and  it  was  probably  a  consciousness  of  limitted  powers  which  inclined  him  so 
much  to  translation.  In  this  he  every  where  displays  a  critical  knowledge  of 
his  author,  while  his  versification,  is  smooth  and  el^ant,  and  hb  expression  re- 
markably clear.  He  was  once  esteemed  the  best  translator  since  the  days  of 
Pope ;  a  pndse  which,  if  now  disallowed,  it  is  much  that  it  coold  in  his  own  timt 
have  been  bestowed  with  justice. 
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OF 
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BRAMBAM  PARK. 
TO  ROBERT  LANE,  ESQ. 

QsM  ctneret  nymphu)  qvit  hummn  floren- 
tibusbeibis    ' 

;  ?  aut  viridi  totes  indnoeret  mnbri  ? 
V»o. 

Written  in  May  1745* 


THE  PREFACE. 

I  tvouiB  tbink  a  prefiuse  to  this  Tolume  abao- 
lotdy  nuneoesflaryy  except  as  it  fbrnisbes  me 
vitfa  an  opportnni^  of  retuming  my  thanks 
to  tfaoee  gentlemen  who  have  fiivcrared  me  irith 
their  names ;  and  therefore  to  their  candonr 
and  indolgenoe  I  beg  leave  to  inscribe  the 
IbikNriBg  sheets* 


Otpington,  May  1»  176U 


F.  FAWKES. 


Tbb  themes  of  war  to  bolder  bards  belong, 
Calm  scenes  of  peace  iurite  my  humble  song. 
Lane,  whom  kind  Heav'n  has  with  mild  man- 
ners giaCd, 
Andblcss'd  with  trae  hereditary  taste, 
Your  blooming  virtues  these  light  lays  demand. 
Wrote  in  the  gardens  which  your  grandsire  * 
plan'd. 
When  vernal  breezes  had  the  glebe  iinboond, 
Anduntversal  verdure  cloth'd  the  ground, 
Prolhsely  wild  the  flowers  began  to  spring. 
The  trees  toblosBom,  and  the  birds  to  sing : 

*  A  fine  seat  in  Yotkshire,  belonging  to  Geoige 
Fox- Lane,  esq. 

Robert,  loidBingley. 


As  careless  through  those  groves  I  took  my  way 
Where  Bramham  gives  new  beauty  to  the  day/ 
(What  time  Aurora,  rising  from  the  main. 
With  rosy  lustre  spangled  o*er  the  plain  ^) 
The  sylvan  scenes  a  secret  joy  iospir'd. 
And  with  soft  rapture  all  my  bosom  fir'd  ; 
When^  lo  !   my  eyes  a  lovely  nymph  survey'd^ 
With  modest  step  sdvancing  through  the  glade:  - 
Her  bloom  divine,  and  sweet  attractive  grace. 
Confessed  the  guardian  Dryad  of  tbe  place : 
The  wind  that  gave  her  azure  robe  to  flow, 
Reveal'd  a  bosom  white  as  Alpine  snow  j 
A  flowery  wreath  around  her  neck  she  wore. 
And  in  her  hand  a  branch  of  olive  boreS  .* 
Adown  her  shoulders  fell  her  auburn  hair. 
That  loosely  wanton'd  with  tbe  buxom  air. 
The  bu3oom  air  ambrosial  odours  shed. 
And  sweets  immortal  breathed  around  her  head^* 
My  eager  eyes  o^er  all  her  beauties  ran. 
When  thus  the  guardian  of  the  woods  b^^n« 
**  Thrice  happy !  whom  the  fates  propitious 

give 
Secure  in  these  sequester'd  groves  to  live,  [court. 
Where  Health,  fair  goddess,  keeps  her  blooming 
And  all  the  nymphs,  and  all  the  graces  sport : 
How  beautifully  chang'd  the  scene  appears 
Within  the  compass  of  a  thousand  years  ! 
Then  fleroe  Bellona  drench'd  these  plains  in 

blood. 
Then  viflUe  wandei'd  in  the  kmely  wood — 
But  hear  !  while  I  mysterious  truths  disclose^ 
Whose  dire  remembrance  wakens  all  my  woes* 
In  ancient  days  when  Alfred*,  sacred  name! 
(Alfred  tbe  flint  in  virtue  as  in  fame) 

9  Paciferssque  manu  rsmom  pnetendit  oltvse. 
Virg.  .Sn.  viii.  116. 

^  AmbrosisBque  comas  divinum  vertice  odorem 
Spiravere.  Viig.  *n.  1. 403. 

>  Alfred.  This  most  accomplished  prince  be- 
gan his  reign  A*D.  878,  ata  time  when  the  Danes 
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This  bart>8roas  isle  with  liberal  arts  refin'd, 
Taaji^ht  wholesome  Uws,  and  moralizM  maokind  ; 
The  ruthless  Danes  o'er  a1)  the  county  ran, 
They  leveled  cities*  and  they  marder'd  man : 
Kor  fields,  nor  fanes,  nor  sex,  nor  age,  were  free 
From  fire  and  sword,  from  lust  and  cruelty. 
To  tend  my  father's  flock  was  then  my  care. 
And  country  swains  were  wont  to  call  me  fair. 
Kot  hence  far  distant  I  secor'd  my  charms. 
Till  roos'd  from  danger  by  the  din  of  arms 
To  a  lone  cave,  with  nymphs  a  chosen  few, 
Secret  I  fled,  cooceard  from  human  view; 
Secret  and  safe,  till  (storm'd  the  country  round) 
Our  close  retreat  the  fierce  barbarians  found. 
What  could  we  do  the  furious  foe  to  shun  ?— 
To  die  seemed  better  than  to  be  undone. 
Plana,  huntress  of  the  woodland  shades. 
Chaste  guardian  of  the  purity  of  maids. 
With  silver  bows  supplied  the  virgin  train. 
And  manly  courage  toi'epel  the  Dane. 
Bnt  what,  alas !  avails  the  manly  heart. 
When  female  force  emits  the  feeble  dart  ? 
Though  thrice  three    victims  to  our  vengeance 

fell, 
Though  my  keen  shafts  dispatched  their  chief  to 

Hell>, 
Too  soon  our  fate  with  anguish  we  deplor'd, 
DoomM    to  the   slaughter  of  the  conquering 

sword  :  [proves ; 

But  happy  they  whose  sufferings  Heav'u    ap- 
Beav*n  will  reward  that  virtue  which  it  loves. 
The  queen  who  makes  bright  chastity  her  care. 
Thus  to  almighty  Jove  preferrM  her  prayer  j 
That  we  for  ever  in  these  shades  might  rove, 
Kjrmphs  of  the  wood,  and  guardians  of  the  grove. 
Welt  I  remember,  as  I  trembling  lay, 
Pale,  breathless,  cold,  expiring  on  the  clay, 
How  by  degrees  my  mortal  frame  refinM, 
Kor  left  one  earthly  particle  behind  ; 
In  every  nerve  a  pleasing  change  began, 
And  through  my  veins-  the  streams  immortal 

ran: 
Soft  on  my  mind  ecstatic  visions  stole. 
And  heav'n-felt  raptures  dawn'd  upon  my  soul. 
£'ersincel  guard  the  groves,  the  woods,  the 

plain. 
Chief  Dryad  of  the  tutelary  train  ; 
Supremely  bless*d  where  all  conspires  to  please; 
War,  civil  war,  alone  diUurbs  my  ease. 
How  did  my  soul  recoil  with  secret  dread. 
When  bold  Northumberland  ^  his  army  led, 
lll-rfated  Britons,  ^hom  he  brought  from  far, 
Against  his  sovereign  waging  horrid  war  ! 
J  saw  the  comliat  on  the  neighbouring  plain, 
A  knight  victorious,  and  old  Percy  slain ; 
I  saw  his  visage,  that  with  anguish  frown'd. 
And  seem*d  in  rage  to  roll  its  eyes  around. 

«fler  several  invasions,  had  entirely  over-run 
the  kingdom,  whom  by  his  extraordinary  valour 
and  conduct  he  dispossessed  of  it  Circa  Eglerli 
tempora,  snno  Christi  800,  tnuira  iiitorapr'mitm 
in  festarunt  VarvL  Poslea  mare  cfflomiscenUs, 
mulioi  annos  per  ^ngliamgrassati,  urbibus  excisis, 
iemplu  aiceetuu,  S<  agrit  vastalis,  omnia  barbaru 
immanilaie  egerunt,  verierunt,  rapuerunt, 

^  1b  the  year  1408,  the  old  earl  of  Northum- 
berland and  his  araiy  was  overthrown  on  Dram* 
.Juun-Moor  by  sir  Thomas  Rooksby,  then  high. 


Rome  in  mock' triumph  from  the  fatal  field; 
The  azure  i  lion  on  the  golden  shield 
WavM  vainly  rampant.     But  what  horrors  rhillM 
My  heaving  heart,  and  through  my  bosom  thrill'd. 
When  direful  discord  Britain's  sons  compelled 
To  war  on  Towton's  •  memorable  field. 
I  see  the  ranks  embattled  on  the  plain, 
Torrents  of  bUiod,  andntountainsofthe  slain; 
See  kindred  hosts  with  rival  rage  contend. 
Deaf  to  the  names  of  father,  and  of  friend  ; 
The  brother  by  a  brother's  sword  expires. 
And  sons  are  slain  by  unrelenting  sires. 
The  brook,  that  flow'd  a  scanty  stream  before, 
Swell'd  to  a  river  t*^A  with  human  gore: 
Verbeia  »  then  in  wild  amazement  iXofA, 
To  see  her  silver  um  distain'd  with  biood; 
Verbeia,  erst  her  waters  wont  to  lead 
In  peaceful  murmurs  through  the  fiow'ry  mead. 
To  purge  her  currents  from  the  crimson  stain. 
Swift  pour'd  her  waves  to  mingle  with  the  main. 
Oft,  as  with  shining  share  he  ploughs  the  field**. 
The  swain  astonished  finds  the  massy  shield, 
On  whose  broad  bofs,  sad  source  of  various  woes. 
He  views  engrav'd  the  long-dispnted  rose. 
Huge  human  bones  the  fruitful  furrows  hide 
Of  once-ftim*d  heroes  that  in  battle  died . 
Now  ail  dire  feuds  and  curst  contentions  o'er. 
They  sleep  in  peace,  and  kindle  wars  no  more  i 
The  friend,  the  foe,  the  noble  and  the  daye. 
Rest  undistinguish'd  in  one  common  grave. 

*'  Butlet  us  now,  since  genial  spring  invites. 
And  lavish  nature  varies  her  delights. 
Partake  the  general  joy,  and  sweetly  stray. 
Where  the  birds  warble,  and  the  waters  play  ; 

sheriff  of  Yorkshire,  and  the  Jtosse comitaiMg 6t 
the  county,  and  «lain  in  the  battle. 

The  earl  Northumberiand    and  the  lord  Bar*. 

dolph. 
With  a  great  pow'r  of  English  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  shViff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown. 

Sliakespearc's  Hen.  IV* 

f  The  arms  ^  Percy  are,  Or,  a  lion  rampant 
azure. 

*A  neighbovring  village,  near  which,  on  the 
S9th  day  of  March  (being  Palm  Sunday)  A.  D, 
1461,  was  fought  a  most  remarkable  and  bloody 
*'  battle  between  the  houses  of  York  and  Lancaster : 
the  number  of  the  Yorkists,  headed  by  Edward, 
earl  of  March,  apiounted  to  about  40,600  men, 
t  he  Lancastrians  were  60,000.  This  battle  prov« 
ed  decisive  in  fiivour  of  the  house  of  Yoikj  and  iu 
consequence  of  it,  Edward  was,  m  June  1461, 
crowned  king  of  England,  &c.  There  were  killed 
in  this  engagement  36,776  men.  The  rivulet 
Cock,  adjoining  to  the  field  of  battle,  and  the 
river  Wharfe,  were  for  several  days,  in  a  very 
extraordinary  manner,  discoloured  with  the 
blood  of  the  slain.  For  a  circumstantial  account 
of  this  battle,  see  Drake's  Eboracum. 

•  Verbeia  was  the  RoiLan  name  for  the  rivc^. 
Wharfe ;  see  an  ancient  inscription  quoted  by 


Camden* 


-  finibus  illis 


Agricola,  incuno  terram  molitus  aratro, 
Exesa  mveniet  scabr4  rubigine  pila : 
Aut  gravibus  rastris  galeaspulsabit  inanes» 
Grandiaqne  efibssis  mirabitur  ossa  sepulcris. 
Virg.  Qeor.  1.' 
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tHiere  Wora  decks  the  dewy  clale  with  flowers, 
And  beeches  twine  their  branches  into  bowers, 
The  warbling  birds,  the  gales  that  gently  b!ow, 
May  tune  thy  reed,  and  teach  the  verse  to  flow." 
Thus  spoke  the  nymph  with  soft  allarini;  grace, 
And  led  me  round  the  flow'r-embroider'd  place; 
llirotigh  every  variegaied  rural  scene 
or  shady  forest,  and  of  mea'low  green. 
Of  winding  valleys,  and  of  rising  hills. 
Of  mossy  fountains  and  translucent  rills ; 
Where  downs,  or  level  lawns  expanded  wide, 
Tlie  groves,  the  garden,  and  the  wood  divide ; 
Where  walks  by  iong-exteuded  walks  are  crost^ 
And  alleys  in  meandering  alleys  lost ; 
The  dubious  traces  intricately  run. 
And  end  erroneous  where  they  first  begun : 
Where  Saxon  fanes,  that  in  fair  order  rise. 
With  elegant  simplicity  surprise. 
Where'er  the  nymph  directs  my  rnvishM  sight. 
New  s  enes  appear  that  give  a  new  delight : 
Here  spiry  firs  extend  their  lengthen'd  ranks. 
There  viulets  blossom  on  the  sunny  banks ; 
Here  bom-beam  hedges  regularly  grow. 
There  hawthorns  whitei.  and  wild  roses  blow. 
Luxuriant  Flora  paints  the  purple  plain, 
And  in  the  gardens  waves  the  golden  grain; 
Curl'd  round   UU  tufied    trees    the  woodbine 

weaves  , 
In  fond  embrace  its  tendrils  with  the  leaves : 
Sweet-scented  shrubs  a  rich  perfume  exhale. 
And  health  ambrosial  floats  on  every  gale. 
From  rushy-fringed  founts  rise  sparkling  rills 
That  glide  in  mazy  windings  down  the  hills: 
Or  under  pendent  shades  of  oziers  flow. 
Dispensing  moisture  to  the  plants  below : 
Now,  hid  beneath  the  flowery  turf,  they  pass 
Ingulph'd,  now  sport  along  the  velvet  grass. 
With  many  an  errour  slowly-lingering  stray. 
And  mnrmuring  in  their  course  reluctant  roll 

away; 
Thence  into  lucid  lakes  profusely  iall 
Foaming,  or  form  the  beautiful  canal, 
SismtMitb,  solevel,  that  it  well  might  past 
For  Cythere%*s  iace-reflecting  glass, 
(Save  when  mild  zephyrs  o'er  the  surface  stray, 
CoH  the  light  waves,  and  on  iis  bosom  play) 
Yet  to  the  iwttom  so  distinctly  clear, 
The  eye  might  number  ei'ery  pebble  there; 
And  every  fl&b  that  quickly-glancing  glides. 
Sports  in  the  stream,  and  shows  his  silver  sides. 
If  through  the  glades  I  turn  my  raptur'd  eyes. 
What  various  views,what  lovely  landscapes  rise  ? 
Here  a  once-hospitable  mansion  stands 
'Midst  fruitful  plains,  and  cultivated  lands ; 
There  russet  heaths,  with  fields  of  com  between, 
And  peaceful  cots,  and  hamlets  intervene : 
These  far-stretch'd  views  direct  me  to  admire 
A  tower  dismantled,  or  a  lofty  spire. 
Or  (arm  imbosom*d  in  some  aged  wuod. 
Or  lowing  herds  that  crop  the  flowery  food ; 
Through  these,  irriguous  vales,  and  lawns  appear, 
And  fleecy  flocks,  and  nimble-footed  deer: 
Sun-flittering  villas,  and  bright  streams  are  seen, 
9ay  meads,  rough  rocks^  boor  hills,  and  forests 


Af  when  Belinda  works,  with  art  divine. 
In  the  rich  screen  some  curious,  gay  design ; 
Quick  as  the  fiur  the  nimble  needle  plies. 
Cots»  charchtf » towers,  or  villages  arise  i , 


A  varied  group  of  flocks,  and  herds,  and  swains. 
Groves,  fotmtains,    fields,    and    daisy-painted 

plains ; 
At  Bramham  thus  with  ravished  eyes  we  seo 
How  ortler  strives  with  sweet  variety : 
Nature,  kind  goddess,  joins  the  aid  of  art 
To  plan,  to  form,  and  finish' every  part 

But  now  beneath  the  beccheti  shade  reclin'd^ 
Whose  tali  top  trembling  dances  in  the  wind. 
Fast  by  the  falling  of  a  hoarse  cascade, 
What  glowing  transports  all  my  breast  invade  I 
Down  channel 'd  sione  collected  currents  flow^. 
And  stent  obliquely  through  the  vale  below; 
The  feather^  songsters  on  the  trees  above 
Attune  their  voices  to  the  notes  of  love, 
Notes  so  melodiously  distinct  and  clear. 
They  charm  my  soul,  and  make  it  Hea¥*iito 
hear. 
O !  what  descriptive  eloquence  can  tell 
The  woods,  and  winding  walks  of  Boscobell  '^ 
The  various  vistas,  and  the  grassy  glades. 
The  bowery  coverts  in  sequesterM  shades  ? 
Or  where  the  wandering  eye  with  pleasure  see» 
A  spacious  amphitheatre  of  trees  ? 
Or  where  the  differing  avenues  unite, 
Conducting  to  more  pompous  scenes  the  sight? 
Lo!    what   high  mounds  immense  divide  tto 
moor,  [shore! 

Stretched  from  the  southern   to  the  northern 
These  are  but  relics  of  the  Roman  way, 
Where  the  firm  legions  march*d  in  dread  array» 
Where  rude  the  hero  in  his  iron  car. 
And  big  with  vengeance  rolPd  the  mighty  war : 
Here  oft  the  curious  coins  andums  explore. 
Which  future  Meads  and  Pembrokes  shall  adorej 
To  me  more  pleasing  far  jron  tranquil  dell. 
Where  Labour,  Health,  and  sweet  Contentment 

dwell; 
More  pleasing  far  beside  yon  aged  oaks. 
Grotesque  and  wi1d,the  cottage  chimney  smoker 
Fair  to  the  view  old  fibor's  temple  stands. 
The  work  of  ages,  raised  by  holy  hands; 
How  firm  the  venerable  pile  appears ! 
Reverend  with  age,  but  not  impair'd  by  yeam 
O  '  could  I  build  the  Heav'n«directed  rhymes 
Strong  as  thy  fabric,  as  thy  tow'rs  sublime. 
Then  would  the  Muse  on  bolder  pinions  rise. 
And  make  thy  turrets  emulate  the  skies. 
Such  are  the  scenes  where  woodland  nympbi- 
resort. 
And  such  the  gardens  where  the  Graces  sport: 
Would  fate  this  verse  to  future  times  prolong. 
These  scenes  should  bloom  for  ever  in  my  song; 
Not  Tempo's  plains  so  beautiful  appear, 
Nor  flow  Castalia's  sacred  springs  so  clear  ; 
The  Muses,  had  they  known  this  k>v'd  retreat* 
Had  lett  Parnassus  for  a  nobler  seat. 

Well  may  these  groves  in  elegance  excel. 
When  Lane  completes  what  Bingley  plann'd  so 

well; 
Bids  crystal  currents  sweetly-murmuring  flow,^ 
Ftiir  temples  rise,  and  future  navies  grow. 

Here  D n  might  an  idle  hour  employ* 

And  those  diversions,  which  be  loves,  enjoys 

**  BoteobeU.    A  beautiful  wood,  disposed  in  an 
elegant  taste,  and  separated  from  the  garden! 
I  by  the  park. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


9» 


FAWKES'  POEMS. 


With  wRry  sptntetv  fttrrowM  fieldj  beset. 
And  close  the  partridge  io  the  lilkeQ  net  r 
Or  search  the  woods>  and  with  unerring  aim 
With  leaden  woundt  trausfix  the  flying  game : 
Or  with  stanch  hotindt  the  wily  fox  pursue. 
And  trace  his  ftxytsteps  o'er  the  tainted  dew. 
With  what  delijTht  would  friendly  N — y  change 
J>Dn*s  t»  leriUe  valleys  lor  this  ampler  range  ? 
And  with  the  music  of  th*  enlivening  horn 
Cheer  the  fleet  pack,  and  wake  the  lingerhig 

mom. 
Butlo!  faint  Phcebos  darts  a  languid  rty. 
And  gold^g*d  doiidsiuretel  the  dasdkkf  day; 
The  nymph  observant  took  her  airy  flight. 
And,  like  a  vision,  vanished  from  my  sight. 

*^Dotu    ThenferthatrmiabyDoiicaster. 


A  DBSCaimON  OF 


CALYPSO  AND  BEH  GROTTO. 

FROM  TBLBMACHUS,   BOOK   U 

TsB  queen  he  follow  *d  as  she  mov'd  akNig, 
Surrounded  by  her  nymphs,  a  beauieoot  throng; 
Bat  fiir  the  fairest,  and  supremely  tall. 
She  walked  majestic,  and  outshone  them  all  i 
Thus  >midst  a  grove  the  princely  oak  appears. 
And  high  in  air  his  branching  honours  rears.    , 
Her  radiant  beauty  charm'd  his  youthful  mind. 
Her  purple  robe  thai  floated  in  the  wind. 
And  locks  bound  graceful  with  a  dasp  behind : 
But  her  bright  eyes,  instilling  fond  desire^ 
Beam'd  sweetness  temper*d  with  cdestial  fire. 
Sage  Mentor  fdlow>d,  as  in  thought  profound. 
And  silent  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
And  now,  oonducted  by  the  royal  dame. 
Sun  to  the  entrance  of  her  grott  ■  they 


*  Peihapa  the  reader  will  not  be  displeased  to 
•ee  Homer's  description  of  this  fiunous  grotto,  as 
it  is  translated  by  Mr.  Pope  from  the  fiflh  book 
of  the  Odyssey. 

Large  was  the  grott,  h&  which  the  nymph  he 
found, 
(Tbeftir-hair»d  nymph  with  every  beauty  crownM) 
blie  sat  and  sung ;  the  rocks  resound  her  lays : 
The  cave  was  brighten'd  with  a  rising  bkse:  ■ 
Cedar  and  frankincense,  an  odorous  pile, 
Fiam*d  on  the  hearth,  and  wide  perfum'd  the  isle; 
While  she  with  work  and  song  the  time  divides. 
And  through  the  k)om  the  gdden  shuttle  guides. 
Without  the  gntt,  a  various  sylvan  scene 
Appear*d  around,  and  groves  of  living  green; 
Poplars  and  alders  ever  quivering  play'd. 
And  nodding  cypress  fbrm'd  a  fragrant  shade ; 
On  whose  high  branches,  waving  with  the  storm, 
Tlie  birds  of  broadest  wing  their  mansion  form ; 
The  chough,  the  sea-mew,  the  loquacious  crow. 
And  scream  aloft,  and  skim  the  deepe  below. 
Depending  vines  the  shdving  cavern  screen. 
With  purple  clusters  blushing  through  the  green. 
Four  limpid  fountains  fhom  the  defts  distil. 
And  every  fountain  poors  a  several  rill. 
In  masy  windings  wandering  down  the  hill : 
Where  bloomy  meads  with  vivid  greens  weie 

crown'd, 
And  glowing  violets  threw  odours  roviii4 

( 


Amaa'd  to  find  within  this  kmely  orfl 
Nature  with  all  her  rural  graces  dweU. 
There  no  high-poli&h'd  marUe  they  b^okt. 
No  storied  columns,  and  uo  sculptured  gdd; 
No  speaking  busts,  no  silver  richly  wrought. 
No  breathing   pictares   seem'd  infocm'd   witk 

thought 
Thegrott,  divided  into  jarious  cells. 
Was  deck'd  with  spar,  and  variegated  sb  A  ; 
The  place  of  tap'stry  a  young  vine  snpply'd. 
And  spread  her  pliant atms  on  ev'ry  side: 
Cod  zephyrs,  though  the  Sqn  intensely  glow'd. 
Breathed  through  the  place  sweet  freshness  as 

theyflow*d. 
0*er  amaranthine  beds  ftiir  fountains  stnjr'd. 
And,  softly  murmuring,  in  the  meadows  play'dy 
Or  in  bnad  basons  pQur'd  the  crystal  wave, 
Where  oft  the  goddess  wont  her  limbs  to  lave* 
Fast  by  the  grntt  swMt  flowers  of  every  fane, 
Porplmg  the  lawn,  in  gay  confusion  grew. 
Here  wav*d  a  wood,  all  glorious  to  b^ld; 
Of  trees  that  bfoomVith  vegeuble  gdd; 
Whose  branches,  in  eternal  blossom,  yield 
Fragrance  delicious  as  the  flowery  fidd. 
This  wood,  impervious  to  the  solar  ray, 
Crown'd  the  fair  spot,  and  guarded  it  fimn  day. 
Here  birds  mefodious  poui'd  the  sprightly  iong; 
There  torrents  thunder*d  the  rough  rodcs  among, 
Down  dash'd  predpitately  fiNMtt  the  hills. 
Then  tfet  the  level  lawn  diffns^d  their  cnilin^ 
rills. 

ICalypso*8  grotto  crown'd  the  breezy  steep. 
Prom  whence  appear'd  the  party-coloured  deep  ; 
Now  smooth  and  even  as  a  minor  seen. 
Now  vainly  wreaking  on  the  rocks  its  spleea. 
Indignant,  foaming  with  tremaMloos  roar, 
And.  in  huge  motintains  rolling  to  the  shore. 
More  pleasing  was  the  prospect  to  the  plain ; 
A  river,  winding  through  the  rich  champaign, 
Form'd  various  isles  with  lines  sweet-flonerinf 

crown'd, 
And  cfoud-aspiring  poplars  bordef*d  round. 
Among  the  banks  the  sportive  waters  play'd, 
Andwoo'd  the  l^vdy  islands  which  they  nuule  r 
Some  swiftly  pour'd  thdr  crystal  currents  strong; 
Some  led  their  waves  with  liquid  lapse  akng ; 
With  many  an  erronr  lingering  seem*d  to  stray, 
Ab  if  they  wish'd  for  ever  here  to  suy. 
And  murmuring  in  their  course  reluctant  roUM 

away. 
The  distant  mountains  their  hoar  beads  on  high 
Upheav'd,  and  lost  their  summits  in  the  sky: 
Their  airy  forms  fooUstic  pleas'd  the  aiglM, 
And  ffird  the  mind  with  wonder  and  delight. 
The  neighboring  hills  were  spread  by  nstnie'» 

boon 
With  vmes  that  hung  in  many  a  fair  festoon ; 
Whose  swelling  gnpes  in  richest  purple  dy'd. 
The  leaves  attempted,  but  in  vain,  to  hide: 
So  lev'd  the  generous  vine  to  flourish  here^ 
It  bent  beneath  the  plenty  of  the  year 
Here  purple  figs  with  luscious  juice  overflowed, 
WiOk  deepened  red  the  foil  pomegranate  gtow*d  ; 
The  peaceful  olive  spread  her  branches  round. 
And  every  tree,  with  verdant  honours  crown'd. 
Whose  fruit  the  taste,   whose  flower  the  ey» 

might  oboer, 
And  seem*d  ti)  innke  a  new  Elysinm  herew 
Cambridge,  I7;j8. 
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ODE...THE  DEATH  OP  THE  LARK. 


«»: 


AH 

EFITHALAMIC  ODE. 

INTENDED  FOR  MUSIC 

Fcliees  ter  At  amplhis 
Qaos  irrapta  tenet  copula. 


HOR. 


C&iB  ia  flow'r-embioider'd  Teil, 
Hail,  aaspickms morniiig,  hail! 
When  in  Hymen's  holy  bands, 
aiug  Emily,  the  fiur, 
IndEageoiot  happy  pair! 

Chan^d  their  hearts,  and  join'd  their  bands. 
Virpn  ooldnesetfaen  relented, 

like  the  snow  befiM«  the  Sun, 
Hmh  sweet  Emily  consented, 

Hoi  unwilling,  to  be  woo. 

AIR.  • 

Ye  sons  of  harmouy,  prepare 
Your  hymns  to  greet  thti  happy  pair : 
Let  the  sweet  notes,  distinctly  clear. 
In  toft  diTisions  mdt  upon  the  ear. 
Such  as  may  all  the  tender  passions  move. 
Sooth  the  rapt  soul,  and  be  the  Ibod  of  kyrei* 

RECrrATTVE. 

Hnik!  the  mighty  queen  of  sound 

Wakes  each  instrument  around, 
The  merry  pipe,  the  mellow-breathiag  lute. 
The  wavUing  lyre,  the  love-lamenting  lute: 

Kow  the  light  ftntastic  measure 

Kavishes  oar  eftrs  with  pleasure ; 

Kow  the  trumpets  loud  and  shrill. 

From  yon  river-circled  hill. 

With  manly  notes  our  hearts  inspire. 

And  emulate  the  golden  lyre ; 
While  the  majestic,  deep.mouth>d  organs  blow 
In  lengthen'd  strains  magnifioently  slow, 
Divinely  sweet,  and  delicately  strong; 

Till  gently  dying  by  degrees. 

Like  the  last  munnurs  of  the  bfceze, 
Esnires  the  soli-attenuated  song: 
And  at  the  ckse  of  each  mellifluous  lay. 
This  verse  is  fuug  in  honour  of  the  day. 

CHORUS. 

Happy  they  as  gods  above 

Whom  Hymen  binds  in  wreaths  of  love ! 

Love's  pure  flame  itself  endears. 

And  brightens  with  the  length  of  years: 

Love  contents  the  humble  state. 

And  showers  down  blessings  on  the  great. 

Sooths  desires  that  wildly  roll. 

And  calms  the  tempests  of  the  sonU 

KBCITATIVE. 

Btat,  lo  t  sweet  Emily,  the  fisir. 
And  Eugenic,  happy  pair  1 
With  placid  look  and  graceful  mien. 
Appear  advancmg  o^er  the  green : 
Haik  well  the  youth's  love-darting  eye. 
Soli-beaming  with  expressive  joy. 
To  view  the  digectof  his  wishes  near. 
Mild  as  the  gentlest  season  of  the  year. 
Blooming  as  health,  and  fresh  as  eariy  day. 
Fair,  sw«ct»  and  bright  as  all  the  flovtrs  of  May. 

1 


And  as,  intent  upon  her  charms. 
Eugenic  woos  the  damsel  to  his  arms. 
Her  cheeks  vermilion'd  with  a  lovely  blush. 
Glow  like  twinioses  on  the  verdant  bush 

While  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  hhn  say, 

"  Gome,  my  €ur  one,  come  away  % 

Let  us  fleeting  time  improve 

In  the  chaste  jOys  of  wedded  k>ve : 

I  see  propitious  Hymen  stand. 

His  torch  bright-blazing  in  his  hand. 

To  light  us  to  the  genial  bed 

By  the  decent  Graces  spread. 

Where  the  rosy-finger'd  Houra 
,  Scatter  never-fiiding  flowers. 

Love  admits  not  of  delay. 

Haste,  my  fair  one,  haste  away." 

And  you,  Heav'n-favoui'd  pair. 

Who  now  the  purest  fdeasores  share. 
In  happy  union  may  yon  long  enjoy 
Those  heart-felt  blandishments  that  never  c)oy| 
And  may  kind  Heav'n  the  full  abundance  pour 
Of  nuptial  blessings  m  a  fruitful  shower ; 
Crown  all  our  wishes. with  a  beauteous  race. 

That  may  your  bright  accomplishments  in« 
.    •         herit. 
The  mother's  mildness,  loveliness,  and  grace, 

Thefether's  honest  heart,  and  sense,  and  ge- 
nerous spirit 

Like  two  pure  springs  whose  gentle  rills  unite. 
Long  may  your  stream  of  life  serenely  glide, 

li^rough  verdant  vales,  and  meadows  of  delight. 
Where  flow'rs  unnumber'd,  deck*d  in  beauty's 
pride,  [side. 

Blow  on  the  blissful  banks,  and  bloom  on  either 
May  no  rode  tempest  discompose 
Youir  course  of  quiet  as  it  flows. 
No  clouded  care,  no  chilling  fear. 
Nor  amdous  murmur  hover  there; 
But  mildest  zephyrs  on  the  suriaoe  play» 
And  waft  each  light  disquietude  away : 
Till  after  all  the  winding  journey  past, 
Vou  mingle  with  eternity  at  lasL 
That  tranquil  sea,  where  sorrows  are  no  more. 
No  storm-vext  billows  lash  the  peaceful  shore : 
There  in  Heav'n's  bliss  embosom'd,  may  yott 

prove 
The  height  of  evdiess  happiness  and  love. 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LARK. 

1138. 

Ths  golden  Sun,  emerging  from  the  main. 
Beams  a  Uuelustre  on  the  dewy  plain ; 
Elate  with  joy  all  creatures  hail  his  rise. 
That  hawit  the  forest,  or  that  skim  the  skies« 
Qay-blooming    flowVs  their   various    chaims. 


A  breathing  fragranoa^  or  a  lovely  hue : 
Sweet  pipes  the  shepherd,  the.  fair  mom  to  greet. 
To  his  stout  team  the  ploughman  whistles  sweet. 
All  nature  smiles  around.    On  airy  wing 
The  lark,  harmonious  herald  of  the  spring. 
Rises  aloft  to  breath  bis  mattins  loud 
On  the  bright  bosom  of  some  fleecy  ckrad. 
Ah !  little  conscbus  that  he  dies  to  day. 
He  sports  his  hour  in  innocence  away. 
And  from  the  treble  of  his  tuneful  throat 
Poun  the  sof.  ktiain,  qr  trills  the  sprightly  note; 
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Or  calls  his  mate,  and  as  he  sweetly  sin^. 
Soars  hn  the  sun-bf  am,  waveriDg  on  bis  wings. 
The  ruthless  fowler,  with  wMrring  aim, 
Points  the  dire  tube — ^forth  streams  the  sudden 

flame: 
Swift  in  hoarse  thunder  flies  the  leaden  wound, 
Tbe  rigid  rocks  return  the  murdering  sound ; 
Tlie  strains  unfinish*d  with  the  warbler  die» 
Float  uto  air,  and  vanish  in  the  sky. 

Thus  oft,  fond  man,  rejoicing  in  his  might* 
Sports  in  the  sunshine  of  serene  delight; 
Fate  comes  unseen,  and  snaps  the  thin  spun 

thread. 
He  dies,  and  sleeps  forgotten  with  the  dead. 


THE  SPJRROrr. 

nOM   CATTJLLVS.       1738» 

All  ye  gentle  powers  above, 
Venus,  and  thou  god  of  lore  ; 
All  ye  gentle  souls  below. 
That  can  melt  at  others  woe ; 
Lesbia's  loss  with  tears  depkire^ 
Lesbia'S  spanow  is  no  more  ; 
Late  She  wont  her  bird  to  prize 
Bearer  than  her  own  bright  eyes. 
Sweet  it  was  and  lovely  too. 
And  its  mistress  well  it  knew. 
Kectar  from  her  lips  it  sipt. 
Here  ithopt,  and  there  it  skipts 
Oft  it  wanton'd  in  the  air» 
Chirping  only  to  the  fair : 
Oft  it  luli'd  its  head  to  rest 
On  the  pillow  of  her  breast. 
Now,  alas  !  it  chirps  no  mom 
All  its  blandishments  are  o'er : 
Death  has  summoned  it  to  go 
Pensive  to  the  shades  below ; 
Dismal  regions !  from  whose  boara 
No  pale  travellers  return. 
Death  I  relentless  to  destroy 
All  that's  form'd  for  love  or  joy ! 
Joy  is  vanished,  love  is  fled. 
For  my  Lesbia's  sparrow's  dead. 
ho,  the  beauteous  nymph  appeam 
■  (^nguishingly  dn>wn*d  in  teant  I 


OMIVB 


DEATH  OF  A  YOUIfG  GENTLEMAN. 

September,  1'739. 

^faa  Cometh  foith  like  a  flower,  and  is  out  down* 

Job,  xiv.  2. 

Sbokt  and  precarioos  is  the  life  of  man ; 
The  line  seems  fathomless,  but  proves  a  span; 
A  youth  of  follies,  an  old-age  of  sorrow ; 
Like  flowers  to  day  we  bloom,  we  die  to  monow. 
Say  then,  what  specious  reasons  can  we  give. 
And  why  thb  longing,  fond  desire  to  live  } 
Blind  as  we  are  to  what  the  Lord  ordains. 
We  stn*tch  our  troubles,  and  prolong  our  pains. 
But  you,  blest  genius,  dear  departed  shade, 
Kow  wear  acbmplet  that  shall  never  fode  ; 


Now  sit  exalted  in  those  realint  of  rMl 
Where  virtue  reigns,  and  innocence  is  Uesly 
Relentless  death's  inevitable  doom 
Untimely  wrapt  you  in  the  silent  tomb. 
Ere  the  flrst  tender  down  o'erspread  your  cbin^ 
A  stranger  yet  to  sorrow,  and  to  sin. 

As  some  sweet  roae-bud,  that  has  just  beguB 
To  ope  its  damask  beauties  in  the  sun, 
Cropt  by  a  virgin's  hand,  remains  oonfest 
A  sweeter  rose-bud  in  her  balmy  breast ; 

Thus  the  fiur  youth,  when  Ueav'n  requti'd  hia 
breath. 
Sunk,  sweetly  smiling,  in  the  arms  of  death; 
For  endless  jojrs  exchanging  endless  strife. 
And  bloom'd  renew 'd  in  everlasting  life. 


EPISTLE 


TO  A  FRIEND  IN  YORKSHIR& 

Happt  the  Briton,  whom  indulgent  latt 
Has  fixfd  securely  in  the  middle  state. 
The  golden  mean,  where  joys  tor  ever  flow. 
Nor  riches  raise  too  high,  nor  wants  depress  to». 

low  J 
Stranger  to  faction,  m  his  calm  retreat. 
Far  from  the  noise  of  cities,  and  the  gieat. 
His  da]^,  like  streams  that  feed  the  vivid  gra) 
And  give  fisir  floweis  to  flonrish  as  they  pass^ 
Waving  their  way,  in  sacred  silence  flow. 
And  scarcely  breath  a  munnnr  as  they  go. 
No  hopes,  nor  fears  his  steady  mind  can  vei^ 
No  schemes  of  state,  or  politics  perplex: 
Whate'er  propitious  Providence  has  sent 
He  holds  sufficient,  and  himself  content. 
Though  no  proud  columns  grace  his  marble  ha^^ 
Nor  Claude  nor  Ouido  animate  the  wall ; 
Bh'St  who  with  sweet  securicy  can  find. 
In  health  of  body,  and  in  peace  of  mind^ 
His  easy  moments  pass  without  offence 
In  tbe  still  joys  of  rural  innocence* 
Such  was  the  life  our  ancestors  admir'd. 
And  thus  illustrious  finom  the  world  retir'd : 
lliusto  the  woodland  shades  my  friend  repair* 
With  the  Idv'd  partner  of  his  joys  andcarea. 
Whose  social  temper  can  his  griefs  allay. 
And  wiile  each  light  anxiety  away : 
In  cheerful  converse  sweetly  form'd  to  please^ 
With  witgoodnatur'd,  and  polite  with  ease ; 
Blest  with  plain  prudence,  ignorant  of  art» 
Her  native  goodness  wins  upon  your  heart* 
Not  fund  of  state,  nor  eager  of  control. 
Her  face  reflects  the  beauties  of  her  soul. 
Such  charms  still  bkx>m  when  youth  shall  fode 

away. 
And  the  brief  roses  of  the  face  decay. 

O !  would  propitious  Heav'n  fulfil  my  prayer^ 
(Tlie  bliss  of  man  is  Providence's  care) 
Such  be  thetmnquil  tenour  of  my  life. 
And  such' the  virlups  of  my  future  wife  ; 
With  her  in  calm,  domestic  leisure  free. 
Let  me  possess  serrne  obscurity; 
In  acts  of  meek  benevolence  delight. 
And  to  the  widow  i^ecompense  her  mite.       [end. 
Thus  far  from  the  crowds,not  thoughtless  of  mj 
VTith  reading,  musing,  wnting,  and  a  fKend» 
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'May  silent  pleasures  every  hour  delude 
In  sweet  oblivion  of  solicitude. 

Cambridge,  1741. 


ON  A  LADY^S  SINGING,  AND  PLAY^ 
ING  UPON  THE  HARPSICHORD. 

'  Say»  Zephyr,  what  music  enchants  the   gay 

plains  ? 
As  soft  aoid  as  sweet  as  the  nightingale's  strains ; 
My  heart  it  goes  pitapatee  with  a  bound, 
And  gently  transported  beats  time  to  the  sound. 

**  O  say,  is  it  Sappho  that  touches  the  strings  ? 
And  some  song  of  the  Syrens*  you  bear  on  your 

wings?" 
Said  Zephyr,  and  whisper'd  distinctly  the  lays, 
«"rii    Belinda  that  sings,  and  Belinda   that 

plays." 

Ah !  Mrains,  if  you  value  your  freedom,  be- 
ware, [fair  J 
You  hear  her  sweet  voice,  and  JI  know  that  she's 
She*s  fair  and  inconstant ;  and  thus  with  her  art, 
She  will  ravish  your  ears  to  inveigle  your  heart. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT 
HON.  THE  EARL  OF  UXBRIDGE. 

ObiitaO**  Aug.  A.  D.  1143.  JEtat  83. 

Qnem  tn,  Dea,  tempore  in  omni 
Omnibus  omatum  voluitti  ezcellere  rebus. 

Luck. 

As  'midst  the  stars  the  cheering  lamp  of  light. 
In  Heav'n's  high  concave  eminently  bright. 
First  tips  the  mountains  with  a  golden  ray. 
Then  gradual  streams  effulgency  of  day. 
Till  more  serenely,  with  a  mild  decline. 
Regretted  sinks,  in  other  worlds  to  shine ; 

Thus  from  the  world,  an  age  of  honour  past, 
Pride  of  the  present,  glory  of  the  last, 
Kelir'd  great  Uxbridge  to  the  blest  abode. 
To  live  for  ever  with  the  saints  of  Qod  j 
There  in  celestial  lustre  to  appear. 
And  share  the  wages  of  his  labours  here. 
Wheo  tlie  last  trump  shall  rouse  the  dead  that 

sleep 
EntomVd  in  earth,  or  buried  In  the  deep; 
When  worlds  dissolving  on  that  awful  day. 
And  all  the  elements  shall  melt  away; 
When  every  word  shall  be  in  judgment  brought, 
Weigh'd  every  action,  canvass'd  every  thought, 
Hien  shall  thy  alms  in  sweet  memorial  rise. 
More  grateful  than  the  incens'd  sacrifice : 
The  gladdened  widow's  blessing  shall  be  heard. 
And  prayers  in  fervency  of  sonl  preferred,     [vcy 
The  Lord  shall  bless  thee,  and  well  pleased  sur- 
The  tears  of  orphans  *  wipM  by  thee  away. 

What  1  but  a  virtue  resolutely  just, 
Finn  to  itf  purpose,  steady  to  its  trust, 

*  His  lordship  gave  20()0 1.  to  the  Foundling 
Hospital;    1000 L  to  St  George's,  Hyde-Park 
Comer;  and  near  another  1000 1.  to  the  neigh- 
kwring  parishes  where  he  lived, 
VOW  ZTI, 


The  full  persuasion,  and  the  true  delight 
Of  having  acted  by  the  rules  of  right, 
Could  to  thy  soul  a  conscious  calm  impart. 
When  Death  severe  approach'd,  and  shook  hit 

dreadful  dart, 
'Twas  this  thy  faith  confirmed,  thy  joy  refin'd. 
And  spoke  sweet  solace  to  thy  troubled  mind ; 
This  tum'd  to  silent  peace  each  rising  dread. 
And  sooth'd  the  terrours  of  the  dying  bed. 

May  we  like  thee  in  piety  excel. 
Believe  as  stedfastly,  and  act  as  well ; 
Cleave  to  the  good  and  from  the  bad  depart, 
And  wear  the  scriptures  written  in  our  heart  ;* 
Then  shall  we  live,  like  thee,  serenely  gay. 
And  every  moment  calmly  pass  away : 
And  when  this  transitory  life  is  o*er. 
And  all  these  earthly  vanities  no  more, 
Shall  go  where  perfect  peace  is  only  found. 
And  streams  of  pleasure  flow,  an  everlasting 

round. 

Septembers,  1743. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE 
COUNTESS  OF  UXBRIDGE. 

OCCASIONED   BT  THE   DEATH    OF     TUB   EARL,     H1& 
HUSBAND. 

Cease,  cease  illustrious  partner  of  his  bed, 

O  !  cease  the  tributary  tear  to  shed : 

Mourn  not  for  him  whom  God  has  given  to  die 

From  earthly  vanities  to  heavenly  joy ; 

These  are  the  greatest  honours  we  can  give» 

To  mark  his  ways,  and  as  he  livM  to  live. 

Still  bloom  in  goodness  as  you  bloom'd  before ; 

Heaven  asks  but  this,  and  saints  can  do  no  more: 

Exert  each  virtue  of  the  Christian  mind. 

And  still  continue  friend  of  human  kind. 

Be  this  your  chief  delight,  fbr  'tis  the  best. 

With  ready  alms  to  succour  the  distressed  ; 

To  clothe  the  naked  and  the  hungry  feed,' 

Nor  pass  a  day  without  some  gracious  deed. 

These  acts  are  grateful  to  Jehovah's  eye. 

For  these  the  poor  shall  bless  you  ere  they  die : 

These  hide  our  sins,  these  purchase  solid  gain. 

And  these  shall  bring  you  to  your  Lord  again. 

September  6,  1743. 


TO  LAURA,  1742. 

With  generous  wishes  let  me  |preet  your  ear. 
Wishes  which  Laura  may  with  safety  hear. 
May  all  the  blessings  to  you  r  portion  fall. 
The  wise  can  want,  for  you  deserve  them  all : 
Soft  joy,  sweet  ease,  and  ever-blooming  health,   • 
Calntness  of  mind,  and  competence  of  wealth; 
Whate'er  th'  Almighty  Father  can  bestow. 
To  crown  the  happiness  of  man  below. 
And  when  with  all  those  virtues,  all  those  charms. 
You  deign  to  bless  some  happy  husband's  anns; 

•  It  is  remarkable  that  his  lordship  could  re- 
peat, memoriier,  all  the  Gospels,  the  Psalms, 
and  other  considerable  parts  ot  the  Old  and  New 
Testament. 
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May  he  in  eteiy  manly  grace  excel, 
To  glad  the  Tirgin  who  deserves  so  wetl : 
Bless'd  with  plain  sense,  with  native  huuioargay, 
To  rule  with  prudence,  and  with  pride  obey ; 
To  kindness  feshion'd,  with  ntild  temper  fraught. 
And  fbnn'd,  if  possible,  without  a  faolt. 
liOdg  may  ye  live,  of  mutual  kwe  possessed. 
Like  streams  uniting,  in  each  other  bless'd ; 
Till  Death  shall  gently  call  you  hence  away 
From  life's  vain  business  to  the  realms  of  day ; 
May  Death  unfelt  the  common  summons  give. 
And  both,  like  righteous  Enoch,  cease  to  live  ; 
Cease  from  a  life  beset  with  cares  and  pain. 
And  in  otamal  glories  meet  again. 


SONG  TO  LJUIU.  ABSENT. 
January,  1745. 

Comb,  Laura,  joy  of  rural  swains, 
O  \  come,  and  Mess  our  cheerless  plains; 
The  skies  still  drooping  mourn  in  showers, 
Ko  meadows  bloom  with  bright-eyM  flowers, 
IJo  daisies  spring,  no  beeches  bud, 
Ko  linnets  warble  in  the  wood ; 
Cold  winter  checks  with  blasts  severe 
The  early-dawning  of  the  year. 

Come,  lovely  Laura,  haste  away. 
Your  smiles  will  make  the  village  gay  ; 
When  you  return,  the  vernal  breeze 
Will  wake  the  buds,  and  ian  the  trees  ; 
Where-e'er  you  walk  the  daisies  spring. 
The  meadows  laugh,  the  linnets  sing; 
Your  eyes  our  joyless  hearts  can  cheer; 
O !  haste,  and  make  ui  happy  here. 


•       ^  NOSEGAY  FOR  LAURA. 

Jnly  1745- 

Com,  yefiur,  ambrosial  flowers, 
Leave  your  beds,  and  leave  your  boweiHy 
Blooming,  beautiful,  and  rare. 
Form  a  posy  for  my  feir; 
Fair,  and  bright,  and  blooming  be. 
Meet  for  such  a  nymph  as  she. 
Let  the  young  vermilion  rose 
A  becoming  blush  disclose ; 
Such  as  Laura's  cheeks  display. 
When  she  steals  my  heart  away. 
Add  camat  ion's  varied  hlie, 
Moisten'd  with  the  morning  dew: 
To  the  woodbine's  fragrance  join 
Sprigs  of  snow. white  jessamine. 

Add  no  more;  already  I 
Shall,  alas !  with  envy  die. 
Thus  to  see  my  rival  blest. 
Sweetly  dying  on  bei  breast 


TO  LAURA,  ABSENT. 

November  1745. 

^r  you  ever  heaid  my  prayer. 
Hear  it  now,  indulgent  fair  ; 
l«t  your  swain  no  longer  moun^ 
But  rtftnni,  my  fair,  retain. 


Ix>!  tempestuoos  winter  nctf 
Stains  the  evening  of  the  year  ; 
Gloomy  clouds  obscure  the  day^ 
Nature  ceases  to  be  gay ; 
The  sweet  tenants  of  the  grove 
Warble  no  soft  tales  of  love : 
Rise,  my  fair,  and  bring  with  thee 
Joy  for  all,  but  love  for  me. 
Where  are  all  those  blooming  flowers 
That  adom'd  my  rural  bowers? 
Dappled  pinks,  and  violets  blue. 
And  the  tulip's  gaudy  hue, 
Lillies  white,  and  roses  red  } 
All  are  wither'd,  all  are  dead  : 
Yes — they  basten'd  to  decay^ 
When  my  Laura  went  away  ;  ' 
When  she  comes,  again  they'll  rise. 
Blooming  where  she  points  her  eyeik 

Hark !  I  hear  a  sound  from  (ar. 
Clanking  arms,  the  din  of  war. 
Dreadful  music  to  my  ear ! 
All  was  peace  when  you  was  here* 
Now  rebellion  shakes  the  land. 
Murder  waves  her  bloody  hand  ; 
High  in  air  their  banners  fly. 
Dreadful  tumults  rend  the  sky: 
Rise,  my  fair,  and  bring  with  thee 
Softer,  sweeter,  harmony; 
All  my  doubts  and  fears  remove. 
Give  me  freedom,  give  me  love ; 
Discord  when  you  come  will  cease. 
And  in  my  bosom  all  be  peace* 


TO  UIS  ORACB 

JDH.  THOMAS  HERRING. 

LOten  ARCBBlSBOr  OP  CAVTBRBDIT,   OK   BIS  MCK- 
JIBSS   AND  IBCOVSaY. 

June  25,  1753. 

Sems  in  eoelnm  redeas,  dinqne 

LsBtus  interais  populo  BntannOi       Hob. 

Whilb  rosy  health  abounds  in  every  breeze^ 
Smiles  in  the  flowers,  and  bk)s8oms  in  the  trees. 
Matures  the  fields,  and  in  the  fountain  flo<ws, 
Breathes  through  all    life,  and  in  all  mitum 

glows; 
Why  droops  Aurelius  by  sharp  pains  opprest. 
Whose  danger  saddens  every  virtuous  breast } 
Enough,  enough  has  Heav'n's  afflicthig  hand 
With  arms  and  earthquakes  terrified  the  land  ; 
On   foreign    plains   has  stream'd    the  British 

blood, 
And  British  heroes  perish'd  in  the  flood  : 
Frederick,  alas  1  the  kingdom's  justest  pride^ 
Fair  in  the  bloom  of  all  his  virtues,  died. 
Ah  I  generous  master  of  the  candid  mind. 
Light  of  the  world,  and  friend  of  human  kim^ 
Leave  us  not  cause  our  sorrows  to  renew. 
Nor  fear  the  falling  of  the  state  in  you. 

I  see,  I  see  conspicious  how  yoa  stood. 
And  dauntless  crushed  rebellion  m  the  bud^ 
With  Ciceronian  energy  divine. 
Dashing  the  plots  gffinudfol  CBtOine. 
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Year  righteous  zeal  tbe  hrvre  Brigantes  warm'd; 
Silent  xhey  heard,  ap|>rav*d,  united,  arm'd. 

Ye  gales,  that  on  tbe  downs  of  Surry  strayi 
Sleep  on  tbe  Mole*,  or  on  the  Vandal*  play, 
From  erery  flower  medicinal  that  springs, 
Wafi   t>almy  fragrance  with   your  temperate 

winga. 
The  grace,  the  glory  of  the  chnrch  restore. 
And  save  the  friend,  the  father  of  the  poor. 
And  lo  !  our  prayers,  with  fervency  prcferr'd. 
Rise  sweet  as  incense,  and  by  Heav*n  are  heard  : 
The  genial  season,  with  refreshing  rains. 
Bright-beaming  mornings,  health-exhaling  plains. 
And  pure  etherial  gales,  conspire  to  heal 
Our  pubKc  father,  for  the  public  weal. 

Ob  !  by  kind  Providence  to  Britain  given, 
IxHig  may  you  live,  and  late  rerisit  Heaven; 
Continue  still  to  bless  us  with  your  stay. 
Nor  wish  for  Heav'n  till  we  have  learnt  the  way. 
80  by  your  pattern  shall  our  years  be  sp^nt 
In  sweet  tranquillity,  and  gay  content  ; 
So  shall  we  rise  immortal  from  the  dust. 
And  gain  the  blissful  kingdoms  of  the  just. 


TO  MRS.  HERRING. 

WFTH   POUK  ODES  ON  TBB  SBASOKS. 

SiMcs  your  goodness  poetical  tribute  demands, 
Permit  Che  four  seasons  to  kisS  your  fair  hands  • 
And  if  in  right  colours  your  virtues  ( view. 
The  seasons,  dear  madam,  are  emblems  of  yon. 
In  the  gentle  Sprit)g*s  delicate  flowerets  I  trace 
The  beams  of  your  eyes,  and  the  bloom  of  your 

face : 
The  bright  elowingerdonr  of  Summer  I  find 
CxpressM  in  your  friendly,  benevolent  mind  s 
As  bountiful  Autumn  with  plenty  is  crown'd. 
Thus  calm  you  distribute  your  blessings  around : 
.  But  with  you  how  shall  I  cold  Winter  compare  ? 
Your  wit  is  as  piercing  and  keen  as  the  air; 
Thus  yon  furnish  with  emblems  whenever  I  sing 
Of  Winter,  or  Autumn,  or  Summer,  or  Spring. 


J  VERNAL  ODE, 
inrriOBOGBAcs  rtn  lord  aschbishop  ov  can- 

TEBBVSY. 

March  18, 1754. 

B^MMrr  god  of  day,  whose  genial  poww 

Revives  the  buried  seed ; 
That  spreads  with  foilage  every  bower. 

With  verdure  every  mead  ; 
Bid  all  thy  vernal  breezes  fly. 
Diffusing  mildness  through  the  sky; 
Give  the  soft  season  to  our  drooping  plains, 
Sprinided  with  rosy  dews,  and  salutary  rains. 

>  Two  rivers  in  Sorry,  thus  described  by  fifr. 
Pope: 

The  hhie^  faPMispeieiit  Vandalis  appears, 
And  ittUen  Mole,  that  hides  his  divmg  flood. 


Enough  has  Whiter's  hand  severe 

Chastis*d  this  dreary  coast, 
And  chili'd  the  tender  dawning  year 

With  desolating  frost : 
Give  but  thy  vital  beams  to  play, 
These  ice-wrought  scenes  will  melt  away  ; 
And,  mixM  in  sprightly  dance,  the  blooming 

hours 
Will  wake  the  drowsy  Spring,  the  Spring  awake 
thefluwera, 

Let  Health,  gay  daughter  of  the  skies. 

On  Zephyr's  wingH  descend. 
And  scatter  pleasures,  as  she  flies. 

Where  Surry's  downs  extend  : 
There  Herring  wooes  her  friendly  power  ; 
There  may  she  all  her  roses  shower  j 
To  heal  that  shepherd  ail  her  balms  employ. 
So  will  she  sooth  our  fears,  and  give  a  uation  joy. 

The  grateful  seasons,  circling  fast^) 

Reviving  suns  restore^. 
But  life's  short  spring  is  quickly  past. 

And  blooms,  alas  !  no  more  ; 
Then  let  us,  ere  by  sure  decays 
We  reach  tbe  winter  of  our  days, 
in  virtue  emulate  the  bless'd  above. 
And  like  the  Spring  dispUy  benevolence  and  Io?eb 


ODE  TO  SUMMER. 

m  A   GENTLEMAN   OP  CAMBBIDCB* 

Uail,  gentle  Summer,  to  this  isle ! 
Where  Nature's  fairest  beauties  smile. 

And  breathe  in  every  plain ; 
'Tis  thine  to  bid  each  flower  display. 
And  open  to  the  eye  of  day 

The  glories  of  its  reign. 

While  yon  few  sheep  enjoy  the  breezy 
That  sot ily  dies  upon  the  trees. 

And  rest  beneath  the  shade ; 
This  pipe,  which  Damon  gave,  shall  raise* 
Its  rui-al  notes  to  sing  thy  praise. 

And  ask  the  MMse's  aid.  • 

Diana's  ear  shall  catch  the  sound. 
And  all  tlie  nymphs  that  sport  around 

The  vale,  or  upland  lawn  j 
The  nymphs,  that  o'er  the  mountain's  brMP 
Pursue  the  lightly. bounding  roe. 

Or  chase  the  flying  fawn.  * 

Ev'u  now,  perchance,  some  cool  retreat 
Defends  the  lovely  train  from  heat. 

And  Phoebus* noontide  beam; 
Perchance  they  twine  tbe  flowery  crown 
On  beds  of  roses,  soft  as  down. 

Beside  the  winding  stream. 

Delightful  season  !  every  mead 
With  thy  £ur  robe  of  plenty  spread^ 

To  thee  that  plenty  owes; 
The  laughing  fields  with  joy  declare^ 
And  whisper  all  iit  reason's  ear. 

From  whence  that  plenty  flows* 
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Happy  the  man  whose  vessel  glides 
Safe  and  unhurt  hy  passion's  tides. 

Nor  courts  the  gusts  of  praise  ! 
He  sails  with  even,  flteady  pace. 
While  virtue's  full-blown  beauties  gnce 

The  summer  of  his  days. 


JN  JDTVMNAL  ODE. 

TO  MR.  HAYMAN,  THE  PAINTER. 

October  1754. 

Yet  once  more,  glorious  god  of  day. 

While  brtams  thine  orb  serene, 
O  let  me  warbling  court  thy  stay 

To  gild  the  fading  scene  ! 
Tliy  rajrs  invigorate  the  Spring, 
Bright  Summer  to  perfection  bring. 
The  cold  inclemency  of  Winte r  cheer, 
And  make  th'  Autumnal  months  the  mildest  of 
the  year. 

Ere  yet  the  russet  foliage  fall, 
I'll  climb  the  mountain's  brow, 
My  friend,  my  Haymaii,  at  thy  call. 

To  view  the  scene  below: 
How  sweetly  pleasing  to  beBold 
Fonpsts  of  vegetable  gold  I  [tween 

How  mixM   the    many  chequer'd    shades  bc- 
The  towny,  mellowing  hue,   and  the  gay  vivid 
green! 

How  splendid  all'the  sky !  how  still ! 

How  mild  the  dying  gale  I 
How  soft  the  whispers  of  the  rill 

That  winds  ak>ng  the  vale ! 
So  tranquil  Nature's  works  appear, 
^  It  seems  the  Sabbath  of  the  year : 
As  if,  the  Summer's  labour  past,  she  chose 
This  season's  sober  cajm  for  blandishing  repose. 

Such  is  of  well-spent  life  the  time. 

When  busy  days  are  past; 
Man,  verging  gradual  from  his  prime. 

Meets  sacred  peace  at  last : 
His  flowery  Spring  of  pleasures  o'er. 
And  Summer's  full-blown  pride  no  more, 
Fe  gains  pacific  Autumn,  mild  and  bland. 
And  dauntless  braves  the  stroke  of  Winter's  pal- 
sy'd  hand. 

For  yet  a  while,  a  little  while, 

Involv'd  in  wintry  gloom, 
Andlo!  another  spring  shah  smile, 
A  spring  eternal  bloom  : 
>  Then  shall  he  shine,  a  glorious  guest. 
In  the  bright  mansions  of  the  blest, 
Where  due  rewards  on  virtue  are  bestow'd. 
And  reap  the  golden  fruits  of  what  his  autumn 
iow'd. 


ODE  ON  WINTER. 

BT  A  GBMTLEMAN  OP  CAUBRtDGB. 

Faou  mountains  of  eternal  snow. 
And  Zambia's  dreary  plains ; 

Where  the  bleak  winds  for  ever  blow« 
And  frost  for  ever  rdgu  ; 


I/>  1  Winter  comes,  in  fogs  amy'^. 
With  ice  and  spangled  dews ; 

To  dews,  and  fogs,  and  storms,  be  paid 
The  tribute  of  the  Muse. 

Each  flowery  carpet  Nature  spread 

Is  vaoish'd  from  the  eye ; 
Where'er  unhappy  lovers  tread* 

No  Philomel  is  nigh. 

(For  well  I  ween  her  plaintive  note 

Can  soothing  ease  impart ; 
The  little  warblings  of  her  throat 

Relieve  the  wounded  heart) 

No  blushing  rose  unfolds  its  bloom. 

No  tender  lilies  blow, 
To  scent  the  air  with  rich  perfume. 

Or  grace  Lucinda's  brow. 

Th'  indulgent  Father  who  protects 
The  wretched  and  the  poor  ,• 

With  the  same  gracious  care  directs 
The  sparrow  to  our  door. 

Dark,  scowling  tempests  rend  the  skies 

And  clouds  obscure  the  day; 
His  genial  warmth  the  Sim  denies, 

And  sheds  a  fainter  ray. 

Yet  blame  we  not  the  troubled  air. 

Or  seek  defects  to  find ; 
For  Power  Omnipotent  is  there, 

And  walks  upon  the  wind. 

Hail  every  pair  whom  love  unites 

In  wedlock's  pleasing  ties ; 
That  endless  source  of  pure  ddights. 

That  blessing  to  the  wise ! 

Though  yon  pale  orb  no  warmth  bestows. 

And  storms  united  meet ; 
The  flame  of  love  and  friendship  glowf 

With  unextinguish'd  heat. 


Alf  ODE 

TO  HIS  QBACS  TBB  LOBD  ABCHBISHOP  OF 
CAXTEBBUKY. 

Thanks  to  the  generous  hand  that  plac*d  me 
here, 

Fast  by  the  fountsdns  of  the  silver  Cray, 
Who  leading  to  the  Thames  his  tribute  clear. 

Through  the  still  valley  winds  his  secret  way. 
Yetfinom  his  lowly  bed  with  transport  sees 

In  fair  exposure  noblest  villas  rise, 
Hamlets  embosom'd  deep  in  antient  trees, 

And  spires  that  point  with  revereiM^  to  the 
skies, 

O  lovely  dale!  luxuriant  with  delight! 

O  woodland  hills !  that  gently  rising  swell ; 
O  streams  1  whose  murmurs 'soft  repose  invite  ; 

Where  peace  and  joy  and  rich  abundance 
dwell : 

How  shall  my  slender  reed  your  praise  lesound 
In  numbers  worthy  of  the  polish'd  ear  ? 

What  powers  of  strong  expression  can  be  found 
To  thank  the  generous  band  that  pWd  me 
here: 
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Tliat  gave  each  requisite  of  bliWal  life ; 

Sweet  leisure  in  sequesterM  shades  of  Kenty 
The  aoftenmg  virtues  of  a  ftiithful  wife. 

And  competence  well  sorted  with  content  } 

For  these,  if  1  forget  my  patron's  praise, 
Willie  bright  ideas  dance  upon  my  mind, 

U«*cr  may  these  eyes  behold  auspicious  days. 
May  friends  prove  faithless,  and  the  Muse 
unkmd. 

May  1756. 


AURELIUSz 

AN  ELEGY. 

SACaiDTOTRB  MEMORY  OF  THOMAS  HBRllMO,   DD. 
LATB   LORD   ASCBBISHOP  OF  CANTBBBUBY. 

Qnjcquid  ex  illo  amavimus,  quicquid  mirati  su- 
mus,  manet  mansurumque  est^in  animis  ho- 
minam,  in  aetemitate  temporum,  fam&  re- 
rom.  Tacit.  Vit  Agric 

Fatf  by  the  fountains  of  the  ailTer  Cray  * 

Encircled  deep  with  weeping  willows  round, 
O !  let  me  sorrowing  pass  the  pensive  day. 
And  wake  my  reed  to  many  a  plaintive  90und. 

For  good  Aurelius  (now  alas !  no  more) 

Sighs  follow  sighs,  and  tears  to  tears  succeed^ 

Him  shall  the  Muse  in  tendercst  notes  deplore. 
For  oft  he  tun*d  to  melody  my  reed. 

How  was  I  late  by  his  indulgence  blest, 
Cbeer'd  with  his  smiles,  and  by  his  precepts 
taught ! 
My  fancy  deem'd  him  some  angelic  gn^^est. 
Some  Heaven-sent  guide,  with  blissful  tidings 
fraught 

Mildwas  his  aspect,  fiill  of trQth  and  grace. 
Tempered  with  dignity  and  lively  sense ; 

Sweetness  and  candour  beam'd  upon  his  face, 
Emblems  of  love  and  large  benevolence. 

Yet  never  useless  slept  those  virtues  fair. 
Nor  languish 'd  unexerted  in  the  mind  ; 

Secret  as  thought,  yet  unoonfin'd  as  air. 
He  dealt  his  boimties  out  to  all  mankind. 

How  will  the  poor,  alas !  now  truly  poor, 

Bewail  their  generous  benefactor  dead  ?  ^ 

Who  daily,  from  his  hospitable  door. 

The   naked    cloth'd,    and  gave  the  hungry 
bread. 

To  sick  and  orphans  duly  sent  relief, 

Was  feet  and  eyes  to  cripples  and  the  blind, 

Sooth'd  all  the  suffering  family  of  grief, 

And  pour'd  sweet  balsam  on  the  wounded  mind. 

How  will  the  nation  their  lost  guardian  mourn  ? 

Lo !  pale-ey'd  Science  fix'd  in  grief  appears; 
The  drooping  Arts,  reclining  on  his  urn. 

Lament,  ioA  every  Muse  dissolves  in  tears. 

Genius  of  Britain  1  search  the  kingdom  round, 
Kre  yet  the  strict  inquiry  be  too  late ; 

What  bold,  unblemished  patriot  can  be  found*. 
To  ronse  the  virtues  of  a  languid  state  ? 

*  A  river  in  KenL 

*  This  poem  wu  wrote  in  1757. 


With  freedom's  voice  to  wake  the  slumbering 

To  cheer  fair  merit,  prowess  to  advance, 
Dauntless  to  rise,  and  scourge  with  generous  rag« 
The  high-plum'd  pride  and  perfidy  of  France* 

Alas !  no  longer  boms  the  glorious  6ame : 
The  patriot  passion  animates  no  more ; 

But,  like  the  whirling  eddy,  some  low  aim 
Absorl»  alike  the  great,  the  rich,  the  poor. 

Not  so,  when  wise  Aurelius  o'er  the  north 
'    Shed  the  mild  influence  of  his  pastoral  care. 
The  madness  of  rebellion  issuing  forth. 
He  stemmed  the  torrent  of  the  rising  war. 

Behold  him !  with  his  country's  ^cal  inspired. 
Before  the  martial  sons  of  Ebor  stand. 

Fair  in  the  rolie  of  eloquence  attirM, 

In  act  to  speak,  he  waves  the  graceful  h^nd  : 

Silent  as  evening,  lo !  the  listening  throng. 
While  from  his  lips  the  glowing  periods  fall,     . 

Drink   sweet  persuasion    streaming    from  his 
tongue. 
And  the  firm  chain  of  concord  binds  them  all^ 

As  some  large  river,  gentle,  strong,  and  deep, 
Winds  bis  smooth  volumes  o'er  the  wide  cam- 
paign. 

Then  forceAiI  flows,  and  with  resistless  sweep, 
Rolls,  m  his  strength  collected,  to  the  main : 

Thus  the  good  prelate,  in  his  country's  cause, 

Pour'd  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along  i 
As  entTyrtsBUS  gain'd  divine  applause. 

Who  fir'd  the  Spartans  with  heroic  song. 
But  when  religious  truths  his  bosom  warm'd. 

Faith,  hope,  repentance,  and  eternal  love. 
With  such  pathetic  energy  he  charmM, 

He  rais'd  our  souls  to  Paradise  above. 

Theholy  city's  adamantine  gate    . 
-  On  golden  hinge  bcopen'dto  our  view; 
Unraveird  every  path,  perplex'd  and  strait, 
And  gave  to  willing  minds  the  safe-conducting 
clew. 

For  God's  Messiah  was  his  chosen  guide; 

And  well  the  sacred  lore  he  understood. 
And  well  the  precept,  sent  from  Heaven,  apply'd, 

«  For  evil  meekly  recompensing  good." 

Thus  mild,  thus  humble,  in  the  highest  state. 
The  "  one  thing  needful"  was  his  sole  regard  . 

Belov'd,  and  blamelesss  he  prolong'd  his  date  * 
By  acts  of  goodness,  which  themselves  reward. 

To  him  the  bed  of  sickness  gave  no  pain; 

For,  trusting  only  in  th'  Almighty  King, 
He  look'd  on  dissolution  as  his  gain; 

No  terrours  had  the  grave,  and  death  no  sting« 

Ah !  Muse,  forbear  that  last-sad  scene  to  draw— 
This  homage,  due  .tu  virtue,  let  me  pay. 

These  heart-sprung  tears,  inspired  by  filial  awe^ 
These  numbers  warbled  to  the  silver  Cray« 

May,  1757* 
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FAWKES'  POEMS. 


ON  THE  DBATH  OF  HIS  MOST  SACKED  MAJESTY 

KING  GEORGE  THE  SECOND. 

Ah,  fatal  hour  I — we  must  at  last  resign — 
Farowel,  jfreat  hero  of  the  Brunswick  line ! 
For  valour  much,  for  virtue  more  renowned, 
"^ith  wisdom  honourM,  and  with  gloi^  crown'd. 
*Twas  thy  blessed  lot  a  happy  reign  to  close. 
And  die  serene,  triumphant  o'er  thy  foes^ 
To  we  the  faithie9S,  vain  insulting  Gaul, 
Like  proud  (ioliatb,  nodding  to  his  fall  ^ 
In  chr^ins  the  sons  of  tyranny  to  bind. 
And  vindicate  the  rights  of  human  kind. 

No  brighter  crown  than  Britain's  God  could 
give 
To  grace  the  monarch,  till  he  ceased  to  lire ; 
Tlien  gave  him,  to  reward  his  virtuous  strife^ 
A  heavenly  kingd'om,  and  a  crown  of  life. 
October  «r>,  176a 


TO  BIS  MOST  SACRED  MAJESTY 
ON  HIS  ACCESSION. 

Jam  nova  progenies  ccelo  dimittitur  alto.     Virg. 

When  now  the  sad  solemnity  is  o'er, 
•    And  death-denouncing  bells  arc  heanlno  more. 
Nor  pausing  cannon  in  loud  notes  declare 
A  nation's  grief,  and  rend  the  troubled  air; 
Deign,  mighty  prince,  these  gentler  sounds  to 

hear: 
Oh !  were  they  i^orthy  of  the  sovereign's  ear. 
The  Muse  should  greet  Britannia's  bfissful  isle. 
Where  crowned  with  liberty  the  graces  smile i 
Where  the  pleas'd  halcyon  builds  her  tranquil 

nest, 
Ko  storms  disturb  her,  and  no  wars  molest: 
For  still  fair  peace  and  plenty  here  remain-'d. 
While  George,  the  vonorable  monarch,  reigo'd. 
One  generation  pass'd  secure  away, 
««  Wise  by  his  rules,  and  happy  by  his  swayj'» 
Now  cold  in  death  the  much-lov'd  hero  lies. 
His  soul  unbodied  seeks  her  native  skies : 
The  living  laurels  which  his  temples  crown'd 
Strike  root,  and  jihade  his  funeral  jjile  around. 

As  when  the  Sim,  bright  ruler  of  the  year. 
Through  glowing  Cancer  rolls  his  golden  sphere. 
He  gains  new  vigour  as  his  orb  declines. 
And  at  the  goal  with  double  lustre  shines : 

In  splendour  thus  great  George's  reign  snrpast, 
Bright  beam'd  each  year,  but  brightest  far  the 

last: 
Wliere-ever  waves  could  roll,  or  breefces  blow. 
His  fleet  pour'd  ruin  on  the  faithless  foe:  [huri'd, 
France  saw,   appall'd,  the  dreadful  vengeance 
And  ownVi  him  monarch  of  her  western  world. 
But  now,  alas  !  see  pale  Britannia  mourn. 
And  all  her  sons  lamenting  o'er  his  urn. 

Thus  when  Vesjiasian  died,  imperial  Rome 
With  CI  pious  tears  bedew'd  the  patriot's  tomb* 
But  soon  D'er  sorrow  bright-ey'd  joy  prevail'd,' 
WJien  Titus  her  lov'd  emperor  she  hail'd: 
TituF,  a  blessihff  to  the  world  dcpign'd. 
The  darling  and  delight  of  human-kind. 


With  joy,  great  prince,  your  happy  •objects 


[view 


better  Titus  now  reviv'd  in  you ; 
Of  gentler  nature,  and  of  nobler  blood. 
Whose  only  study  is  your  people's  good : 
For  you  (so  truly  isyour  heart  benign) 
To  heathen  virtues  christian  graces  join. 

O  may  Heaven's  providence  around  yoa  waitg 
And  bless  you  with  a  longer,  happier  date  ; 
Then  will  your  virtue  all  its  powers  display. 
And  noble  deeds  distinguish  every  day ; 
Joys  unallay'd  will  sweetly  fill  your  oreast. 
Your  people  blessing,  by  your  people  blest; 
Then  will  the  rage  of  rancorous  discord  cease, 
llie  drooping  arts  revive,  aod  all  the  world  hava 
peace. 

November  15,  J760. 


A    PARODY    ON    A    PASSAGE     IN 
JIflLTON'S  PARADISE  LOST. 

BOOK  rv, 

Betyeath  a  beech's  bowery  shade 
Damon  in  musing  mood  was  laid, 
A  bropk  soft-dimpling  by  his  side. 
Thus  echo,  as  be  sung,  reply'd : 

'  *  Sweet  is  the  breafh  of  rosy  mom. 

Soft  melody  the  sky-lark  trills^ 
Bright  are  the  deW-drops  on  the  thorn. 
Fresh  are  the  zephyrs  on  the  hills. 
Pure  are  the  fountains  in  the  vale  below. 
And  fair  the  flowers  that  on  their  borders  blow : 
Yet  neither  breath  of  roseate  morn. 

Nor  wild  notes  which  the  sky-lark  trilby     . 
Nor  dew  .drops  gliUering  on  the  thorn. 
Nor  the  fresh  zephyrs  of  the  hills. 
Nor  streams  that  musically-murmuring  flow. 
Nor  flowers  that  on  their  mossy  margims  grow. 
Can  any  joy  suggest 
Bat  to  the  temper 'd  breast, 
Where  virtue's  animating  ray 
illumines  bvery  gorden  day, 
Beams  on  the  mind,  and  makes  all  nature  gay.'* 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Father  of  all,  whose  throne  illumines  Heaven, 

All  honour  to  thy  holy  name  be  given. 

Thy  gracious  kingdom  come :  thy  righteous  will 

Let  men  on  Earth  as  saints  in  Heaven  fulfil 

Give  us  this  day  the  bread  by  which  we  live: 

As  we  ourtlebtors,  thou  our  debts  forgive. 

L«t  not  temptation  lead  us  into  woe : 

Keep  us  from  sin,  and  our  infernal  foe. 

For  thy  supreme  dominion  we  adore ; 

Thy  power,  thy  glory,  is  for  evermore. 

Amen. 


DAFID'S  LAMENTATION  OVER 
SAUL  AND  JONATHAN. 

SAMUEL,   BOOK  IZ,      CBAFTBX    I. 

The  flow'r  of  Israel  wither*  OD  the  plain ; 
How  are  the  mighty  on  the  mOunUuiu  $lain  X 
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III  Gatb,  all  f  never  fhii  dishonoar  name. 
Nor  in  the  streets  of  Askelon  proclaim ; 
f  *est  the  tad  tidinsrs  of  our  country's  woe 
Cause  triumph  to  the  daughters  of  the  foe. 
May  Heav*n,  Gilboa,  on  thy  heights  ne*er  pour 
The  dew  refreshing,  or  the  fruitful  shower ; 
Ne'er  nay  thy  furrows  give  the  golden  seed. 
Nor  from  thy  folds  the  fleecy  victims  bleed : 
There  mighty  men  through  fear  their  shields  re- 

signM, 
The  shield  of  Saul  was  basely  left  behind. 
Thy  bow,  O  Jonathan,  oft  strew'd  the  plain 
With  cafcasses  of  valiant  heroes  slain ; 
Thy  sword»  OSaul,  ne'er  left  its  sheath  in  vain. 
Blest  pair !  whom  love  withjsweetest  concord  tied, 
Whom  glory  join*d,  and  death  cou'd  not  divide. 
Dreadfol  through  all  the  war  they  ragfv»d  along. 
Swift  as  the  eagle,  as  the  lion  strong.  [drest 

Weep,  weep  for  Saul,  ye  maids,  whose  bounty 
Israel's  fiiir  daughters  in  the  scarlet  vest ; 
Who  gave  you  gold  and  pearls  your  robes  to 

deck. 
And  rings  and  jewels  for  3^ur  hands  and  neck. 
Thy  prowess,  much  lov*d  Jonathan,  prov'd  vain  ; 
How  are  the  mighty  on  the  mountains  slain ! 
Tome,  O  Jonathan,  for  ever  dear, 
Thy  fate,  alas  \  demands  th'  eternal  tear : 
Where  can  such  faith,  such  piety  be  found  ? 
ftoch  pleasing   converse    with  firm   friendship 

bound? 
Thy  love  was  wondrous,  soothing  all  my  care. 
Passing  the  fond  affection  of  the  fair. 
How  are  the  mighty  on  the  mountains  slain  I 
And  all  the  instruments  of  battle  vain ! 


TBE  PICTURE  OF  OLD-AGE, 

PABAraSASEP   FIOM    THB  SBVBH    FIRST  VERSES   OF 
THE  TWELFTH   CHAFTBK  OF   ECCLESIASl'ES. 

Mr  son,  attentive  hear  the  voice  of  truth ; 
Remember  thy  Creator  in  thy  youth, 
Rre  days  of  pale  adversity  appear, 
And  age  and  sorrow  fill  the  gloomy  Y^ar; 
When  wearied  with  vexation  thou  shalt  say, 
*•  No  rest  by  night  I  know,  no  joy  by  day;" 
Ere  the  bright  souVs  enlightened  powers  wax  frail. 
Ere  reason,  memory,  and  fancy  foil, 
But  care  succeeds  to  care,  and  pain  to  pain. 
As  cloads  urge  clouds,  returning  after  rain ; 
Ere  yet  the  arms  unnerv'd  and  feeble  grow. 
The  weak  legs  tremble,  and  the  loose  knees  bow  ; 
Ere  yet  the  grinding  of  the  teeth  is  o'er. 
And  the  dim  eyes  behold  ths  Sun  no  more  ; 
Ere  yet  the  pallid  lips  forget  to  speak. 
The  gums  are  toothless,  and  the  voice  is  weak  ; 
Restless  he  rises  when  the  lark  he  hears. 
Yet  sweetest  music  fails  to  charm  his  ears. 
A  stone,  or  hillock,  turns  his  giddy  brain, 
Appall'd  with  fear  he  totters  o*er  the  plain ; 
And  as  the  almond-tree  white  flowers  displays. 
His  bead  grows  hoary  with  the  length  of  days; 
As  leanness  in  the  grasshopper  prevails. 
So  shrinks  his  body,  and  hisstomach  foils ; 
Doom*d  to  the  grave  his  last  long  home  to  go. 
The  naoumers  march  along  with  solemn  woe : 
Ere  yet  life's  silver  cord  be  snapt  m  twain, 
Kre  broke  tbfi  s^4den  b  jwl  tint  holds  the  brmui» 


Ere  broke  the  pitcher  at  the  fountfiil  heart. 
Or  life's  wheel  shiver'd,  and  the  soul  depart. 
Then  shall  the  dust  to  native  earth  be  given, 
The  soul  shall  soar  sublime,  and  wing  its  way  to 
Heaven. 


A  GOOD  fFIFE. 

FROM  i^RovERBs,  Chapter  xzxi. 

More  precious  for  than  rubies,  who  can  find 

A  wife  embellished  with  a  virtuous  mind ; 

In  her  securely,  as  his  better  part. 

Her  happy  husband  cheerful  rests  his  heart : 

With  such  a  lovely  partner  of  his  toil 

His  goods  increase  without  the  need  of  spoiL 

Bless'd  in  the  friendship  of  his  faithful  wife. 

He  steers  through  all  vicissitudes  of  life. 

Well  pleas'd  she  labours,  nor  disdains  to  cull 

The  textile  flax,  or  weave  the  twisted  wool. 

Rich  as  the   merchant   ships  that  crowd  the 

strands, 
She  reaps  the  harvest  of  remotest  lands. 
Early  she  rises  ere  bright  Phcebus  shines. 
And  to  her  damsels  separate  tasks  assigns : 
Refresh'd  with  food  her  hinds  renew  their  toil. 
And  cheerful  haste  to  cultivate  the  soil. 
If  to  her  form  some  field  contiguous  lies. 
With  care  she  views  it,  and  with  prudence  bujrs; 
And  with  the  gains  which  Heaven  to  wisdom 

grants, 
A  vinesrard  of  delicious  grapes  she  plants. 
Inur'd  to  toils  she  strength  and  sweetness  joins. 
Strength  is  the  graceful  girdle  of  her  loins. 
With  joy  her  gMdiy  merchandise  she  views. 
And  oft  till  mom  her  pleasing  work  pursues. 
The  spindle  twirls  obedient  to  her  tread. 
Round  rolls  the  wheel,  and  spins  the  ductile 
Benignant  from  her  ever-open  door         [thread* • 
She  feeds  the  hungry,  and  relieves  the  poor. 
Nor  frost  nor  snow  her  fomily  molest, 
For  all  her  household  are  in  scariet  drest 
Resplendent  robes  are  by  her  husband  worn. 
Her  limbs  fine  purple  and  rich  silks  adorn  t 
For  wisdom  fam'd,  for  probity  renown'd, 
He  sits  in  cmmcil  with  bright  honour  crown'd. 
To  weave  rich  ginilps  is  her  softer  care,      [wear.' 
Which  merchants  buy,  and  mighty  monarcht 
With  strength  and  honour  she  herself  arrays. 
And  joy  will  bless  her  in  the  latter  days. 
Wise  are  her  words,  her  sense  divinely  strong,  . 
For  kindness  is  the  tenonrof  her  tongue. 
Fair  rule  and  order  in  her  mansion  dwell. 
She  eats  with  temperance  what  she  earns  so  welT^ 
Rich  in  good  works  her  children  call  her  blest. 
And  thus  her  hunband  speaks  his  innoost  breast: 
"  To  Eve's  fair  daughters  various  virtues  fall. 
But  thou,  lov'd  charmer,  hast  excell'd  them  aU.**, 
Smiles  oft  arc  fraudful.  beauty  soon  decays. 
But  the  good  woman  snail  inherit  praise. 
To  her,  O  grateful,  sweet  requital  give  I 
Her  name,  her  bonoar  shall  forever  liv^ 
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FAWKES'  POEMS. 


NJTBAN'S  PJRJBLE. 

II.  'Samuel,  Chap.  xii. 

To  Israel's  king:  thus  spoke  the  holy  seer : 

O  mighty  monarch,  fomM  for  wisdom,  hear 
While  to  my  lord  a  thle  of  woe  I  tell : 
Two  men,  O  king,  in  one  fair  city  dwell; 
The  one  is  'frietidless,  and  exceeding  ]X)or, 
The  other  rich,  and  boastful  of  his  store: 
Large  herds  of  oxen  io  his  pastures  feed, 
And  flocks  MnnumberM  whiten  every  mead. 
The  poor  man's  stock  was  only  one  ewe-lamb 
Of  snowy  fleece,  weanM  lately  from  its  dam ; 
He  iMught  it  with  what  treasure  be  could  sparv, 
Ev'n  all  his  wealth,.and  'twas  his  only  care  j 
Kurs'd  by  his  hand,  and  with  his  children  bred, 
V  ith  them  it  wantoned,  and  witli  tliem  it  fed  j 
Of  his  own  mess  it  eat  without  control, 
And  drank  the  beverage  of  his  milky  bowl ; 
Then  lightly-sportful  sKipt,  and,  tir'd  with  play, 
Dear  as  a  daughter  in  his  bosom  lay. 
A  traveller  of  no  ignoble  fame, 
IJy  chance  conducted,  to  the  rich  man  came ; 
Yf  t  from  bis  herds  he  could  not  spare  an  ox 
To  treat  him,  nor  a  wether  from  his  flocks, 
But  took  by  cruel  force,  andkill'd  and  drest 
The  poor  man's  lamb  to  feed  his  pampcrVl  guest." 
The  monarch  paii^'d — then  made  this  stern 
reply 
InccnsM ;  **  I  swear  by  Cod  that  rules  the  sky. 
The  man  that  did  this  thing  shall  surely  die : 
The  lamb  fourfold  he  likewise  shall  restore. 
To  recompense  the  friendless  and  the  poor: 
Because  his  heart  no  soft  compassion  felt, 
At  other's  woe  unknowing  how  to  melt." 
"  Thou  art  the  man,"  reply 'd  the  holy  seer, 

*  Thus  saith  the  Lord,  the  God  of  Israel,  hear : 
A  king  thou  art,  anointed  at  my  call. 

O'er  Israel;  and  I  rescued  thee  from  Saul; 
And  gave  theeull  thy  master's  servants  lives. 
His  large  possessions,  and  his  numerous  wives:  . 
Was  that  too  little  ?  Could'st  thou  more  require? 
1  would  have  given  thee  all  thy  heart's  dc:>irc. 
Then  whcrtfore  didst  thou  God's  «x)inmanduient 
Committing  this  great  evil  in  his  siffht  ?     [slight, 
Lo  I  thou  hast  robb'd  Uriah  of  his  wife, 
Defird  his  bed,  and  then  dr»tro>*d  his  life. 
Hast  slain  him  with  the  adversary's  sword  : 
Kow  therefore  h^ar  the  judgment  of  the  Lord, 
And  lock  this  awful  sentence  in  thy  heart ; 

•  The  sword  shall  never  from  thy  house  depart, 
For  thou  hast  nibb'd  Uriah  of  his  wife, 
T)efil'd  his  bed,  andtlien  destroy'd  his  life.* 
Thus  saith  the  Lord,  uorthou  his  words  despise, 
IThe  power  of  evil  in  thy  house  shall  rise, 

Ix) !  I  will  take  thy  wives  before  thine  eyes; 
Thy  concubines  shall  be  in  triumph  led. 
The  Sun  shall  see  them  in  thy  neighbour's  bed : 
Tbou  didst  it  secret — this  thing  shall  be  done 
Before  all  Israel,  and  before  the  Sun." 

Aij^bast,  convict  the  mighty  monarch  stood, 
And  from  his  eyes  streamed  sorrow  in  a  flood ; 
And  while  a  sigh  repentant  heav'd  his  breast. 
He  thus  the  anj^uish  of  his  soul  exprest  s    [sworcl, 
••Thy  words  are  sharper  than  the    two-cdg'd 
For  I,  alas !  have  sinn'd  against  the  Lord." 

Stung  with  le/Qorse  he  meum'd   his  past  of- 
fence 
With  bitter  tears,  and  heart-sprung  penitence. 


The  seer  then  sooth'd  him  with  this  calm  reply  i 
"  Thy  sin  \&  pardon'd,  and  thou  shall  not  die.*' 

Huis  may  we  clearly  see  each  secret  sin, 
Warn'd  by  the  feithful  monitor  within : 
llius  may  we,  blest  with  bounteous  grace  from 

Heaven, 
Like  Judah's  king  repent,  and  be  foi^given. 


THE  SONG  OF  DEBORAH. 

Levd,  O  ye  princes,  to  my  song  an  ear. 
Ye  mighty  rulers  of  the  nations,  hear. 
While  to  the  Lord  the  notes  of  praise  I  sing. 
To  Israel's  God,  the  evei  lasting  kjng. 

When  from  aerial  Seir,  in  dread  array. 
From  Edom  when  th*  Almighty  took  his  way, 
"  On  Cherub,  and  on  Cherubim  he  rode,"  [God  : 
The  trembling  Earth  proclaim'd  th'  approach  of 
The  heavens  di^solv'd,  the  clouds  in  copious 
rains  [plains : 

Pour'd  their  black  stores,   and  delug'd  all  the 
The  rent  rocks  shiver'd  on  that  awful  day. 
And  mountains  melted  like  soft  wax  away.^ 

In  Shamgar's  days,  in  Jael's  hapless  reign^ 
How  were  the  priuces,  and  the  people  slain  ? 
When  Sisera,  terrific  with  his  hodts, 
Pour'd  dire  destruction  on  pale  Jodah's  ooasts  ; 
The  cities  no  inhabitants  contain'd; 
The  public  ways  unoccupied  remain'd  ; 
The  travellers  through  dreai7  deserts  stray'd. 
Or  pensive  wander'd  in  the  lonely  glade. 
Till,  sent  by  Heaven,  I,  Deborah,  arose 
To  rule  and  rescue  Israel  from  their  foes. 

Those  patriot  warriors  of  immortal  fame, 
Wlio  sav'd  their  country  all  my  favour  claim : 
Ye  judges,  speak,  ye  shepherd  swains,  rehearse    . 
Jehovah's  praise  in  never-dying  verse. 
Awake,  awake ;  raise,  Deborah,  thy  voice, 
And  in  loud  numbers  bid  the  lyre  rejoice: 
Raise  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  tliy  grateful  song. 
Who  gave  tlie  weak  dominion  o'er  the  strong. 
The  tribes  of  Israel  sent  their  mighty  men, 
Tliat  wi«ld  the  falchion,  or  that  guide  the  pen. 
Gilead,  Oh  shame!  by  fountful  Jordan  lay, 
Dan  in  his  ships,  and  Asher  in  his  bay : 
Their  bleating  flocks  (ignoble  care ! )  withheld 
The  t  ribes  of  Reuben  from  the  tented  field : 
But  chiefs  intrepid  to  the  conflict  came, 
Heroes  that  fought  for  empire  and  for  fame : 
In  Taanach  where  Megiddo's  streams  are  roll'd^ 
ITiere  fbught  the  monarchs  resolutely  bold. 
Heav'n's   thunders    to   our   foes   destruction 

.  wrought, 
Tlie  stars  'gainst  Sisera  conspiring  fought. 
The  river  Kishon  swept  away  the  slam, 
Kishmi,  that  antient  river,  to  the  main. 
For  ever  bless'd  be  Jael's  honour'd  name  ! 
For  ever  written  in  the  rolls  of  fame ! 
He  ask'd  refreshment  from  the  limpid  ware. 
The  milky  beverage  to  the  chief  she  gave : 
lie  drank,  he  slept  extended  on  the  floor. 
She  smote  the  wanior,  and  he  wak'd  no  mor^ : 
Low  at  her  feet  he  bow'd  bis  nail-pierc'd  head*; 
Low  at  her  feet  he  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  lay  down 
dead. 
The  hero's  mother,  anxious  for  his  8taj% 
Thus,  fondly  sighing,  chid  his  long  delay ; 
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"  Wbftt  hopes,  vbftt  fean  my  tortnr'd  bosom 

feels! 
Has!  why  linger  thus  his  chariot,  wheels? 
Some  captive  maid,  distinguishM  for  her  charms, 
Perchance  detains  the  conqueror  in  her  arms : 
Perchance  his  mules,  rich  laden  from  afar. 
Move  slowly  with  the  plunder  of  the  war.'' 
Ah,  wretched  mother  1  all  thy  hopes  are  vain, 
•  Thy  son,  alas !  lies  breathless  on  the  plain, 
VaaquishM  by  IsraisPs  sons,  and  by  a  woman 


EPITAPHS. 


Ob  let  yonr  once-lov'd  friend  inscribe  the  stone, 
Andy  with  domestic  sorrows,  mix  his  own  ! 

Popz. 


ON  A  VERY  GOOD  WOMAN. 

CoutD  marble  know  what  virtue's  buried  here, 
1'his  monument  would  scarce  refuse  a  tear, 
Bat  mourn,  so  early  snatch'd  from  mortal  life. 
The  tenderest  parent,  and  the  dearest  wife. 
Blessed  with  sweet  temper,  and  of  soul  so  even. 
She  seem'd  a  copy  of  the  saints  in  Heaven, 


A  genius  fnrm'd  in  every  light  to  shine, 
A  well  bred  scholar,  and  a  sage  divine; 
An  orator  in  every  art  refin'd,! 
To  leach,  to  animate  and  mend  mankind : 
The  wise  and  good  approved  the  life  he  led. 
And,  as  they  lov'd  him  living,  mourn  him  dead* 
1747. 


ON  MRS.  FOUNTAYNE^ 

DAUGHTBR  OP  THOMAS  WHICUCOT.  ESQ.  ANP  WIFB 
It)  THE  DEAS  OF  TORK;  WHO  BIXO  IM  CHILD-SBD^ 
JULY  1750.    JETAT.  19. 

Tp  e'er  thy  bosom  swell'd  with  grief  sincere. 
View  this  sad  shrine,  and  pour  the  pitying  tear  : 
Here  Fountayne  lies,  in  whom  all  charms  com* 

bin'd. 
All  that  e'er  grac'd,  or  dignified  her  kind. 
'   Farewel ,  bright  pattern  of  unblemished  yonth« 
Of  mildest  merit,  modesty,  and  truth  ! 
Death  snatch'd  thy,sweetness  in  the  genial  hour. 
Just  when  thy  stem'  put  forth  its  iufant  flower : 
Still  blooms  the  tender  flower ;  as  oft  we  see 
Fair  branches  budding  from  the  lifeless  tree. 


ON  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN 

WHO  DIED   A.    D.     1743,  STAT,  15. 
in   A  CHURCH    IK   CHESHIRE. 

Wabn  age,  all  patient,  and  without  regret, 
Lies  down  in  peace,  and  pays  the  general  debt, 
TIs  weakness  most  unmanly  to  deplore 
The  death  of  those  who  relish  life  no  more. 
But  when  fair  youth,  that  every  promise  gave, 
Sheds  kis  sweet  t>lossom  in  the  blasting  grave, 
All  eyes  overflow  with  many  a  streaming  tear. 
And  each  sad  bosom  heaves  the  sigh  sincere. 


ON  A  WORTHY  FRIEND 

WHO  WAS    ACCOMPLISHED   IN    THE  SISTER    ARTS   OF 
MUSIC  AVD  PAINTING. 

Oh  bora  in  liberal  studies  to  excel. 

Thou  friendly,  candid^  virtuous  mind,  farewel ! 

To  speak  thy  praise  all  eloquence  is  faint, 

Eatcept  the  style's  expressive  as  thy  paint : 

Vnles-:  th'  enliven'd  numbers  sweetly  flow, 

M  when  thy  music  gave  the  soul  to  glow  : 

Unless  the  Muses  polish  every  line, 

And  draw  the  good  man  with  a  warmth  divine. 

Serenely  pious,  with  the  gentlest  mind. 

Through  life  contented,  and  in  death  resigned. 


ON  THE  REV.  MR.^COOKSON^ 

VICAR  OF   LEEDS. 

Wrapt  in  cold  day  beneath  this  marble  lies 
What  once  was  geneious,  ek)quent^  and  wise; 


ON  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN^ 

WHO   DIED  FOR  LOVE. 

If  modest  merit  ever  claimed  thy  tear. 
Behold  this  monument,  and  shed  it  here  : 
Here  every  blooming  virtue  heam'd  in  one. 
The  friend,  the  lover,  and  the  duteous  son. 
Blcss'd  youth  1  whose  bosom  nature  formed  to 

With  purest  flame  the  heart  of  man  can  know, 
Go,   where  bright   angels    heavenly    raptures 

prove. 
And  melt  in  visions  of  seraphic  love* 

1751. 


ON  JAMES  FOX^  ESQl 

1754.  . 

'^BACE  to  the  noblest,  most  ingenuous  mind. 
In  wisdom's  philosophic  school  mfiiiM, 
The  friend  of  man  j  to  pride  alone  a  foe  ; 
Whose  heart  humane  would  melt  at  others  woe. 
Oft  has  he  made  the  breast  of  anguish  gay. 
And  sigh'd,  like  Titus,  when  be  lost  a  day. 
All  vice  he  lash'd,  or  in  the  rich  or  great, 
But  prais'd  mild  merit  in  the  meanest  state. 
Calm  and  serene  in  virtue's  paths  he  trod, 
Lov*d  mercy,  and  walked  htunbly  with  his  God. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,      , 

WITH     A     rtESBNT    OP     BOOKS,    PARTRIDGES,   AND 
SNUFF. 

I'VE  sent  you,  dear  Nanny>  a  basket  of  stuff. 
Some  books,  and  some  birds,  with  a  paper  of 
snuff: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


tw 


FAWKES'  POEMS. 


The  present  is  trifling,  yet  still  you  will  find 
Some  ftiod  for  the  body  as  well  as  the  mrnd. 

To  tell  yon  their  uses  there  is  not  much  need 

The  birds  yon  will  roast,  and  the  books  you  may 

read, 
And  as  for  the  paper  of  snuff,  I  suppose 
You  are  very  well  satisfied  that's  for  your  nose. 
Wy  respects  to  all  friends,  as  a  favour  I  ask  it. 
And  I  hope  youUl  remember  to  send  back  the 

kisket 

September  1744. 


AN  ELEGY 


«•  Tire.  DEATH   OF  DOBBIN,    THB  BOTTEKWOMAM's 
HORSE. 

■  The  death  of  feithful  Dobbin  I  deplore; 
I^me  Jolt's  bfown   horse,  old   Dobbin,  is  no 

more.  ^ 

The  cruel  Fates  h^ve  snapt  his  viUl  thread, 
And  gammer  Jolt  bewails  old  Dobbin  dead. 
From  stony  Cud  ham  down  to  watery  Cray, 
This  honest  horse  brought  butter  every  day. 
Fresh  butter  meet  to  mix  with  nicest  rolls. 
And  sometimes  ej^gs,  and  sometimes  geese  and 

fowls; 
And  though  this  horse  to  tftand  bad  ne'er  a  leg, 
"He  never  dropt  a  goose,  or  broke  an  egs^. 
Ye  maids  of  Cray,  your  butterM  rolls  deplore, 
Dame  Jolt's  brown  horse,  old  Dobbin,  is  no 
more. 

Ofl  did  the  'squire  that  keeps  the  great  hall. 

house,    - 
Invite  the  willing  ricar  to  a  goose  ; 
For  goose  could  make  his  kindred  Muse  aspiiv 
From  earth  to  air,  from  water  to  the  fire  j 
But  now,  alab !  his  towering  spirit's  fled. 
Bis  muse  isfbnnder'd,  fbrpoor  Dobbin's  dead. 
last  Friday  was  a  luckless  day,  I  wot, 
Foi-  Friday  last  lean  Dobbin  went  to  pot  j 
Ko  drinks  could  cherish,  no  prescriptions  save ; 
'*»  C — — ^^n's  hounds  he  found  a  living  grave : 
Weep  9II,  and  all  (except  sad  dogs)  deplore. 
Dame  Jolt's  brawn  horse,   old  Dobbin,  is  no 
more. 

Scnik,  Reynard,  Bcnlk  in  the  securest  grounds, 
Kow  Dobbin  hunts  thee  in  the  shape  of  hounds  : 
I  ate  sure  but  slow  he  march 'd  as  foot  could  fall. 
Sure  to  march  slow  whene'er  he  march'd  at  all; 
Kow  fleeter  than  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 
He  leaves  the  huntsmen,  and  the  hunt  behind, 
Pureues  thee  o'er  the  hills,  and  down  the  steep, 
Through  the  rough  copse,  wide  woods,  and  waters 

deep, 
Along  th»  unbounded  plain,  along  the  lea, 
But  has  no  pullet,  and  no  goose  for  thee. 
Ye  (logs,  ye  foxes,  howl  fbr  Dobbin  dead, 
t^ot  thou  ,0  Mnse,disdain  the  tear  to  abed  ; 
Ve  maids  of  Cray,  yonrbutter'd  rolls  deplore. 
Dame  Jjlt's  browu  boxse,  old  Dobbin,  if  no 
more. 


EPITHALAMtUM 


on  THE  MAREZAOB   OP   A  GOBLBR  ANU  A  CHrnKKT* 
8WBIIPB8. 

Is  sable  sweepers,  and  ye  coblersall. 
Sons  of  the  chimney,  masters  of  the  stall, 
\\'T)ether  ye  deal  in  smearing  soot,  or  leather. 
Hail  to  the  day  that  joins  your  trades  together. 
HuzKa,  my  jolly  coblers!  and  huzza. 
My  sable  sweepers !  Hail  the  joyous  day. 

Immortal  fame,  O  coUers,  ye  derive 
Prom  Crispin, a  good  cobler  when  alive. 
Who  kept  his  stall  at  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
With  nut-brown  beer  encouraging  bis  soul : 
A  bonnet  blue  he  wore  upon  bis  head. 
His  nose  was  copper,  aqd  his  jerkin  red  ; 
For  conjurer  and  astrologer  he  past, 
And  mended  understandings  to  his  last. 

Huzza,  my  jolly  coblers  \  and  huzza. 
My  sable  sweepers  1  Hail  the  joyous  day. 

Sly  Jobson,  though  he  never  leam'd  in  France, 
Not  only  mended  shoes,  but  taught  to  dance; 
So  when  he*d  worn  his  pupils'  soles  quite  outa 
With  leading  of  the  booby  bears  about. 
He  soon  repaired  the  damage  with  his  awl. 
And  brought  convenient  custom  to  his  stall. 
Huzza,  my  jolly  cublers  I  and  hu/za. 
My  sable  sweepers!   Hail  the  joyoas  day. 

Nor  less  distinguish *d  is  your  noble  line. 
Ye  sweepers,  sprung  from  pedigree  divine  ? 
Your  ancient  ancestor,  whose  name  was  Smut, 
Work'd  at  the  forge,  with  Vulcan,  in  his  hut. 
Once  as  the  limping  god  was  hammermg  out 
Thoae  tongs  that  pitich'd  the  Devil  by  the  snoot. 
Smut  chanc'd  to  jest  upon  his  awkward  frame. 
Which  chaf*d  the    bickering   blacksmith  into 

flame; 
He  huri'd  his  hammer  at  the  joker's  head. 
Which  sure  had  left  him  on  the  pavement  dead» 
Bat  Smut  was  nimble,  and,  to  shnn  the  stsake. 
Sheer  up  the  chimney  went,  like  wn»«ths  ^ 

smoke; 
Happy  to  find  so  snug  a  hole  to  creep  in. 
And  since  that  time  be  took  to  chimney-sweeping. 
Huzza,  my  jolly  sweepers !  h&il  the  day! 
My  jolly  cobleis !  roar  aloud  huzza. 

And  you,  meet  couple,  memorable  match. 
May  live  with  comfort  in  your  cot  of  thatch  ; 
While  venal  members  sell  their  venal  friends. 
The  cobler  brings  all  soles  to  serve  his  (?nds. 
And  as  the  fair  miss  Danac  sate  smilifig. 
To  seethe  gold  come  pattering  through  the  tilings 
Our  sweeper  joys  to  sec  the  chimney  drop  her 
Meat,  drink,  and  clothing,  in  a  shower  of  copper. 
Huzza,  my  jolly  coblers  !  ani  huzza. 
My  sable  sweepers  !  Uail  the  joyous  day. 


THE  SMOKING  DOCTOR'S  SOLILO* 
QUr  OFER  HJS  PIPE. 

Dulce  tubo,  genitos  hauri  re  &  reddere  fumos. 

li^MEacifiG  awful  through  a  cloud  of  smoke. 
The  tall  lean  doctor  snapt  bis  bo<  and  spojie : 
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SOLlLOQUT...WOMAN,..TnE  BROWN  JUG. 
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*«Thouj?h  scomM  by  fribbles  all  bedaob'd  ifith 
I  talne  not  tbeir  cenwirea  of  a  pnff,  [snuff, 

"Who,  ifkind  HeaVn  had  furnish'd.'cm with  brains, 
Woald  into  pif^es  convert  their  taper  canes, 
Be  sick  that  nauseuus  nostril-dust  to  see. 
And  substitute  tobacco  for  rappee. 
I  less  regard  the  rage  of  female  railinars — 
Some  ladies  have  their  waters,  and  their  failings : 
Tbottgh  when  frrey  prudence  comes,  and  youth 

is  past. 
They'll  learn  to  smoke  (or  I  am  deceivM)  at  last ! 
Peace  to  the  beaux,  ami  every  scented  belle, 
Who  cry  •  Tobacco  has  an  odious  smell :' 
To  men  of  sense  I  speak,  and  own  with  pleasure. 
That  smoking  sooths  my  studies  and  my  leisure; 
It  aids  my  eyes,  inspires  my  mind  to  think. 
And  is  a  calm  companion  when  I  drink. 
At  home  how  sweetly  does  a  pipe  engage 
My  sense  to  relish  tully's  moral  page ! 
Or  Homer's  Heaven-aspiring  Muse  divine. 
And  puffini?  measure  each  sonorous  line ! 
But  if  to  Tom's  I  stray  to  read  the  Daily, 
Or  at  the  tavern  spend  my  evening  gaily, 
My  pipe  still  adds,  as  the  mild  miiiiUes  pass, 
Cluirms  to  the  toast,  and  flavour  to  the  slass. 
Blest  Indian  leaf!  what  raptures  1  inhale 
From  each  light  breath  of  thy  ambrosial  gale ! 
Thou  giv*8t  the  soldier  courage,  to  the  hind 
Repose,  to  oaptives  sacred  peace  of  mind ; 
Can'st  wealth  on  merchants,  state  on  kings  be- 
And  to  physicians  only  art  a  foe.  [»U)w, 

ThoD  sav'st,  when  pestilence  spreads  for  and  wide, 
From  that  dread  plague,  and  every  plague  be- 

side. 
Though  by  thy  fumes  the  teeth  are  blackened  o'er, 
Thy  ashes  scour  them  whiter  than  before 

0  with  abundant  riel^  amply  blest, 

He,  who  can  buy  one  ounce  of  Freeman's  best  I 
If  in  this  fob  my  welUfilrU  box  [  feel,         [steel, 
In  that  my  short  pipe,  touchwood,  flint,  and 
Gold  I  regard  not,  I  can  live  without  j 

1  carry  every  requisite  abouL 

Whether  my  stomach  calls  for  drink  or  meat. 
Whether  the  cold  affects  me,  or  the  heat. 
The  weed  of  India  answers  the  demand. 
And  is  the  pleasing  remedy  at  hand. 
O  Boblest  pnx)f  of  nature's  genial  power  I 
O  weed  more  precious  than  the  choicest  flower  I 
Thy  vapours  bland  through  every  state  engage, 
■  Charm  us  when  young,  and  solace  us  in  age ; 
Adorn  when  fortune  showers  her  golden  store. 
And  breathe  kind  comfort  when  she  smiles  no 

more: 
Tranquil  at  home  they  lull  with  sweet  content. 
Abroad  they  give  us  no  impediment ; 
But,  mild  associates,  tend  us  night  and  day, 
And  if  we  travel  cheer  us  on  our  way ; 
In  town  or  couotry  soft  repose  incite. 
And  puff  us  up  with  exquisite  delight*" 

sfai  allusion  to  that  fine  passage  in  Tully. 
Hasc  fltudia  adolescentiam  alunt,  senectutem 
oblectaat  s  secundas  res  omant,  adversis  perfu- 
giumet  solatium  prsebent;  delectant  domi,  non 
iinpediuDt  foris ;  pemoctant  nobifcum,  peregrt- 
UDtur,  msticHitiir* 


A  BALLAD.    . 

BEING   A    CONTRAST  TO  "tHB   WOMEN    ALL  TBI.* 

.    MB  I'm  palsb  to  my  lass.'* 

No  longer  let  whimsical  songsters  compare 
The  merits  of  wine  with  the  charms  of  the  fair  ; 
I  appeal  to  the  men  to  determine  between 
A  tun-bcllied  Bacchus,  and  beauty's  fair  queen. 
The  pleasures  of  drinking  henceforth  I  resign, 
For  though  thef«  is  mirth,  yet  there's  madnci» 

in  wine ; 
Then  let  not  false  sparkles  our  senses  beguile, 
Tis  the  mention  of  Cbloethat  makes  the  glass 

smile. 
Her  beauties  with  rapture  my  fancy  inspire. 
And  the  more  I  behold  her,  the  more  I  admire  ; 
But  the  Charms  of  her  temper  and  mind  I  adore; 
These  virtues  shall  bless  me  when  beauty's  no 

more. 
How  happy  our  days  when  with  love  we  enirage, 
'  I  is  the  transport  of  youth,  'tis  the  comfort  of 

But  what  are  the  joys  of  the  bottle  or  bowl  ? 
Wine  tickles  the  taste,  love  enraptures  the  souL 
TiCt  the  men  of  all  nations,  but  Italy,  prove 
The  blessmgs  that  wait  upon  beauty  and  love: 
But  in  boosing,  alas!   one  unfortunate  bout 
Will  rob  us  of  vigour,  and  leave  us  the  gout. 
A  sot,  as  he  riots  in  liquor,  will  cry, 
"  The  longer  I  drink,  the  more  thirsty  am  I," 
From  this  fair  confession,  'tis  plain,  my  good 

friend, 
You're  a  toper  eternal,  and  drink  to  no  end. 
Your  big-bellied  bottle  may  ravish  your  eye. 
But  how  foolish  you'll  look  when  your  bottle  is 

dry  I  [spring. 

Sweet  pleasure  from  woman  still  flows  like   a 
Nay  the  Stoics  must  own  itr— She  is  the  best 

thing. 
Yet  some  praises  to  wine  we  may  justly  afford, 
Fbr  a  time  it  will  make  one  as  great  an  a  lord  j 
But  woman  for  ever  gives  transport  to  man, 
And  I'll  stand  by  the  ladies  as  long  as  I  can. 


THE  BROWN  JUG  9 
A  SONG. 

IMffATED   PROM  THB    LATIN  OP  BIEttONYMUS 
AMALTHEOS. 

Dear  Tom,  this  brown  jug  that  now  fbams  with 

mild  ale, 
(In  which  I  will  drink  to  sweet  Nan  of  the  Vale) 
Was  once  Toby  Fillpot,  a  thirsty  old  soul 
As  e'er  drank  a  bottle,  or  fathom'd  a  bowl ; 
In  boosing  about  'twas  his  praise  to  excel. 
And  annong  jolly  topers  he  boce  off  the  belL 
It  chtinc'd  as  in  dog-days  he  sat  at  his  ease 
In  his  flt)w'r-woven  arbour  as  gay  as  you  please. 
With  a  friend  and  a  pipe  puffing  sorrows  away. 
And  witii  hontst  old  stingo  was  soaking  iuaclay. 
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H'ffi  breath-doors  of  life  on  a  sudden  were  shut. 
And  he  died  full  as  big  as  a  Dorchester  butt 
His  body,  when  long  in  the  ground  it  had  lain, 
And  time  intuclay  had  resolv'd  it  again, 
A  potter  found  out  in  Its  covert  so  snug, 
-And  with  part  of  fet  Toby^he  form'd  this  brown 
i»g>  '  [ale, 

Wow  sacred  to  friendship,  and  mirth,  and  mild 
So  here's  to  my  loyely  sweet  Nan  of  the  Vale. 


A  PAIR  OF  SPECTACLES. 

tHOU   BOURNS. 

vr  all  the  spectacles  to  mend  the  sight 

•Devis'd  by  art  for  viewing  objects  right. 

Those  are  most  useful,  which  the  prudent  place 

High  on  the  handle  of  the  human  face. 

Some  on  the  temples  fix  'em,  I  suppose, 

l^est  they  should  seem  to  snaffle  through  the  nose: 

Some  in  one  h^nd  the  single^-onvex  hold, 

lot  these  are  prigs  asham'd  of  being  old^ 

Kone  are  in  news  or  polities  so  wise, 

As  he  whose  nose  is  saddled  with  his  eyes ; 

And  if  the  taper  tube  regale  his  snout, 

Tlicrc's  nought  so  secret  but  he'll  smell  it  out. 

Sliould  gammer  Gurtoo  leave  these  helps  at  home. 

To  cliurch  with  Bible  »tis  in  vain  to  come  j 

The  plainest  sermon  is  the  most  perplext. 

Unless  with  care  she  double  down  the  text. 

Lo!  how  the  parish  clerk,  with  many  a  hum. 

By  turns  now  fits  'em  to  his  nose  or  thumb, 

lAethodicaUy  regular,  as  need 

By  turns  requires  him,  or  to  sing,  or  read : 

|Iis  thumb  then  heldthtm,  if  report  says  true, 

Vhen  outhe  lovely  lass  he  leer»d  askew; 

With  sQuw-white  bosom  bare,  sweet-slumbering 

in  her  pew.  ■, 
Those  who  see  dimly  may  their  eyes  restoK 
By  adding  two  to  what  th*y  had  before ; 
Ami  he  who  would  be  deem 'd  profoimdiy  wise 
Most  carry  io  his  head,  and  in  his  pocket>->eye8. 


THE  STAGE  COACH. 

FROM  TBB   8AMB. 

To  pay  my  duty  to  sweet  Mrs.  Page, 
A  place  was  taken  in  the  Stamford  stage. 
Our  coachman  Dick,  the  shades  of  night  to  shun. 
Had  yok'd  his  horses  long  beforp  the  Sun : 
Pisturb'd  I  start;  and  drowsy  all  the  while, 
Bise  to  be  jolted  may  a  weary  mile ;  * 
On  both  sides  squeezed,  how  highly  was  I  bless'd! 
BcMseen  two  plump  old  women  to  be  press'd  1 
A  corporal  fierce,  a  nurse  and  child  that  cried. 
And  a  fat  landlord  fill'd  the  other  side.       {load 
^c<}rce  dawns  the  morning,  ere  the  cumberous 
KoUs  BOttghly-rumbling  o'er  the  rugged  road. 
One  okl  wife  coughs,  and  wheezes  in  my  ears. 
Loud  ficolds  the  other,  and  the  corporal  swears  ; 

*  Alluding  to  a  picture  of  Hogarth's,  which 
▼erv  humourously  deicribes  a  slnmberiog  con- 
gregation. 


Sour,  unooncocteil  breath 'escapes  my  hoit, 
The  squawling  chiM  returns  his  milk  and  toasts 
Ve  gods  !  if  such  the  pleasures  of  t  be  stage, 
1  cbuse  to  walk  and  visit  Mrs.  Page. 


AAPON  AAflPON. 
THANK  rOU  FOR  NOTHING. 

FROM  TBE  SAME. 

When  cloudless  skies,  or  Spring's  soft  season 
Calls  forth  the  citizens  to  take  the  air ;         [fair. 
The  landlord  kindly  asks  his  guests  to  dine 
On  well-com'd  beef,  or  pork's  high-relish'd  chine: 
The  season'd  fraud  suqpeeds,  and  soon  or  late 
A  shoal  of  gudgeons  gobble  up  the  bait. 
The  savoury  viands  make  them  thirst  the  more. 
Creating  drought,  and  swelling  out  the  score. 
My  landlord,  faith  !  is  not  so  kind,  I  think ; 
He  gives  bis  victuals,  but  he  sells  his  drinlu 


AN  EULOGY 
ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTOV. 

TRANSLATED    FROM   THE   LATIN   OP  DR.    BALLET* 

Behold  the  reg^ions  of  the  Heavens  survey'd  I 
^nd  this  fair  system  in  the  balance  weigh'd ; 
^ehold  the  law  which  (when  in  ruin  burl'd 
God  out  of  Chaos  call'd  the  beauteous  world) 
Tb'  Almighty  fix'd,  when  all  things  good  he  saw  1 
Behold  the  chaste,  inviolable  law  ! 

Before  us  now  new  scenes  unfolded  lie. 
And  Heay'n  appears  expanded  to  the  eye  ; 
Th'  illumin'd  mind  now  sees  distinctly  clear 
What  power  impels  each  planetary  sphere. 
Thron'd  in  the  centre  glows  the  king  of  day. 
And  rules  all  nature  with  unbounded  sway  ; 
Through  the  vast  void  his  subject  planets  run, 
Whirl'd  in  their  orbits  by  the  regal  Sun. 
What  course  the  dire  tremendous  comets  stee* 
We  know,  nor  wonder  at  their  ^rone  career ; 
Why  silver  Phoebe,  meek-ey'd  queen  of  nighty 
Now  slackens,  now  precipitates  her  flight ; 
Why,  scan'd  by  no  astronomers  of  yore. 
She  yielded  not  to  calculation's  power; 
Why  the  nodes'  motions  retrograde  we  call, 
And  why  the  apsides' progresstonal. 
Hence  too  we  learn,  with  what  proportionM  foroo 
The  Moon  impels,  erroneous  in  her  course, 
TTie  refluent  main :  as  waves  on  waves  succeed. 
On  the  bleak  beach  they  toss  the  sea-green  weed, 
Now  bare  the  dangers  of  th'  engulphing  sand. 
Now  swelling  high  roll  foaming  on  the  strand. 
What  puzzling  schoolmen  sibugbt  so  long  in  vain. 
See  cloud-dispelling  Mathesis  explain  ! 
O  highly  blest,  to  whom  kind  fate  has  givea 
Minds  to  expatiate  in  the  fields  of  Heaven ! 
All  doubts  are  clear'd,  all  errours  done  away^ 
And  truth  breaks  on  them  in  a  blaze  of  day.    . 
Awake,  ye  sons  of  men,  arise !  exclude 
Far  from  your  breasts  all  low  solicitude; 
Learn  hence  the  mind's  etherial  powers  ta  trace^ 
Exalted  iiigh  above  the  brutal  race. 
Kv'n  those  fam'd  chiefs  who  human  life  refin'd 
By  wholesome  laws^  the  fathers  of  n 
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Or  they  who  first  societies  iVnmur'd 

hi  cities,  and  from  violence  secur'd; 

They  who  with  Ceres*  i^ifts  the  nations  l>lG8t, 

Or  from  the  grape  delicious  nectar  prest ; 

They  who  first  tang^ht  the  hieroglyphic  style 

On  smooth  papyrus  *,  native  plant  of  Nile, 

(For  literary  elements  renownM) 

And  made  the  eye  an  art>iter  of  sound : 

AH  these,  though  men  of  deathless  fame,  we  find 

Have  less  advanced  the  good  of  human-kind : 

Their  schemes  were  founded  on  a  narrower  plan, 

Keplete  with  few  emoluments  to  man. 

But  BOW,  admitted  guests  in  Heav'n,  we  rove 

Free  and  familiar  in  the  realms  above; 

The  wonders  hidden  deep  in  Earth  below, 

And  nature's  laws,  before  conceai'd,  we  know. 

Lend,  lend  your  aid,  ye  bright  superior  powers, 

That  live  erabo6om*d  in  Elysian  bowers. 

Lend  your  sweet  voice  to  warble  Newton's  praise. 

Who  searchM  out  truth  through  all  her  mysUc 

maze, 
Newton,  by  every  favouring  Muse  inspirM, 
With  all  Apollo's  radiations  fir'd  : 
Kewton,  that  reached  th'  insuperable  line, 
The  nice  harrier  'twixt  human  and  divine. 


ARCHJMEDES'S  SPHERE  t 

ntOM   CLAUDIAM. 

JovE  saw  the  Heav'ns  in  glassy  sphere  exprest. 
And  smiling,  thus  the  pow'rs  above  addrest :  ' 
''At  what  bold  tasks  will  man's  presumption  aimi 
In  this  small  globe  he  mocks  the  worldly  frame. 
I/) !  from  my  work  the  rival  artist  draws 
The  heavenly  motions,  and  great  Nature's  laws. 
Each  star  includes  an  animating  soul, 
And  beauteous  order  regulates  the  whole. 
Through  the  bright  xodiac  yearly  rolls  the  Sun,^ 
And  mimic  moons  each  moiitfa  their  courses  nuu 
Audacious  Art  thus  lifts  her  xrrest  on  high. 
And  deems  she  sways  the  empire  of  the  sky. 
Salmuneus  once  fictitious  lightning  hurPd: 
But  here  behold  a  counterfeited  world!'* 


CLAUDIAN'S  OLD  MAN, 

WHO   XnviSR   WENT   OUT  OF   THB    SUBURBS   OF 
VERONA. 

IpLBT  who,    content  with  what  the  country 

yields. 
Lives  in  his  own  hereditary  fiekls; 
Who  can  with  pleasure  his  past  lifo  behold ; 
Whose  roof  paternal  saw  him  young  and  oM  \ 
And  as  he  tells  his  long  adventures  o'er, 
A  stick  supports  him  where  he  crawi'd  before ; 
Who  ne'er  was  tempted  firom  his  farm  to  fly. 
And  drink  new  streams  beneath  a  foreign  sky  : 
Ko  merchant,  he,  solicitous  of  gain,  [main : 

Dreads  not  the  storms  that  lash  the  sounding 
Nor  soldier,  fears  the  summons  to  the  war ; 
.  Nor  the  hoarse  clamours  of  the  noisy  bar. 
VnskiiPd  in  business,  to  the  world  imknown. 
He  ne'er  beheld  the  next  contiguous  town ; 
Yet  xK>bler  objects  to  his  views  are  given» 
Fair  flowery  fields,  and  star-embellish'd  Heaven. 
He  marks  no  change  of  consuls,  but  computes 
Alternate  seasons  by  alternate  fruits ; 
Maturing  autumns  store  of  apples  bring. 
And  flowerets  are  the  luxury  of  spring. 
His  fiurm  that  catches  first  the  Sun's  bright  ray, 
Sees  the  last  lustre  of  bis  beams  decay : 
The  passing  hoors  erected  columns  show» 
Andare  his  landmarks  and  his  dials  too. 
Yon  spreading  oak  a  little  twig  he  knew. 
And  the  whole  grove  in  his  remembrance  grew. 
Verona's  walls  remote  aa  India  seem  \ 
Benacus  iath'  Arabian  Gulph  to  him. 
Yet  health  three  ages  lengthens  out  his  span. 
And  grandsons  hail  the  vigorous  old  man. 
\jeX  others  vainly  sail  from  shore  to  shore. 
Their  joys  are  fewer,  and  their  labours  more. 

*  An  Egyptian  plant,  growing  in  the  marshy 
•  placet  near  the  banks  of  the  Njle,  on  the  leaves 
«f  which  tte  vitieDts  iiwd  to  write. 


ON  MENANDER. 

IMrrATVD   PROM   A   GREEK  EPIGRAM   IN  THE 
ANTHOIOGIA* 

On  thy  sweet  lips  the  bees  in  clusters  hung. 
And  dropp'd  Hyblaean  honey  on  thy  tongue: 
For  thee  the  Muses  pluck'd  Pierian  flowers ; 
The  Graces  woo'd  thee  in  seqnester'd  bowen. 
Ages  to  come  shall  celebrate  thy  name. 
And  Athens  gather  glory  from  thy  fame. 


FRAGMENTS  OF  MENANDER-. 

IVAltSL'ATBD   rROM  THE  GREEK. 

Thou,  whom  the  Nine  with  Plautus'  wit  inspira. 
The  art  of  Terence,  with  Menander's  fire. 

PopBp 

SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  MENANDER. 

Mbnander  was  bom  at  Athens,  the  third  year  of 
the  109th  Olympiad,  344  years  before  Christ, 
and  exhibited  his  first  comedy,  according  ta 
Meursius,the  third  of  the  11 4th  Olympiad,that  is 
324  years  before  our  Saviour's  time,  being  then 
only  twenty  years  of  age.  His  introduction  of 
the  new  comedy  in  a  short  time  spread  his  fame 
over  the  world;  and  his  friendship  was  courted 
by  the  kings  of  Egypt  and  Macedon.  Of  his 
works,  which  amounted  to  upwards  of  an  hundred 
comedies,  only  a  few  fragments  now  remain. 
Terence  borrowed  several  plays  from  him  j  and 
it  is  from  the  character  of  the  Roman,  that  most 
men  now  judge  of  the  merit  of  the  Grecian  author. 
We  find  the  old  masters  of  rhetoric  recommend- 
ing his  works  as  the  true  standard  of  beauty, 
containing  every  grace  of  public  speaking.  Quin- 
tilian  declares,  that  a  careful  imitation  of  Me- 
nander  only  will  satisfy  all  the  rules  he  has  laid 
down  in  his  institutions.  It  is  in  Menander  that 
he  would  have  his  orator  search  for  a  copiousness 
of  invention,  for  a  happy  eleganceof  expression, 
and  especially  for  an  universal  genius,  able  to 
accommodate  itself  naturally  to  ail  persons, 
things,  and  affections* 
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His  wonderfbl  talent  at  expressing  nature,  in 
•Tcry  condition^  and  under  every  circumstance 
•f  life,  has  always  made  the  uoblest  part  of  his 
character,  which  gave  occasion  to  Aristophanes 
the  grammarian  to  ask  this  genteel  question ; 
a  Miyay^^i,  xtfi  Bit,  TLvripos  af  v/aw  wnfov 
9mitMif.nffaro  ?  O  Menander  and  Nature,  which  of 
you  have  imitated  the  other?  Julius C«sar  has 
left  us  the  noblest,  as  well  as  the  justest  praise  of 
Sdenander's  works,  when  addressing  himself  in  a 
compliment  to  Terence,  he  calls  him,  Dimidiate 
Menander,  Half-Menander.  He  died  in  the 
third  year  of  the  It2nd01ympiad,i.292  years  be- 
Ibre  Christ,  being  fifty-two  years  of  age. 


'WOISIIIP    DVB    TO   TBI    DEITY. 

Sekvb  then  the  great  first  cause  whence  qature 

springs, 
Th'  almighty  Sire,  th»  eternal  King  of  kings  j 
Who  gave  us  being,  and  who  gives  us  food. 
Lord  of  all  life,  and  author  of  all  good. 

Page  48. 


SUBMISSION. 

FiGDT  not  with  God,  nor  Uiwart  his  wiser  will, 
(Contending  serves  to  aggravate  an  ill,) 
^ut  bravely  bear  those  ills  he's  pleas'd  to  send  ;| 
Why  should  we  blame  the  laws  we  cannot  mend  ? 
Page  70. 


THB  ACCBPTAOLB   SACBiriCB. 

Whob'er  approaches  to  the  Lord  of  all, 
And  with  his  ofieriogs  desolates  the  stall ; 
Who  brings  an  bundled  bulls  with  garlands  drest, 
T%e  purple  mantle,  or  the  golden  vest. 
Or  ivory  figures  richly  wrought  around. 
Or  curious  images  with  emeralds  crown'd; 
And  liopes  with  these  God's  favour  to  obtain. 
His  thoughts  are  foolish,  and  his  hopes  are  vain. 
He,  only  he  may  trust  his  pray'rs  will  rise. 
And  Heav*n  accept  his  gratctul  sacrifice. 
Who  leads  beneficeiU  a  virtuous  life. 
Who  wrongs  no  virgin,  who  corrupts  no  wife  ; 
Ko  robber  he,  no  murderer  of  mankind, 
Ko  miser,  servant  to  the  sordid  mind. 
Dare  to  be  just,  my  Pamphilus,  disdain 
The  smallest  trifie  lor  the  greatest  gain : 
For  God  is  nigh  thee,  and  his  purer  sight 
In  acts  of  goodness  only  takes  delight: 
He  feeds  the.  labourer  for  his  honest  toil. 
And  heaps  his  subatance  as  he  turns  the  soiL 
Tu  him  thaa  humbly  pay  the  rites  divine. 
And  not  in  garments,  but  in  goodness  fchive. 
Guiltless  of  conscience  thou  may'st  safely  aleep, 
Thou^  thunder  beiiow  through  th«  boundlesH 
deep. 

Page  268. 

*4,«Tbe  figure!  at  the  bottom  of  eachfragr 
tneot  refer  to  the  page  in  Le-Cleru'B  edition^ 
ithere  the  original  l»t9  be  fouxui* 


THB   MI8BBIES  6?  OLD-BOB.* 

Him,  Parmeno,  I  deem  the  happiest  man. 
Who  having  once  survey 'd  great  Nature's  plan^ 
1  his  beauteous  system,  this  stupendous  frame. 
Soon  to  that  place  retires  frt'm  whence  he  came, 
lliis  common  Sun,tbe  stars,  the  streau.athat  Bow, 
llie  clouds  that  darken,  and  the  fires  that  glow; 
lliese  shall  be  always  present  to  thy  view. 
Whether  thou  liv'st  an  hundred  years,  or  few; 
And  nobler  works,  or  wrought  with  better  skilly 
None  ever  yet  beheld,  or  ever  will. 
This  life  on  Earth,  these  scenes  to  man  assign'd^ 
Suppose  a  mighty  concourse  of  mankind. 
Where  all  contrive  to  trifle  time  away 
In  business,  bustle,  villany,  or  play: 
If  first  this  inn  you  quit,  a  transient  gnett. 
You'll  pay  but  little,  and  you'll  fare  the  best  a 
Go  then  equipt,  nor  fear  the  stroke  of  fete. 
You'll  travel  free  from  envy  and  from  hate. 
But  lingering  guests,  who  longer  being  erave. 
Must  sink  at  last  with  sorrow  to  the  grave: 
For  antient  men  experimice  wants  and  woes 
From  friends  departing  or  surviving  foes. 

*  The  late  ingenious  and  learned  I.  Hawkins 
Browne,  esq.  has  translated  and  interwoven  this 
fine  fragment  into  his  excellent  poem  "De  Anum 
Immoriaiitaie^  book  the  first. 

Quocirca  ille  mihi  felix  vixisse  videtnr. 
Qui  postquam  aspexit  mundi  solenne  theatrom 
£qao  animo,  huncsolem,  et  terras,  mare,  nubila^ 

et  ignem  j 
Protinus  unde  abiit,  satur  at  oonvivaremignit 
Nempe  hec,  seu  centum  vivendo  conteris  annoi^ 
.  Seupancos  numeras,  eadem  redenntia  cemes; 
Hisque  nihil  melius,nihil  atque  recentius  unquam 
Omne  adeo  in  terris  agitur  quod  tempus,  habeto 
Utoonunune forum,'  peregre  vd  euntibus  am* 

plum 
Hospitium,  temeri  fluitans  ubi  vita  moratur, 
Mille  inter  nugasjactata,  negotiamille. 
Qui  prior  abscedit,  portum  prior  occupat;  Eja! 
Collige  vela  dtus,  ne  fort^  viatica  desint. 
Quid  cessas  \  subeunt  morbique  et  acerba  tnorum 
Funera,  et  insidiis  circiiiii  undique  septa  seneo* 
tas. 

Perhaps  the  reader  will  not  be  displeased  to 
see  Mr.  Soame  Jennyn's  stranslation  of  the  above 
passage  quoted  from  Mr.  Browne's  ImmortaVity^ 

To  me  most  happy  therefore  he  appears, 
"Who  having  once,  nnmov'd  by  hopes  or  fears, 
Survey'd  this  sun,  earth,  ocean,  clouds,  and  flame« 
Well  satisfy'd  returns  from  whence  he  came. 
Is  life  a  hundred  years,  or  e'er  so  few, 
'Tis  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new: 
A  fair,  where  thousands  meet,  but  none  can  stay^ 
An  inn,  where  travellers  bait,  then  post  away : 
A  sea,  where  man  perpetually  is  tost, 
Nowplung'd  in  business,  now  in  trifles  tost ; 
Who  leave  it  first,  the  peaceful  port  first  gnin; 
Hold  then !  no  farther  lanch  into  the  mahi : 
Contract  yonr  sails;  life  nothing  can  bestow 
By  long  continuance,  but  continued  woe : 
The  wretched  privilege  daily  to  deplore 
The  Amerals  of  our  friends,  who  go  befbie : 
XNsenses,  pains,  anxieties,  and  cares, 
Ani  a^  sunoimded  with  a  thousand  snaiesi, 

Dedkley'iiCoMceiieB^  vvLvL 
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He  dies  not  wdt,  who  benaiDg  into  ag«, 
Droops  undet  years,    and  tottering  quits  the 
stage. 

Paige  184. 

TTlkTVS    OHIT   IS   NOBILITT.' 

Ceasx,  if  yoii  love  me,  mother,  cease  to  Jrace 
Our  long  extraction  to  an  antient  race ;  J 
Tis  theirs  alone  who  boast  no  inbred  won  h 
To  fimnd  their  claim  of  honour  on  their  birth. 
And  strive  their  want  of  virtue  to  supply 
With  glory  borrowed  from  old  ancestry. 
That  all  had  ancestors  the  proof  you  give. 
When  you  admit,  that  all  have  liv'd,  or  live ; 
If  thousands  6nd  it  difficult  to  trace  [place) 

(Through  lack  of  friends,  or  luckless  change  of 
In  whose  pure  veins  their  streams  of  kindred  ran. 
Are  they  less  noble  than  the  few  that  can  ? 
The  poorest  tenant  of  the  Libyan  wild. 
Whose  life  is  pure,  whose  thoughts  are  nndefird, 
In  titled  ranks  may  claim  the  first  degree. 
For  virtue  only  is  nobility. 

Page  240. 

THE    OMNIPOTBHCB   OF  OOtD. 

An  ancient  sage»,  which  some  perhaps  think  odd, 
Asserts  that  every  element's  a  god  ; 
A  god  this  earth,  where  vivid  verdure  grows ; 
A  god  the  fire    that   bams,   the  breeze   that 

blows ; 
The  silver  streams  that  thro*  the  vallies  stray. 
The  stersthat  shine  by  night,  the  Sun  by  day. 
Bat  I  this  plain,  this  certain  maxim  hold, 
**  There's  no  propitious  deity  but  gold :" 
Safe  in  thy  house  this  splendid  god  ioshrine. 
And  all  the  blessings  of  the  world  are  thine ; 
The  grand  retinue,  and  the  bumish'd  plate. 
The  pompous  villa,  and  the  menial  great ; 
Gold  can  buy  friends,  or  soften  rigid  laws. 
And  bias  every  witness  to  your  cause : 
Spara  not  expense-^give  largely,  and  tis  odds 
Bot  mighty  ffAd  will  bribe  the  very  gods. 
Page  249. 


THS    MISBIIT   AHD  FOLLY   OV  MAW* 

Lou>  of  creation,  man— come,  all  things  see 
Exceed  in  happiness  and  wisdom  thee. 
Bdiold  yon  ass,  to  whom  thy  partial  race 
Oives  in  the  world  of  life  the  lowest  place : 
Thou  call'st  him  wreftched,  and  1  grant  him  so, 
But  not  from  self  his  pitied  sufferings  ftow ; 
Beneath  item  nature's  load  the  wretch  may 

groan. 
Yet  wisely  still  adds  nothing  of  his  own : 
Bat  man,  alas !  besides  his  natural  share. 
Makes  half  those  evils  he  repines  to  bear.   , 
1>)6t  any  sneeze*?  grief  turns  the  hearers  pale ; 
We  bam  with  anger  if  the  world  should  rail : 
IJnlocky  dreams  with  terrour  fill  the  soul ;  j 
We  tremble  at  the  hooting  of  on  owl : 
By  contests,  prejudices,  pride,  and  law, 
Unmimber'd  erils  on  ourselves  we  draw. 
Page  244. 


Soeczipg  waa  iometiiBM  reckoned  an  ill 


MAM    VNHAPfr,   COMFAIHD    WITB    OTHXft 
*  OaSATUBBS. 

If  to  my  choice  indulgent  Heav»n  would  give, 
This  life  worn  out,  another  life  to  life, 
And  say,  ««Partake  what  farm  delights  thee  best. 
Be  man  again,  again  with  reason  blest ; 
A&sume  the  horse's  strength,  the  sheep's  worn 

coat. 
Bark  in  the  dog,  or  wanton  in  the  goat } 
For  this  is  fate's  immutable  decree. 
And  one  more  being  is  reserved  for  thee  :** 
To  bounteous  Heav'n  I'd  thus  prefer  my  prayer  j 
"  O  let  not  reason's  lamp  be  lighted  here  I 
Make  me  not  man ;  his  only-partial  race  , 
Holds  vice  in  credit,  virtue  in  disgrace. 
The  steed  victorious  in  the  rapid  course 
Eats  food  more  dainty  than  the  sluggish  horse  s 
Is  there  a  dog,  distinguished  for  his  smdl  i 
No  common  dog  will  ever  fare  so  well : 
The  gallant  cock  that  boasU  heroic  blood. 
Rakes  not  in  dirty  dunghills  for  his  food; 
And  should  he  strut  among  the  feather'd  crew. 
Each  conscious  brother  pays  him  honour  due. 
Man,  tho'  of  each  accomplishment  possest, 
Reuown'd  for  valour,  and  with  virtue  blest. 
Gains  from  the  heedless  world  no  due  regard. 
His  worth  no  praise,  his  valour  no  reward : 
While  fawning  flatterers  bask  in  fortirae's  nif. 
Knaves  that  detract,  and  villains  that  betray*. 
Tis  better  far  thro*  any  form  to  pass. 
To  crawl  a  reptile,  or  to  drudge  an  ass. 
Than  see  base  miscreants,  guilt's  abandon'dcreW| 
Enjoy  those  honours  that  are  virtue's  due.'* 
PageS48. 


'tBB  OaiOIN   OF  MAW. 

To  know  the  origin  from  whence  you  came. 
And  the  frail  fiuhkmof  this  human  frame. 
Pause  o'er  those  monuments  with  pensive  eye. 
Where  purpled  tyrants,  proud  oppressors  lie; 
All  who  could  boast  wealth, wisdom, beauty ,lnrth. 
Here  meet,  and  mingle  with  one  common  earth : 
Yet  these  no  bright  accomplishments  could  save 
From  fate's  dread  sentence   to    the   gloomy 

grave: 
There  while  you  read  the  frailty  of  your  frame, 
Learo  from  what  vile  original  you  came. 
Page  276. 


THB    PLBA80SBS  OF   80LITVDB» 

How  sweet  and  pleasant  to  a  man  endued 
With  moral  goodness,  is  deep  solitude  ? 
Pensive  to  rove,  not  meditating  harm, . 
And  live  in  affluence  at  his  country  farm.] 
For  in  large  cities  where  the  many  bide, 
$elf-cankering  envy  dwell8,and  high-blown  prides 
There  luU'd  in  all  the  luxury  of  ease. 
They  live  at  large,  licentkHis  as  they  please; 
Yet  soon  these  pleasures  pall,  and  quick  decay. 
Like  the  light  blaze  that  crackling  dies  away. 
Page  178., 


SORBOW  'FAXUIAa  TO  ALL   MEW* 

SoBB  sorrows  are  to  human-kind  ally'd : 

They  reign  where  Fortune  pours  her  golden  tide  $ 
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Besiege  tbg  son  of  glory's  eplendid  door. 
Grow  grey  and  old  together  with  the  poor. 
Page  104. 


GOOD    AND    BVIL    BLrKDED. 

K6  good  in  life  the  race  of  men  can  see, 
Spring  fifom  one  root,  as  branches  from  the  tree; 
Bat  near  the  good  we  find  the  evil  still, 
And  frequent  good  arises  ont  of  ill. 
Page  156. 


COTfTENT. 

Mirr  with  all  good  full  many  ills  we  find, 
But  no  one  bliss  to  gratify  the  mind ; 
If  more  of  good  than  ill  the  i?ods  have  given, 
Pleas'd  let  ns  bless  the  bounteous  hand  of  Hea- 
Teo. 

Page  30. 

BANtSn    CAKC. 

Wff  atb'br  offends  thee,  care,  or  grief,  or  strife, 
Drive  far  away  beyond  the  verge  of  life : 
For  here,  alas !    we  little  time  posses, 
And  every  sorrow  makes  that  little  less. 
Page  158. 

.    TKlfPLE   OF   BEA80N. 

Whekb'er  the  sacred  cays  of  reason  shine. 
There  dwells  the  god  that  utters  truths  divine. 
Page  22. 

THE    MAN    OP    REASON. 

in  human  nature  nothing  can  excel 
The  man  that  regulates  and  reasons  well ; 
To  show  good  sense  and  order  in  a  thing. 
Denotes  the.chief,  the  counsellor,  the  king: 
These  noble  virtues  nothing  can  exceed. 
The  man  of  reason  is  a  man  indeed. 
Page  90. 

OOODSENSB. 

Bi.BST  are  the  wealthy  who  abound  in  sense, 
MThich  gives  a  noble  sanction  to  expense  : 
This,  tills  should  be  the  son  of  fortune's  care, 
The  weight  of  wealth  with  equal  mind  to  b^  ; 
For  riches  oft  deprave  the  human  will, 
And  torn  the  bias  of  the  mind  to  ill. 
Page  120. 


A    OOOD    NAME, 

In  every  state  the  good  protection  claim, 
For  the  best  passport  is  an  honest  name* 
Page  134. 


Htm  I  esteem  most  virtuous  of  mankind, 
"Who  bears  offences  with  a  patient  mind. 
Page  32. 


MAN    BLIND   TO   FUTURE    STENTS* 

Say  not,  O  man !  for  it  becomes  thee  notj 
This  evil  shall  not  happen  to  my  lot. 
Page  56. 


FRIENDSHIP. 

As  gold  more  splendid  from  the  fire  appears, 
Thus  friendship  brightens  by  the   length    of 
years. 

Page  272. 


TYRANTS    VNHAPpy. 

A  H  !  dreadftil  state  of  soul-consuming  woe. 
Which  tyrants,  proud  oppressors,  undergo ! 
Not  all  their  power,  nor  riches,  can  bestow 
One  heart-felt  pleasure  which  the  meanest  know. 
What  torments  then  must  curse  their  guilty 

hours 
Who  live  immur'd.in  citadels  and  towers  ? 
Who  thiuk,  mistrustful  of  their  menial  band. 
Each  slave  conceals  a  dagger  in  his  hand  ! 
Such  chastisements  the  gods  for  those  ordain 
Who  unoontrol'd  despotically  reign. 
Page  24.* 


Till    POOR  SHOULD   NOT   BE    OPPRE88«I»» 

Who  dares  with  wrongs  the  needy  to  pursue. 

Is  base,  nor  base  alone,  but  foolish  too. 

What  thoughtless  pride  to  spurn  that  bumble 

state, 
Which  chance  may  make  his  own  unpitied  fate  ? 
Though  now  he  boasts  his  heaps  of  golden  sture. 
Soon  may  those  fail,  and  he  be  rich  no  more  ; 
Thte  streams  of  fortune,  never  at  a  stay. 
Oft  change  their  course,  and  quickly  glide  away. 
Page  34. 


RICHES. 

What  can  be  weighM  with  riches  in  the  scale  ? 
They  screen  all  vices  with  a  golden  velL 
Page  30. 


RICH  AND  POOR  EQUALLY  UNBAPPT. 

The  rich  all  happy  I  was  wont  to  hold. 
Who  never  paid  large  usury  for  gold. 
*'  Those  sons  of  fortune  never  sigh"  (I  said) 
**  Nor  toss  with  anguish  xm  their  weary  bed 
But  soft  dissolving  into  balmy  sleep, 
indulge  sweet  slumbers,  while  the  needy  weep : 
But  now  the  great  and  opulent,  I  see. 
Lament  their  lots,  and  mourn  as  well  as  we« 
Page  104. 


FORTUNE   blind; 

This  sacred  truth  print  deeply  on  thy  mind; 
Fortune,  and  Fortune's  votaries  ar&blindf 
Page  28, 
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JlVlL  COWPAKV  OOlfTAeiOVS. 

Let  not  fmlw  argumeRts  thy  reason  blind, 

Forerjl  convene  taints  the  ▼irtuous  mind^ 

Page  78.  ' 


ZMFUOBNCl. 

Hb  Stands  in  impudence  without  a  peer, 
Who  scorns  to  blush,  and  knows  not  bow  to  fear. 
Page  6.  . 


IMPnaTUNATB  ADVICE. 

WntN  veil   ourselves,  we  boast   the  doctor's 

siull, 
And  give  advice  to  othen  that  are  flP. 
Page  16. 


9HB    DAHeBms  OV    MATBIlfOirr. 

A.  WniLB  prudence  guides,  change  not,  at  any 
A  life  of  freedom  for  the  married  state :     [rate, 
I  ▼entur*d  once  to  play  that  desperate  game. 
And  therefore  warn  you,  not  to  do  the  same. 

B.  The  counsel  may  be  sage  which  you  advance ; 
But  Pm  resolv'd  to  take  tbe  common  chance. 
A.  Mild  gales  attend  that  voyage  of  your  life. 
And  waft  you  safely  thro'  the  sea  of  strife : 
Not  the  dire  LihyaUi  or  JEgaoan  sea, 

Where  out  of  thirty  ships  scarce  perisb  three; 
But  that,  where  daring  fools  most  dearly  pay. 
Where  all  that  sail  are  surely  cast  away. 
Page  22. 


Tnk  COHrOBTS  of  MATmMOHr. 

Too  judge  quite  wrong  to  think  your  fortune 

haid; 
life's  troubles,  not  its  blessings,  you  regards 
Believe  me,  friend;  the  race  of  man  can  know 
Ko  earthly  comfMt,una]lay'd  with  woe. 
Much  plague,no  doubt,attends  a  sumptuous  wife. 
She's  the  sure  torment  of  her  husband's  life. 
Yet  ev'n  from  her  some  benefits  accrue,     [too: 
She  brings  him  sons,  she  brings  him  daughters 
When  ill,  her  care  administers  relief. 
When  fortune  frowns,  she  solaces  his  grief: 
When  age  or  sickness,  brings  him  to  his  etd. 
She  decently  inters  him,  like  a  friend. 
Think,  think  on  this  when  slight  vexations  tease ; 
The  mighty  charm  will  set  your  heart  at  ease : ' 
But  if  you  let  wild  sorrow  thus  prevail. 
And  place  no  comforts  in  the  other  soale  $ 
Not  weighing  gain  with  loss,  nor  good  with  ill, 
8tiU  TOO  must  mormur,  and  be  wretched  still. 
Page  122. 

THB  irCH  AKD  TOUMO    8H0VLO  MABBV* 

Those  that  are  rich,  and  in  the  bloom  of  life. 
May  wed  and  prove  tbe  comforts  of  a  wife  ; 

1  St.  Paul  has  copied  this  sentence  from  Me- 
■ander,  ^^ftMivn^  xf^  o/i*»Xmii  awcM,  which 
are  tbe  very  words  of  our  author.-— Evil  commu- 
1  corrupt  good  manners.  1  Cor.  15. 39. 
nusile  omnes  cum  Toleaiu9  9egr9(ia  oonnlia 
DOS.     Ti«. 


But  who  postpone  the  bliss  till  ps  it  their  prime* 
Must  pay  large  interest  for  negkct  of  time. 
Page  84. 


■fATBBNAX.    APnCTIOH. 

Why  Cor  her  children  should  the  wife  expres* 
More  fond  affection,  and  the  husband  less  ? 
The  reason,  if  I  rightly  judge,  is  this. 
She  knows  them  her's,  and  be  but  thinks  then! 


Page  236. 


VVIISB    UTRTILA. 


Rou^B  but  old  Myrtila,  the  nurse,  and  give  her 
The  least  occasion,  and  she'll  talk  for  ever  s 
With  far  less  art  and  ease  you  may  restrain 
The  sounding  cymbals  of  Dodona's  fene, 
(Which,  if  but  touch'd,  the  holy  augur  bean 
Tlie  live-long  day  remurmur'd  in  his  ears) 
Than  still  this  chattering  crone  who  with  her 

tales 
Torments  the  weary  night  as  soon  as  evening  feilf  • 

The  learned  reader  will  find  the  original 
of  this  fragment  in  Dr.  Bentley's  Emendations  of 
Menander,  page  16,  printed  at  Cambridge,  ill 
the  year  1713. 

rOWBB  OF    MUSIC. 

Music  has  charms  the  savage  breast  to  mov^  . 
And  songs  are  Syrens  that  invite  to  love. 
Page  84. 


.      THB    STBXCTLT-aXGHTBOUS   fXBLD* 

SuRB  never  swain  with  anxious  labour  till'A 
A  more  religious,  or  a  juster  field : 
Abundant  tribute  to  the  gods  it  pays 
In  ivy,  flowers,  and  honorary  bays: 
If  r.Bow  barely,  to  a  single  grain. 
It  justly  brings  the  quantity  agam. 
Page  32. 


LOVB     OUNIPOTBNT. 

'Gainst  love*s  unerring  arts  there's  no  defence. 
They  wound  the  blockhead^  and  the  man  «f 


PageU. 


SNOW    OTBBRS. 


"  Know  thon  thyself,"  was  always  said  of  oU^ 
A  maxim  not  quite  absolute  I  bold; 
It  had  been  better  far,  you  must  allow. 
And  more  our  interest,  "  Other  men  to  knowt't 
Page8& 
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IGNIS  FATUUS's 


WILL  WITH  A  WISP. 


Gramikbos  infra  campos,'  peoetralia  FlorsB 
Parpureis  opibus  redolentia,  faroeos  aer 
Caliga^-  'y  yarios  hie  telius  ubere  partu 
Flammaniro  p^nit  foetus,  et  pinguia  veais 
Nutrimenta  fovet,  genitalia  semina  rerum, 
Qus  pofitquam  mains  dudum  sopita  silenti 
Incubiiere  sinu,  quoties  Titanius  ardor 
Sscvit  in  estivas  luces,  patefacta  sub  anras 
Peddit  humus';  pars-  etherei  regione  vianim 
Expatiatur  ovans^  leritas  Fua  sufficit  alas. 
Pars  ignata  tenet  terrsB  confinia,  sese 
Insinuans  inter  nocturnes  undique  rores. 
Et  jam,  seu  calidis  pugnent  humentia,  vires 
6ive  bituminex  rapiant  incendia,  flamma 
Exilit,  et  vivos  imitatur  ludicra  motus, 

Aspice !  c&m  rebus  nox  abstulit  atra  oolorem, 
Pusus  ad  irriguas  ripas  micat  igneus  humor, 
Mobilitate  vigens,  et  eando  flumina  verrit 
Summa  levia,  liquidisquesoronbusoscula  libat 

Jam  variosmeditans  excursus  ocyus  Euro 
Jkfdet  abire  fugft  per  inane  volatile  lumen. 
Stare  loco  nescit,  saliensque  per  omnia  puncto    . 
Temporis  itque  reditque  vagans  sine  corpora  vita.* 
Hinc  sspe,obsc<Bno8  iterat  dum  noctua  cantus, 
l^ipantes  inter  tenebras  prope  limina  Divikm 
Tn»tibus  insultat  lux  importuna  seputchris, 
^gros  hue  gressns  si  fort^  advertat  anus  quae, 
Igner)ios  cemit  lemures,  simulachraque  mille 
Horret  inops  animi,  stolidi  figmenta  timoris. 
Jamque  adet>  lat^  fabellam  spargit  anilem 
Pama  \'olans,  trepidat  mentes  igiiobile  vulgus. 
Scilicet  hie  animsatenues,  defunctaque  vitA 
Corpora,  subsiliont  obscura  nocte  per  umbram. 
Seu  Libitina  fero  visusoa  regna  pererrat, 
£t  tumulos  numerans  lugubresy  borrida  quassat 
Funebres  taedas  &  formidabile  lumen. 

Qain  fc  miiledolos  volveassub  pectore  flamma 
Avia  pervolitat,  quam  cxc&  nocte  viator 
Deprensus  sect^tur'orans  \  quid  cogitet  ignis 
Kescius  heu  !  Fax  ante  volans  per  opaca  locorum 
Errabunda  regit  vestigia,  perfida  tandem 
Deferit  immr^rsum  stagno  squalente  colonum 
Eructantem  iras,  hirsutaque  oolla  madentem« 

Talem  fluminese  quondam  risire  sorores 
Pana  Deum  Arcadiae,  taciti  Ladonis  ad  amnem  ; 
Scilicet  hie  nymphamcaptans  juvenile  micantem, 
Oscula  dum  peteret,  mediis  effusus  in  undis 
Virgine  pro  tenera  fcedam  complectitur  ulvam. 

Ast'ubi  jam  Phocbi  radiis  Aurora  rubescit 
Pulchrior,  &  stellis  acics  obtusa  videtur, 
Purpureo  superata  die,  caput  abdit  imago, 
Et  procul  in  tennes  it  vita  minutula  ventos. 
Haud  secus  ignaros  duxit  Cartesius  olim 
Pbilosophos,  rapiens  deserta  p^r  ardua  ccecss 
Katurc  ;  demum  Newtonus  luce  coruscans 
Eoi,  mundique  sagax  arcana  tueri, 
IVIateriam  pepulit  i^ubttlem,  egitque  sub  nmbras. 
Cantabr.  in  comitiis  prioribus,  1730-1. 

'^  This  elegant  copy  of  verses  was  written,  as 
AH  academical  exercise,  by  my  worthy  friend, 
and  former  tutor,  the  kv.  Richard  Oakley, 
llf.  A.  late  fellow  of  Jesus  CoUegei  Cambridge. 


Deep  in  the  silence  of  the  grassy  plains, 
Where  Flora,  drest  in  purple  beauty  reigns. 
Ambrosial  queen  of  flowerets  sweet  and  fair; 
Impregnated  with  vapours  the  thick  air 
Grows  stagnant:  here  at  frequent  births  traiM- 
Profuse,  the  living-  particles  of  fire,  [pire, 

Which,  from  her  lap,  the  Earth  prolific  fli|]ig8» 
The  genial  seeds,  and  origin  of  things : 
These,  long  time  ripening,  oft  as  Titan's  ray 
Bright'buming  blazes  on  the  summer's  day. 
At  length,  emeiging  from  the  soil,  repair. 
And  Kport,  capricious,  in  the  fields  of  air: 
Some,  lightly  mounting  in  th'  etberial  sky. 
Expatiate  freely,  and  in  meteors  fly  :  [sne^ 

Some,  near  the  ground  their  vagrant  coarse  pop- 
And  blend  delusion  with  the  nightly  dew : 
For  whether  from  the  strife  of  moist  and  dry. 
Or  from  bitumen  fiery  sparkles  fly, 
A  sudden  flame  the  mingling  vapours  give, 
Which  seems,  to  mortal  eyes,  to  move  and  live. 
Lo !  when  the  beauteou;»  landscape  fades  in  night. 
In  some  irriguous  valley,  glimmering  bright. 
The  false  flame  dances,  or  with  quivering  gkeam^ 
Skims  on  the  bosom  of  the  winding  stream. 
Sports  with  the  Naiaiis,  and  in  wanton  play. 
Kisses  the  sisters  of  the  watery  way. 
Now  through  the  void  the  vain  excursive  light. 
Fleet  as  the  wind,  precipitates  its  flight, 
Unfix'd  and  volatile  with  instant  bound 
'Tis  here,  »tis  tliere,  and  roves  the  country  round* 
Oft  as  the  darkling  owl  renews  her  song. 
In  lone  church-yards  it  gleams,  the  mouinful 

graves  among. 
Should  some  old  hag  slow  hobbling  hither  tend. 
She  spies,  no  doubt,  the  fiery-flamiog  l^end  \ 
To  her  mind's  eye  a  thousand  ghosts  appear. 
The  foolish  apparitions  of  her  fear. 
Then  all  around  tremendous  tales  are  spread. 
And  the  weak  vulgar  stand  appall 'd  with  dread  j 
For  here  they  deeto,  depriv'd  ihe  golden  light. 
That  spirits  wander  in  the  gloom  of  night  y 
Or  that  pale  Proserpine,  fierce- visag'd,  comes 
To  number  all  the  melancholy  tombs, 
Aqd  dreadful,  as  she  frowns,  the  deadly  dame 
Shakes  her  dire  torches  tipt  with  livid  flame. 

Oft  o'er  the  dreary  waste,   or  boundless  plain. 
This  bright  deception  leads  the  nightly  swain  ; 
Thoughtless  of  barm  he  plods  the  forest  o'er. 
Where  never  wanderer  bent  his  way  before. 
At  length,  deluded  by  the  fickle  fire, 
He  sinks  absorpt  in  bogs,  and  flounces  in  the 
mire. 
QThus  once,  where  Ladpn  rolls  his  silent  flooi 
Laugh'd  the  fair  Naiads  at  th'  Arcadian  gud  j 
A  blooming  nymph  he  s9w,  admir'd,  carest. 
And  when  he  strove  to  clasp  her  to  his  breast, 
Plung'd  in  the  waves  among  the  watery  weecis 
He  lost  the  virgin,  and  embrac'd  the  reeds. 

But  when  the  rosy  mom  her  blush  displays. 
And  all  the  splendour  of  the  stars  decays. 
The  light  fantastic  phantoms  cease  to  glare. 
Lost  in  the  day,  and  flit  in  empty  air. 

Descartes   thus,   great  Nature's   wandering 
Fallacious  led  philosophy  aside,  [guide, 

Till  Newton  rose,  in  orient  beauty  bright,  [light, 
He  rose,  and  brought  the  world's  dark  laws  t(\ 
Then  subtile  matter  sav^  and  yanished  at  hi^ 
»  iight^ 
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fJicBB  labor  noTQS  bic  meati?  Queecaraquie- 
^  Soli; eiut,  rapiensque  extra  ooDfiniateme,  [tain 
Caleste<«  sine  more  jnbet  Tolitare  per  igoes  ? 
ScUicet  impatient  anguato  boc  orbe  teneri, 
Funtenelle,  taos  andax  imitarier  austu 
Cestio,  &  insolitas  spiraBt  pnecordia  flammaa 

Pallor,  an  ipse  venit?    Delapsu^  ab  sethere 

Bummo 
Pegawn  urget  eqaes,  laterique  flagellifer  instat : 
Mevoeat;  k,  diiris  desiste  laboribus,  inqait, 
'*  Me  duce,  carpe  viam  facilem,  tibi  singula  clar^ 
Expediam,  tibi  ceraere  erit,  quos  sidera  ndrant, 
Indigenas,  cultusquevirftm,  moresquedocebo.*' 
Kec  mora,  pennipedem  conscendo  juisua,  ovans- 

que  [onim 

(Quanqnam  animus  secum  volvens  exempts  pri- 
Bdlerophontee  pallet  dispendia  fame) 
Poet  equitem  sedeo,  liquidumqoe  per  aera  labor. 
— Mercuriumpetimusprimiikm:  dux  talibus  io- 
<*  Aspicias  vans  malesana  negotia  gentis,      [fit : 
Qnam  mens  destituit  Titaneexusta  propinquo. 
Stramioeis  -viden'?  Hie  velatus  tempora  sertis 
Emicat,  &  8olo«  reges  crepat  atque  tetrarcfaas. 
llle  soam  carbone  Cbloeu  depingit  limatar 
Infeltx,  aegram  rudia  indigestaque  mentem 
Carmina  demulcent,  indoctaqne  tibia  musas. 
En  I    sedet  inoomptus  crines  barbataque  menta 
Astrologns,  nova  qui  venatur  stdera,  solus 
Semper  in  uhscuro  penetrali ;  raaltaque  muros 
Unea  nigrantfts,  3c  multatriangulapiDguut 
Ecce  !  sed  interea  curru  flammanta  propinquat 
Titan.— -Clamo,  O  me!    gelid  A  submpe,  sub 

umb4 
Sistcpreoor:  tantos  nequeo  pcrferre  caloras." 


'Pegason  inde  tno  genius  felicior  astro 
Appultt,  alma  Venus.    Spirant  quammoUiter 

anna! 
Bidet  ager,  frngnm  fiscilis,  lascivaqne  6orum 
Nutrix ;  non  Euri  ruit  hie  per  dulcia  Tempe 
Vis  fera,  non  Boreae :  sed  blaudior  aura  Favont, 
Lanis  agens  tremulo  nutantes  vertioe  sylvas, 
IJsque  fovet  tencros,  quos  usque  resuscitat,  ig- 
Hic  Isetis  animata  sonis  saltatio  virit :  [ues. 

Hfc  jam  voce  ciet  cantum,  jam  pectine,  dulces 
Mnsica  docta  modoa:    pulchras   kmgo  ordine 

nympbsB 
Cettivasducnnt  choreas,  dilectajuventns 
Fertatim  stipant  comites :  late  balat  amomo 
Omne  nemns,  varioque  sstemi  veris  odore : 
Cura  procnl :  circumvoUtant  risusque  jocique : 
Atqna  amor  ast,  quodconque  vides.    Venus  ipsn 

volentes 
Imperio  regit  indtgenas,  hie  innuba  Phoebe, 
bnuba  Pallaa  «met»  cupiant  servire  Catones. 
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W^UENCB  this  new  ardor?  whence  this  rage  to 
trace  [spaoe  ? 

New  worlds  that  roll  through  ether's  boundless 
SnatcU'd  fn>m  the  confines  of  this  orb  ofclay. 
With  emulation  fir'd  I  wing  my  way, 
Where  Funtenelle  fint  saw  the  planets  roll. 
And  all  the  god  tumultuous  shakes  my  soul. 
Yes,  y(s,  he  comes !    and  through  the  san« 
bright  skies  [cries. 

Drives  foaming  Pegasus ;    "  Cease,  cease,**  ha 
'*  All  meaner  tasks ;  'tis  thine  wi'ih  me  to  soar. 
And  visit  kingdoms  unexplor'd  before  ; 
While  I  succinctly  show  each  various  race. 
The  manners,  and  the  genius  of  the  place." 
I  (though  my  mind  with  lively  horrour  fraught, 
I'binks  on  BcUerophoo,  and  dreads  the  thought) 
Moum  quick  behind;  the  winged  courser  flies. 
And  cleaves  the  azure  of  the  liquid  skies. 

First  Mercury,  swift  circling  round  the  Sun, 
-We  reach,  when  thus  my  friendly  guide  begun  s 
"  Mark  well  the  genius  of  this  fiery  place. 
The  wild  amusements  of  the  brainsick  race^ 
WhosemindstheheamsofTitan,  too  intense. 
Affect  with  frenzy,  and  distract  the  sense. 
A  monarch  here  gives  subject  princes  law 
A  mighty  monarch,  with  a  crown  of  straw. 
Here  the  lone  lover,  on  the  cieling  bare, 
With  charcoal  paints  his  Chloe  heav'niy  fair; 
In  sadly  southing  strain  rude  notes  he  sings, 
Or  grates  harsh  discord  from  the  jarring  strings. 
liO ;  an  astrologer,  with  filth  besmearM, 
Rough  and  neglected,  with  a  length  of  beard, 
Pores  round  bis  cell  for  undisoover'd  stars. 
And  decks  the  wall  with  triangles  and  squaresu 
Lo ! — But  the  radiant  car  of  Phoebus  nigh 
Glows  with  red  ardour,  and  inflames  the  sk]^-« 
Oh  I  waft  me,  hide  me  in  some  cool  retreat; 
I  droop,  1  skken  with  the  fervent  heat,*' 

Thence  to  that  milder  orb  we  wing  our  way. 
Where  V^enus  governs  with  an  easy  sway. 
Soft  breathes  the  air ;  fair  Flora  paints  the  ground. 
And  fruitful  Ceres  deals  her  gifts  around. 
This  blissful  Tempe  no  rough  blasts  molest. 
Of  bluslei^og  Boreas,  or  the  baleiul  east; 
But  gentle  Zephyrs  o'er  the  woodlands  stray. 
Court  the  tall  trees,  and  round  the  branches  play. 
Their  genial  gales  dispensing  as  they  flow, 
To  fiin  those  passions  which  they  teach  to  glow. 
Here  the  gay  youth  in  measured  steps  advance. 
While  sprightly  music  animates  the  dance ; 
Here  the  soft  sounds  of  mek>dy  inspire 
Sighs  to  the  song,  and  languors  to  the  lyre : 
Fair  nymphs  and  amorous  swains,  a  lovely  band. 
Blend  in  the  dance,   light-bounding   hand   in 


From  every  grove  the  buxom  Zeph3rr8  bring 
The  rich  ambrosia  of  eternal  spring. 
Care  dwells  not  here,  their  pleasures  to  destroy, 
But  laughter,  jest,  and  universal  joy : 
All,  all  is  love;  for  Venus  reigns  coufest 
The  sole  sultana  of  each  captive  breast: 
Cold  Cynthia  here  would  Cupid*s  victim  prore^ 
Or  the  chaste  daughter  of  imperial  Jove,  ■ 
And  rigid  Cato  be  the  slave  of  love. 
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Jsmqne  datam  ttdlimur  Her,  sedesqne  beatas 
Malta  gemens   liiiquo;    &    lugubre   rabentia 

Martis 
Arm,  ubi  sanguines  dominantnr  in  omnia  rizae, 
iidvehimur ,  ferro  riget  borrida  tnrba,  geritqae 
Spiculaque,  gladiosque,  ferosque  in  belUi  dolones. 
Pro  choreft,  &  dulci  modulamine,  Pyrrhicus  illis 
Saltus,  fc  horribiles  placc^t  sre  ciere  sonores. 
Hie  oonjux  viduata  viro  longo  effera  laetu 
Fiet  Doctum,  solumqae  torum  steriiesque  Hyme- 

'  nsBos 
Beploransy  lacerat  crSnes,  fc  pectora  plangit : 
Necquicquam — sponsus  ni  Ibrt^  appareat,  bospes 
Heu  !  brevisi  in  somnis,  &  Indicra  fallat  imago. 
Immemor  ille  tori  interea  niit  acer  in  hostem : 
Horrendum  strepit   armomm  fragor  nndique 

campis; 
Atque  immortales  dnrant  in  sscnla  pugtuBt 


Rinc  Jovis  immensium  delati  aocedimna  or* 
niic  mille  locis  exercet  saeva  tyrannns         fbem. 
Inperia  in  totidem  serros,  totidemqae  rebeales : 
Sed  brevis  exercet:  parat  illi  fota  veneno 
Perjurtis,  populosque  premit  novus  ipse  tyrannus. 
Hi  decies  pacem  figunt  pretio  atque  refigont : 
Tnmdemum  arma  parant:    longe  lateque  oo- 

hortes 
Extendunturagris;  simul  aequora  totategnntar 
Classibus,  &  ficti  cdebrantur  utrinque  triarophi. 
roedera  mox  ineunt  nunqnam  violanda:  breviqne 
^lii  iterum  simulachra  cient !  referunturin  al- 
Clasfes,  pacificoque  rcplentur  milite  campi.  [tnm 
Fiiius  hie  patri  meditatur,  sponsa  marito, 
Serous  hero  insidias.     Has  leges  scilicet  illis 
Im|X)fiuit  natura  locis,  quo  tempore  paticm 
Jupiter  ipse  suum  solio  detrusit  avito. 
Inde  vencna  viris,  peijuria,  munera,  frandes, 
Suadetopum  sitis,  ^  regnaadi  dira  cbpido. 


Siatumi  tandem  nos  illoptabilis  ora 
Accipit:  ignavum  pecus  hie  per  opaca  locomm 
Pinguescunt  de  more,  gravi  torpentque  vetemo. 
Vivitar  in   specubus:  quis  enim  tamsedulusy 

arces 
Qni  stmat  ingentes,  operosaque  msnia  condat  ? 
Idem  omnes  stufrar  altus  habet,  sub  pectore  fixus. 
Kon  studia  ambitiosa  Jovis,  variosve  labores 
Mercurii,  non  Martis  opus,  non  Cyprida  ndrunt. 
Post  obitum,  ut  perhibent,  sedes  glomerantur  in 

istas 
Qui  longam  nullas  vitam  excolu^re  per  artes ; 
Sed  Cerere  &  Baccho  pleni,  somnoque  sepulti 
Cunctarum  duxere  sterna  obliina  rerum.  [rum, 
Nob  avium  auditur  cantns,  non  murmur  aqua- 
Mugitusve  bourn,  aut  peoorum  batatus  inagris : 
Nodos  non  decorant  segetes,  non  gramina  cam- 

pos. 
Sylva,  usquam  si  sylva,  latet  sub  monte  nivali, 
S^  canet  viduata  comis :  bic  noctua  tantiim 
Glisque  habitat,  bufoque  fc  cum  testudine,  talpa. 
Piumipa  dum  tard^  subtqrlabfntta  tenw 


Nov  through  the  deitin'd  fields  of  air  w«  fly 
And  leave  those  happy  mansions  with  a  sigh': 
Thence  the  dire  coast  we  reach.  th«  dreary 
plains,  [reigns: 

Where  Mars,  grim    god,  and  bloody  Discord 
The  host  in  arms  embattled  sternly  stands. 
The  jword,  the  dart,  the  dagger  in  their  hands. 
Here  po  fair  nymphs  to  silver  sounds  advance. 
But  buskia'd  heroes  form  the  Pyrrhic  dance. 
And  brazen  trumpets,  terrible  from  fisr. 
With  martial  music  fire  the  soul  to  war. 
Hei«  mourns  the  luvely  bride  her  husband  fled. 
The  sterile  nuptials,  the  deserted  bed. 
Sighs  the  long  nights,  and,  frantic  with  despair, 
Beats  her  soft  breast,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair : 
In  vain  she  sighs,  in  vain  dissolves  in  tears — 
In  sleep,  perchance,  the  warrior  lord  appeara, 
A  fleeting  form  that  glides  before  her  sight, 
A  momentary  vision  of  the  night 
Mean  while,  regardless  of  her  tender  woe. 
The  hardy  husband  rusheB  on  the  foe : 
Harsh  soupds  of  war  through  regions  distant  rage. 
And  fights  immortal  last  from  age  to  age. 

Hence  through  the  boundless  void  we  nimbly 
move. 
And  reach  the  wide-extended  plains  of  Jove. 
Here  the  stem  tyrant  sways  an  iron  rod  ^ 
A  thousand  vassals  tremble  at  his  nod. 
How  short  the  period  of  a  tyrants  date ! 
The  poisonous  phial  speeds  the  wor)t  of  fate : 
S69rce  is  the  proud,  imperious  tjrrant  dead. 
But,  lo  I  a  second  lords  it  in  bis  stead. 
Here  peace,  as  common  merchandize  b  sold. 
Heaven's  first,  best  blessing,  for  pernicious  goldi 
War  soon  succeeds,  the  sturdy  squadrons  stand 
Wide  o^er  the  fields,  a  formidable  band : 
With  numerous  fleets' they  crowd  the  groaning 

main. 
And  triumph  for  the  victories  they  feign : 
Again  in  strict  alliances  unite, 
Till  Discord  raise  the  phantom  of  a  fight  | 
Again  they  sail  -,  again  the  troops  prepare 
Their  falchions  for  the  mockery  of  war. 
The  son  inhuman  seciks  his  fothet's  life. 
The  slave  his  master's,  and  her  lord's  the  wifo* 
With  vengeance  thus  their  kindling  bosoms  fire. 
Since  Jove  u<nip*d  the  sceptre  of  his  sire. 
Hence  poisons^  bribes,  fruuds,  peijuries,  bcftray; 
And  thirst  of  gold,  and  avarice  of  sway. 

At  length  we  land,  vast  fields  of  ether  crost. 
On  Saturn's  cold,  uncomfortable  coast ; 
In  dismal  gloom  here  drones  inactive  lull 
The  lazy  hours,  lethargically  dull. 
In  caves  they  live ;  were  sluggards  ever  known 
To  raise  a  citadel,  or  build  a  town? 
The  same  deep  stupor,  throngh  the  lifeless  whole. 
Chills  in  the  breast,  and  freezes  in  the  soul, 
lliese  never  know  th'  ambitious  schemes  of  Jove, 
Their  breasts  not  fire-fraught  Mercury  can  move. 
Mars  cannot  spur  to  war,  nor  Venus  woo  to  lovstt 
Here  rove  those  souls,  'tis  said,  when  life  depyts^ 
Who  left  uncultivated  oseflri  arts ; 
But  stnpify'd  with  ptenty  and  repose. 
Dreamt  out  long  life  in  one  continued  doze ! 
No   feather'd    songsters,    with    sweet-warbled 
Attune  to  melting  melody  the  plains,        [straioi 
No  flocks,  no  herds  here  feed  in  pastures  wide. 
No  fountains  musically-murmuring  glide; 
Th'  ungenial  waste  no  tender  herbage  yiddSf 
No  bmryents  WHY^  Iq^Mri^nt  io  the  (kelda^ 
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Ptfian  Qodiun  volTont,  &  sola  papaven  paacant : 
Quorum  leoUis  odor,  letbaBaque  pocuia  somnot 
Soadnt  parpentus,  circuinfiistBqae  teoebrae. 


Honrandovisaobetupoi:  quia  Pegaaon  ipsam 
Deledire  animi ;  sensit  dux,  terque  flagella 
Insonait  clariikin,  terque  alta  voce  morantem 
Increpuit :  wcat  ille  cito  pede  levia  cam  pi 
£therei,  tanwdqae  Mcundi  allabitur  aur&. 

Cantabr.  in  Comitiis  prioribos,  1740-1. 


MJTERIES  GAUDET  Vl  INERTIM. 

BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A. 

ViavEctTM  in  patria,  quit  latd  Bclgica  squaJcnt 
Arva  inarata,  palus  horrenda  voragine  crebr& 
Ante  oculos  jacet  j  baud  iMic  impune  viator, 
Per  tcnebias  iter  instituat ;  tremit  undique  tellus 
Sub  pedibus  malefida,  vapores  undique  densos 
Sadat  humnsjnebulisque  amicitur  tristibus  berba. 

Hoc  fato  infelix  si  quando  agiten's  iniquo, 
*Et  tut5  in  medium  liceat  penetrare,  ridebis 
Attonitus,  nigrft  de  nube  emcrgere  templum, 
Templum   ingens,    immane,    altum  penetrale 

Stuporis. 
PInmbea  stat  turns,  plumbum  sinuatur  in  arcus, 
Et  solido  limosa  tument  fiindamina  plumbo. 
Haii/»  pia  Materies  Divo  sdem  extruxit  inerti, 
StulUtiae  impulau — quid  enim  ?  I«tbargica  sem- 
per 
Sponte  su4  nibil  aggreditur,  dormitat  in  boras, 
Et,  sine  vi,  nullo  gaudet  Dca  ianguida  motu. 
Hlc  camonstra  habitant,  que  olim  sub  lumi- 
ms  auras 
liateries  peperit  somno  patre,  lividus  iste 
Zoiliis,  fc  Bavio  non  imparMaevius;  audas 
Spinoza,  &  Pyrrbo,  cumque  Hobbesio  Epicurus. 
Ast  omnes  valeai  quss  musa  referre  !  freqnentes 
Usque   adeo  videas    hebeies  properare  ?— ncc 

adfcrt 
Qoidqiiam  opis  Anglorum  doctte  vichua  gentis. 
Sic  quondam,  ut  perbibent,  stupuit  Baeotica  tel- 
VicinA  licet  AntycirA,  nihil  inde  salutis,       [lus 
ITU  tulit  bellebori  Zephyrus,    cam   s«pe  per 

leqiior 
Felicem  ad  Lesbon  levibos  Tolitaverit  alis, 
bdigens  mellila  ferens  suspiria  Florse. 

Portient  ilia  vides  ?  GoChicis  suffnlta  colnmnis, 
Templi  aditus,  qulmn  laxa  patet!  custodia  qualis 
Ante  fons !  quatuor  formse  sua  toUere  miri« 
Oramodis!  en!   torya  tuenssut limine  in  ipso. 
Personam  Logices  induta,  Sophistica,  denis 
Gncta  Categoriis ;  matrem  quse  maxima  natn 
Fdia   Materiem    agnosdt— <)uaDtum  in^tar  in 
ipt&estl 


The  woods,  if  woods  there  be,  lie  laaflaas,  low 
Beneath  bleak  mountains  of  eternal  spow* 
Dull  animals  inhabit  tbis  abode. 
The  owl/  mole,  dormouse,  tortoise,  and  the  toadj 
Dull  rivers  roll  within  their  channels  deep, 
And  only  feed  the  poppy  as  they  creep :       [vito 
Whose  stagnant  fumes,  and  dozing  draughts  i|V^ 
Perpetual  slumbers  in  perpetual  uight 

Aghast  1  stood,  the  drowsy  vapours  lull 
My  soul  in  gloom,  ev'n  Pegasus  grew  dull. 
My  guide  observed,  and  thrice  heurg*d  his  speed. 
Thrice  the  loud  lash  resounded  firom  the  steed, 
Fir'd  at  the  strokes,  he  flies  with  slackened  rein 
Swift  o'er  tjie  level  of  the  liquid  plain, 
Glides  with  the  gentle  gale,  and  lights  on  earth 
again. 
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Obbp  in  the  bosom  of  Batavian  plains. 

Where  wethers    fetten,    and    where    dnlneis 

reigns. 
Full  many  a  fen  infests  the  putrid  shore. 
And  many  a  gulph  the  melancholy  moor. 
Let  not  the  stranger  in  these  regions  stay. 
Dark  is  the  sky  and  perilous  the  way ; 
Beneath  his  steps  the  quivering  tur&  resopnd. 
Dense  fogs  exhale,  and  dwell  upon  the  ground. 
Here  should  you  rove,  by  Fate's  severe  coofe- 

mand» 
You'll  see,  within  the  octitrc  of  the  land» 
The  ftine  of  Duluess,  of  prodigious  size. 
Emerging  from  a  sable  cloud  arise. 
A  leaden  tower  upheaves  its  heavy  head*    • 
Large  leaden  arches  pi-ess  the  slimy  bed. 
The  soft  soil  swells  beneath  the  load  of  Lead* 
Old  Matter  here  erected  this  abode. 
At  Folly's  impulse,  to  the  slothful  god. 
Here  the  majestic  drone  delighu  to  suy,. 
Slumbering  the  dull,  inactive  hours  away; 
Here  still,  unless  by  foreign  force  iropreat. 
She  holds  the  sceptre  of  eternal  rest 

Their  habitation  here  those  monsters  keep^ 
Whom  Matter  falher*d  on  the  gad  of  Sleep : 
Here  Zoiius,  with  cankering  envy  pale. 
Here  Maevius  bids  his  brother  Bavins,  bail ; 
Bold  atheist  leaders  head  their  senseless  mobe, 
Spinoza,  Pyro,  Epicurus,  Hobbes. 
How  can  the  Muse  recount  the  numerona  crew 
Of  frequent  duaces  crowding  on  the  view  ? 
Nor  can  leam'd  Albion's  sun  that  bums  so  bright^ 
Illuminate  the  realms  involv'd  in  night. 
Bceotia  thus  remain'd,  in  days  of  yore. 
Senseless  and  stupid,  tho*  the  neighbouring  shore 
Affiurded  salutary  hellebore : 
No  cure  exhal'd  from  Zephyr's  buxom  breeze. 
That  gently  brusb'd  the  bosom  of  the  seas. 
As  oft  to  Lesbian  fields  be  wing'd  his  way. 
Fanmng  fair  Flora,  and  in  airy  play 
Breath'd  balny  sighs,  that  melt  the  soul  away. 

Behold  that  portico  !  how  vast,  how  wide ! 
Tlie  pillars  Gothic,wrought  with  barbarous  pride  ;i 
Four  monstrous  shapes  before  the  portal  wait. 
Of  boirid  aspect,  centiies  to  the  gate : 
Lo!  in  the  entrance,  with  disdainfol  eye. 
In  Logick'sdark  disguise,  stands  Sophistry: 
Her  very  front  would  common  sense  confoun^ 
FiK»iniw»*d  with  ten  catcfonci  rOMod ; 
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Grande  caput,  teiraesocoli,  cutis  arida  pitidant 
Fallacf  to  :  rete  ana  manus  tenet,  altera  ftistem. 
Vestis  arachneis  sordet  circnmdata  telis,    . 
Quels  gaudet  JabyrinthKos  Dea  callidanodoe. 
Aspicias  in     funereo  gradientem  incessu — 
Quam  lcn»i  calo  Satumi  ▼olTitur  astrum  : 
Qukm  \enik  saltaverunt  post  Orphea  montes: 
Qukm  lent^,  Cxonii,  solennis  pondera  csbhs 
i^estant  tergemioomm  abdomina  bedelloniin. 


Prasama  deinde  tenet  loca  sorte  insana  Ma- 
thesis,  [capillos, 
Kuda  pedes,  chlamydetn  discincta,    incompta 
Immeroor  extemi,  punctoque  innixa  reclinat. 
Ante  p^les  vario  insriptanvdiagrammate  arenam 
Cemas,  rectis  cun-a,  atquc  interlexta  rotunda 
Schemata  quadratis-~queis  scilicet  abdita  remm 
Pandere  sejactat  solam,  doctasque  sorores 
FaHtidit,  propriaeque  nihil  non  arrogat  arti. 
I  Ham  olim,  dace  Neulono,  dum  tendit  ad  astra, 
£theriasque  domes  supeHkm,  indignata  Tolan- 
tern  [scens 
Turba  mathematic^m  retrahit,  pcenasque  rcpo- 
Detinet  in  ten-is,  nugisque  exercet  ineptis. 


Tertia  Microphife,  proles  furtiva  parentis 
DivinsB !  produxit  enim  contmixta  furenti 
Diva  viro  Physioe — musces  &  papiliones 
Lustrat  inexplet^m,  colJunique  &  temporarident 
Floribus,  &  fungis,  totfique  propagine  veris. 
Kara  oculls  nngarum  avidis  animalia  quxrit 
Omne  genus,  seu  serpit  humi,  seu  ludit  in  nndis, 
8eu  volitans  tremulis  liqnidum  secat  aera  pennis. 
O !  ubi  Uttoribus  nostris  felicior  aura 
Polypon  appuierit,  quanto  cava  templa  Stuporis 
Slugitu  coscussa  trement,  reboabit  &  ingens 
Pulsa  palus  f  Plausu  excipiet  Dea  blanda  secnndo 
Microphileanteomnes;  jam  noncrocodulon  ado- 
rat!  [ardet, 

Non  borabyx,  cbonchffive  juvant :    sed  Polypon 
Solum  Polypon  ardet,— &  ccce !  faceta  feraci 
Falce  novos  creat  assidu^,  pascitque  creator. 
Ah  I  modo  dilectis  pasctt  nova  gaudia  muBdSi 


Qnartam  Materiel  peperit  cotijnncta  Stnpori, 
Kom,en  Xtheia  illi,  monstrum  cui  lumenademp- 

tum, 
Atque  aures ;  cui  sensns  abest,  sed  mille  trisulcse 
iin  movA  UDgoSi  refv{;ai  quibui  mficit  auns. 


She  from  Old  Matter,  the  great  mother  cflner 
By  birth  the  eldest— «nd  how  like  the  darnel 
Her  sbrivel'd  skin,  small  eyes,  enormous  pate»- 
Denote  her  shrewd,  and  subtle  in  debate  : 
This  hand  a  net,  and  that  sustains  a  chib, 
Tentangle  her  antagonist,  or  drub. 
The  spider's  toils,  allK>'er  her  garment  spread. 
Imply  the  mazy  errours  of  her  bead. 
Behoid  her  marching  with  funereal  pace. 
Slow  as  old  Saturn  through  prodigious  space. 
Slow  as  the  mighty  mountains  mov'd  along. 
When  Orpheus  rais'd  the  lyre-attended  aoog  > 
Slow  as  st  Oxford,  on  some  gaudy  day. 
Fat  beadles,  in  magnificent  array. 
With  big  round  bellies  bear  the  ponderous  treat 
And  heavily  lag  on,  with  the  vast  load  of  .meat. 

Next  her,  mad  Mathesis ;  her  feet  all  bare, 
Ungirt,  unlrimm'd,  with  loose  neglected  hair: 
No  foreign  object  can  her  thoughts  disjoint^ 
Reclin'd  she  sits,  and  ponders  o'er  a  point 
Before  her,  lo  !  inscriVd  upon  the  ground 
Strange  diagrams  th'  astonish 'd  sight  confound, 
Right  lines  and  curves,  with  figures  square  and 

round. 
With  these  the  monster,  arrogant  and  vaia. 
Boasts  that  she  can  all  mysteries  explain. 
And  treats  the  sacred  sisters  with  disdain. 
She,  when  great  Newton  sought  his  kindred  skies^ 
Sprung  high  in  air,  and  strove  with  him  to  rise. 
In  vain — ^the  matbematic  mob  restrains 
Her  flight,  indignant,  and  on  Earth  detains  ; 
E'er  since  she  dwells  intent  on  useless  schemef. 
Unmeaning  problems,  and  deliberate  dreams* 

Micropbile  is  station'd  next  in  place. 
The  spurious  issue  of  celestial  race ; 
From  heavenly  Physice  she  took  her  birth. 
Her  sire  a  madman  of  the  sons  of  Earth ; 
On  flicK  she  pores  with  keen,  unwearied  sight. 
And  moths  and  butterflies,  her  dear  delight; 
Around  her  neck  hang  dangling  on  a  string 
The  fungous  tribe,  with  all  the  flowers  of  spring* 
With  greedy  eyes  she'll  search  the  world  to  find 
Insects  and  reptiles  rare  of  every  kind ; 
Whether  along  the  lap  of  Earth  they  stray. 
Or  nimbly  sportive  in  the  waters  play. 
Or  through  the  light  expanse  of  ether  fly. 
And  on  light  wing  float  wavering  in  the  sl^. 
Ye  gales,  that  gently  breathe  upon  our  shore, 
O !  let  the  polypus  be  wafted  o*er$ 
How  will  the  hollow  dome  of  Dulness  ring  ? 
With  what  loud  joy  receive  the  wonderous  thing  ? 
Applause,  will  rend  the  skies,  and  all  around 
The  quivering  quagmires  bellow  back  the  sounds 
How  will  Micropbile  her  joy  attest^ 
And  glow  with  warmer  raptures  than  the  rest  i 
No  longer  shall  the  crocodile  excel, 
Nor  weaving  worm,  nor  variegated  shelly 
The  polypus  shall  novelties  inspire. 
The  polypus,  her  only  fond  desire. 
Lo!  by  the  wounds  of  her  creating  knife. 
New  polypusses  wriggle  into  life. 
Fast  as  the  reptiles  rise,  she  feeds  with  store 
Of  once  rare  flies,  but  now  esteem'd  no  more^ 

The  fourth  dire  shape  Yrom  mother  Matter 
Dulness  her  sire,  and  Atheism  her  name ;  [came, 
I n  her  no  glimpse  of  sacred  Sense  appears. 
Deprived  of  eyes,  and  destitute  of  ears : 
And  yet  she  brandishes  a  thousand  tongues. 
And  hlaststhe  wgrU  withaur-infocting  IaQgi» 
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Haue  stupor  ipie  parens  odit,  Ticina  nefendos 
Horret  sylva  sooos,  neque  surda  repercutit  Echo* 
^endacem  natura  redarguit  ipsa,  Deumque 
£1  ccelum,  S^  terre,  veraciaque  Astra  fatentur. 
Se  s'lmul  agglomerans  surgit  chorus  omnis  aqua- 
rum, 
£t  puro  sublimi  souat  grave  fulmeu  olympo. 


Fonteortus  Lethaao,  ipsus  ad  ostia  templi, 
Ire  soporifero  teudit  cum  murmure  rivus, 
Hue  potum  Stolidos  Deus  erocat  agmine  magno: 
Crebri  idiunt,  largtsque  sitim  restinguere  gau<- 
dent        ^  [btupeoda 

Hauatibus,  atque  Iterant    calices,    certantque 
*<  Me,  meetiam,''  clamo,  occurreus  ;-*-sed  vellicat 

aurem 
Calliope,  nocuasque  vetat  contingere  lymphas 


Curs'd  by  her  sire,  her  wry  words  are  woundsy 
No  gro^'e  re-echoes  the  detested  sounds. 
Whatever  she  speaks  all  nature  proves  a  lye. 
Earth,  Heaven,  and  sUrs  proclaim  a  Deity : 
The  congregated  waves  in  moan*ains  driven 
Roar  in  grand  chorus  to  thejord  of  Heaven ; 
Through  skies  serene  the  pealing  thunders  roll. 
Loudly  pronounce    the   god,    and  shake   thA 
sounding  pole. 
A  river,  murmuring  from  Lethsean  source. 
Full  to  the  fane  directs  its  sleepy  course ; 
The  Power  of  Dulness,  leaning  on  the  brink. 
Here  calls  the  multitude  of  fools  to  drink. 
Swarming  they  crowd  to  stupify  the  skull. 
With  frequent  cups  contendin:;  to  be  dull. 
"  Me,  let  me  taste  the  sacred  stream,"  (I  cry'd). 
With  out-stretch'd  arm— the  Muse   my  booo 

dcny'd. 
And  sav'd  me  from  the  sense-intoxicating  tide. 


MUTUA   ORCITATIONUM    PROPAGA- 
TIO  SOLFI  POTEST  MECHANICS 
BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A. 
Mouus,  scurra  procaxsupeiOm,  quo  tempora 

PaUas 
Exiluiteerebro  Jovis,  est  pro  more  jocatus 
Nescio  quid  stultum  de  partu:   excanduit  iri 
Jupiter,-  asper,  acerba  tuens;    **  et  tu  quoque, 

dixit, 
Garmle,  concipies,  fcstumque  ex  ore  profundes:" 
Haud  mora,  jamque  supiuus  in  auli  ^tenditur 

ingens 
IDeriiior;  dubi&  velantur  lumina  nocte ; 
Stertitbians  immane; — e  naso  Gallica  ctangant 
Classica,  Germanique  simul  sermoois  amaror, 

Edita  vix  tandem  est  monstrnm  Folychasmia, 
pit>les 
Tanio  digna  pairente,  aviseque  slmillima  NoctL 
nia  ocukM  tentat  nequicquam  aperirc,  vetemo 
ToH'ida,  &  horrendo  vultum  distorta  cachinno. 
^mulushanc  Jovls  aspiciens,  qui  fictile  vulgus 
Fecerat  infelix,  iroitarier  arte  Prometheus 
Andet — nee  flammis  opus  est  coelestibus:  auras 
Tres  StygisB  flatus,  nigrss  tria  pocula  Lethes 
Itf  iscet,  &  innuptsB  suspiria  longa  puellae. 
His  adipem  suis  &  guttur  conjungit  as^lli, 
Tensaqiie  cum  gemitu  somnisquesequacibus  ore. 
^c  etiam  in  terris  dea,  quae  mortal  ibus  aegris 
Ferret  opem,  inque  bebetes  dominarier  apta, 
creataest 
Nonne  vides,  ut  praecipiti  petit  oppida  cursn 
Kustica  plebs,  stipatque  ibrum  ?  sublime  tribunal 
Armigerique  equitesquepremunt,  de  more  parati 
JostiUse  tanCes  proferre  fideliter  aequas, 
Grande  capillitium  induti,  frontemque  minacem, 
Non  temere  attoniti  caupones,  tnrbaque  f  urum 
Anfugiunt,  gravidaeque  timent  trucia  ora  puellae. 
At  mox  fida  comes  Folyphasmia,  matutinis 
Quaese  miscnerat  poc'lisCerealibus,  ipsum 
Jadicus  in  cerebrum  scandit^amque  unus  8c 
Ceeperuntlongasin  biatum  dncere  voces:  [alter 
Donee  percnnctos  dea  jam  solenne,  profundum 
Sparaerit    Hum— nutant   taciti,   turn    brachia 

magno 
SxHeDdoot  niiu,  patnlis  fl&  fiittcibus  biscunt. 


MBCRANICAL  SOLUTION  OV  TUB 

PROPAGATION  OF  YAJVNING. 

Wbbn  Pallas  issued  from  the  brain  of  Jove, 
Momus,  the  mimic  of  the  gods  above. 
In  his  mock  mood  impertinently  spoke. 
About  the  birth,  some  low,  ridiculousjoke : 
Jove,  sternly  frowning,  glow»d  with  vengeful  ira. 
And  thus  indignant  said  th'  almighty  sire; 
» *  Loquacious  slave,  that  laugh'st  without  a  cause. 
Thou  Shalt  conceive,  and  bring  forth  at  thy  jaws.*' 
He  spoke— stretch 'd  in  the  hall  the  mimic  lies. 
Supinely  dull,  thick  vapours  dim  his  eyei : 
And  as  hig  jaws  a  horrid  chasm  disclose. 
The  Gallic  trumpet  sounded  from  his  nose  ; 
Harsh  waslhefctrain,and  horriUle  to  hear. 
Like  German  jargon  prati  ng  on  the  ear • 

At  length  was  Polychasniia  l.rought  to  light. 
Like  her  strange  sire,    and  grandmother,  Old 

Night 
Her  eyes  to  open  oft  in  vain  she  try'd, 
liock'd  were  the  lids,  her  mouth  distended  wide. 
Her  when  Prometheus  happened  to  survey 
(Rival  of  Jove,  that  made  mankind  of  clay) 
He  dar'd  to  emulate  the  wond<;rous frame. 
Nor  sought  assistance  from  celestial  flame. 
To  three  Lethaean  cups  be  learn'd  to  mix 
Deep  sighs  of  virgins,  with  three  blasts  from  Styx, 
The  bray  of  asses,  with  the  grunt  of  boar. 
The  sleep-preceding  groan,  and  hideous  snore. 
Thus  took  the  goddess  h€  r  miracMous  birth. 
Helpful  to  all  the  muzzy  sons  of  Earth. 

Behold  1  tbe  motley  multitude  from  far 
Haste  to  the  town,  and  crowd  the  clam*it>us  bar. 
The  prest  bench  groans  with  many  a  squire  and 

knight. 
Who  weigh  out  justice,  and  distribute  rights 
Severe  they  seem,  and  formidably  big,' 
With  awful  aspect  and  tremendous  wig. 
The  pale  delinquent  pays  averse  his  fine. 
And  the  fat  landlord  trembles  for  his  sign. 
Poor,  pilfering  villains  skulk  aloof  dismay'd, 
Andoonscious  terrours  seize  the  pregnant  maid. 
Soon  Folychasmia,  who  was  always  near, 
Fidl  fraught  with  momingcups  of  humming  beer. 
Steals  to  his  worship's  brain ;  thence  quicUy  ran 
'  Prodigious  yawnings,  catch'dfirom  man  to  man : 
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IntereiL  legoiii  caupODM  jargia  nuscent. 
Quels  nil  rhetorice  est,  nisi  copia  major  biaiidi : 
Yocibos  ambigois  certanWnugasque  strophasque 
Alternis  jaculantar,  fc  irascuDturamic^, 
JXMiantqoe  accrpiuntque  stuporis  missile  plam- 
bum. 
Vos,  Fanatica  turba,  nequit  pia  Musa  tacere. 
Majoremne  aliunde  potest  diducere  rictum  ? 
Ascendit  gravis  Orator,  iniser&qoe  loqoeljL 
Expromit  theun ;  in  partes  quaib  deinde  minutas 
Distrahit,  ut  connectat,  &  explicat  obscurando : 
Spargitur  line  f  pigris  verborum  somnas  ab  alls, 
Qnx  circiim  gemit,  &  plausum  declarat  biando. 


Necvos,  qni  falsS  matrem  jactatis  Hygeian,* 
Patremqua  Hippocratem,taceam — Polychasmia, 


Agnosoo  natos :  tumidas  sine  pondere  voces 
In  vulgom  eructant ;  emuncto  quisque  baciUum 
Applicat  auratum  naso,  graviterque  facetns 
Totom  se  in  vultam  eogit,medicaminB  pandens — 
Rusticus  haaritamara,  atque  insanabile  dormit; 
Het  sensus  revocare  queant  fomenta,  nee  herbas, 
Kon  ars,  nota  mire  magicus  sonus  Abracadabrse. 


Ante  alios  inmma  et,  Polychasmia,  can  so- 

pbistSB : 
INe  Tui  csBcas  vires,  causamque  latentem 
Sedultts  exquirit— quo  scilicet  impete  iattcas 
Invitie  disjungantur ;  quo  vortice  aquoesB 
Farticolse  6ottent,  comitesqueat  fulminis  im- 

.  bres. 
Cum   strepita  emmpant;    ut  deinde  vaporet 

ocellos 
Materies  subtilis ;  ut  in  cutis  insinnet  se 
Betia  i  turn,  si  forte  datur  contiugere  nerves 
Concordes,  cunctorum  ora  expanduntur  biulca. 
Sicubi,  Pbosbe pater,  sumis  cheljnij  harmoniam- 

que 
Abstrasam  in  chordissimnl  elicis,  altera,  siqoam 
iEqnalis  tenor  aptavit,  tremit  ssmula  cant^, 
M^nnoniaipque  imitata  lyram  sine  pollicis  ictu 
Divinum  resonat  proprio  modnlamine  carmen. 
Me  quoque,   mene  tuum  tetigisti,   ingrata, 

poeCam? 
Hei  mihi  1  totus  faiotibi  jam  stupefitctus,  tki  ipso 
Pamasso  captus  long^  kmgeqne  remotas 
Prospecto  Musas,  sitioque,  ut  Tantalus  alter, 
Castaiias  situs  inter  aquas,  inbiantis  ab  ore 
Ifectarei  fuginnt  latices — ^boa  Popius  um& 
£xcipit  undauti,  k,  fontem  stbe  vendicat  omnem. 


Hand  aliter  fioeinm  esnriens  Sicator  edacem 
JXimvidet,  appotitusque  oibos  frustratur  hian- 

tern, 
Dentibus  infrendens  nequicquam  lumine  torvo 
Sepius  exprobrat ;  nequicquam  brachia  tendit 
.  Sedulas  officiosa,  dapes  removere  paratus. 
Olli  Bunqoam  exempia  fiunes,  quin  frosta  su- 

prema 
l)evoret,  &  peritnra  imniani  inguigitet  ore: 
TttmdsBumjwbetatiferri;  nudaUcapaci 
f^ssa  aeamty  iafobrt  ioiuyit  caiino^ 


Silent  fhey  nod,  and  with  laborious  stmin 
Stretch  out  their  arms,  then  listless  yawn  again; 
For  an  the  flowers  of  rhetonc  they  can  boast. 
Amidst  their  wranglings,  is  to  gape  the  most ; 
Ambiguous  quirks,  and  friendly  wrath  they  ven^ 
And  give  and  take  the  leaden  argument. 

Ye  too,  Fanatics,  never  shall  escape 
The  faithful  Muse ;  for  who  so  widely  gape  ? 
Mounted  on  high,  with  serious  care  perplext^ 
The  miserable  preacher  takes  his  text; 
Then  into  parts  minute,  with  wondrous  pai■!^ 
Divides,  connects,  disjoints,  obscures,  explains: 
While  ^m  his  lips  lean  periods  lingering  creep. 
And  not  one  meaning  interrupts  their  sleep. 
The  drowsy  hearers  stretch  their  weary  jaws. 
Add  groan  to  groan,  and  yawn  a  loud  applaosey 

The  quacks  of  physic  next  provoke  my  ire^ 
Who  falsely  boast  Hippocrates  their  sire : 
Goddess !  thy  sons  I  ken — verbose  and  loud. 
They  feed  with  windy  pu£b  the  gaping  crowd. 
With  look  important,  critical,  and  vain. 
Each  to  hif  nose  applies  the  gilded  cane; 
Each  as  he  nods,  and  ponders  o'er  the  case. 
Gravely  collects  himself  into  his  face. 
Explains  his  med'cines — which  the  rustic  bnys. 
Drinks  the  dire  draught,  and  of  the  doctor  dies  { 
No  pills,  no  potions  can  to  life  restore  ; 
Abracadabra,  necromantic  power ! 
Can  charm,  and  conjure  up  from  death  no  more. 

The  Sophs,  great  goddess,  aie  thy  dating 
care. 
Who  hunt  out  questions  intricately  rare ; 
Explore  what  secret  spring,  what  hidden  cause. 
Distends  with  hideous  chasm  th'  unwilling  jaw»» 
How  watery  particles  with  wonderous  power 
Burst  into  sound,  like  thunder  with  a  shower : 
How  subtile  matter,  exquisitely  thin. 
Pervades  the  curious  net-work  of  the  skin. 
Affects    th'    accordant   nerves— all    eyes  are 

drown'd 
In  drowsy  vapours,  and  the  yawn  goes  rbond. 
When  Phoebus  thus  his  flying  fingers  flings 
Across  the  chords,  and  sweeps  the  quiveringi 
If  e'er  a  lyre  at  unison  remain,  [strings^ 

Trembling  it  swells,  and  emulates  the  strain : 
Thus  Memnon'sharp,  in  ancient  times  renowned, 
Expressed,  untouched,  sweet-modulated  sound. 

But  oh  I  -ungrateful !  to  thy  own  true  bard# 
Is  this,  O  goddess !  this  my  just  reward  ? 
Thy  drowsy  dews  upon  my  head  distil. 
Just  at  the  entrance  of  th'  Aonian  hill ; 
Listless  I  yawn,  unactive,  and  supine. 
And  at  vast  distance  view  the  sacred  Nine : 
Wishful  I  view  Castalia's  streams,  accurst. 
Like  Tantalus,  with  unextinguished  thjrst  $ 
The  waters  fly  my  lips,  my  claim  disown — 
Pope  drinks  them  deeply,  they  are  all  his  own. 

Thus  the  lank  Sizar  views,  with  gaze  aghast* 
The  harpy  tutor  at  his  noon's  i^past ; 
In  vain  his  teeth  he  grinds^-oft  checks  a  si^ 
And  darts  a  silent  censure  from  his  eye  : 
Now  he  prepares,  ofllcioiis,  to  convey 
The  lessening  relics  of  the  meal  away-« 
In  vain,  no  morsel  'scapes  the  greedy  jaw. 
All,  all  is  gorg*d  in  magisterial  maw  ; 
Till  at  the  last  observant  of  his  word. 
The  lamentable  waiter  clears  the  board. 
And  Inly-murmuring  miserably  groans. 
To  see  the  empty  diftb,  and  h&a  the  nM^^g 
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  MAY, 

•PROIC  GAWIN  DOUGLAS,  BISHOP  OF 
DUNKELD. 

Bic  -ver  parpuKum ;  varius  boc  flumina  circum 
Fundithiunas  floras.  Virg. 

TO  WILLIAM  DIXON^  ESQ. 

Whtlb  at  your  Loversal,  secure  retreat. 
Far  from  the  vain,  the  busy,  and  the  great. 
Retirement's  calm,  yet  useful  atts  you  kuow, 
Bid  buUdings  rise,  and  future  navies  grow  ; 
Or,  by  the  sacred  thirst  of  learning  led, 
Converse  familiar  with  th'  illustrious  dead. 
Worthies  of  old,  who  lifie  by  artorefin'd. 
Taught  wholesome  laws,  and  homaniz'd  man- 
kind: 
Csm  my  friend  listen  to  this  flowery  lay, 
Where  splendid  Douglas   paints  the  blooming 

May? 
If  aught  these  lines  thy  candid  ear  engage. 
The  Muse  shall  1eam  to  moralise  the  page^ 
Give  modest  merit  the  reward  that's  due. 
And  place  the  interests  of  mankind  in  view, 
Form  tender  minds  by  virtue's  better  lore, 
'  And  teach  old  infidels  to  doubt  no  more. 
To  thee  this  verse  belongs ;  and  may  it  prove 
An  earnest  of  'my  gratitude  and  love. 


THK  PREFACE. 

The  following  poem  of  Gawin  Donglas  is  pre- 
fixed to  theXlIthbookof  his  translation  of  Vir- 
girs  iEneis,  and  entitled,  <<  Ane  singular  lemit 
Prolong  of  the  discription  of  May  j"  and  is  now 
publish'd,  as  a  proof,  that  the  muses  had  visited 
Creat  Britain,  and  the  flowers  of  poetry  began 
to  bloom  250  years  ago.  It  may  also  serve  as  an 
instance,  that  the  lowland  Scotch  language  and 
the  English,  at  that  time  were  nearly  the  same. 
Chaucer  and  Douglas  may  be  looked  upon  as  the 
two  bright  stars  that  illumined  England  and 
Scotland,  after  a  dark  interval  of  dulness,  a  long 
night  of  ignorance  and  superstition,  and  foretold 
the  return  of  day,  and  the  revival   of   leam- 

^' 

This  description  of  May  is  extremely  pictu- 
resque and  elegant,  and  esteemed  to  be  one  of 
the  moat  splendid  descriptions  of  that  month 
that  has  appeared  in  print ;  which  is  all  the  apo- 
logy I  shall  make  for  baring  given  it  a  more 
Biodeni  dress. 

'  The  old  Scotch  is  printed  exactJy  after  *the 
Edinburgh  edition,  which  was  published  in  the 
year  1710. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  GAWIN  DOUG- 
LAS. 

Gawih  Douglas,  bishop  of  Dnnkeld,  was  nobly 
descended,  being  a  ion  of  the  illustrious  family 


I  of  Angus.  His  ikther  was  Archibald,  the  sixth 
earl  of  Angus:  he  married  Elizabeth,  daughter  ' 
to  Robert  Boyd,  (who  was  chancellor  and  oo« 
of  the  governors  of  the  kingdom  of  Scotland, 
A-  D.  1468)  by  whom  he  liad  issue  four  soiis, 
George,  William,  Gawin,  and  Archibald.  Th« 
two  eldest,  with  two  hundred  gentleman  of  the 
^ame  of  Douglas,  were  killed  in  the  battle  of 
Flodden. 

Our  author  was  bom  the  latter  end  of  the  year 
1474,  or  the  beginning  of  1475.  Great  care  wa9 
takeaof  his  educatioii,and  he  was  early  instruct- 
ed in  the  liberal  arts  and  sciences.  When  he  had 
completed  his  studies  in  his  own  country,  he 
went  abroad,  that  he  migh^  farther  improve 
himself  by  conversation  with  great  and  learned 
men,  and  obaervatkins  on  the  laws  and  customt 
of  other  countries.  Upon  his  return  to  Scotland, 
he  was  advanced  to  be  provost  of  the  collegiate 
church  of  St.  Giles  in  Edinburgh,  and  rector  of 
Herbt  church,  some  few  miles  distant  from  it. 
In  this  station  he  continued  several  years,  be« 
having  himself  as  became  his  holy  character, 
noble  birth,  and  liberal  education..  After  the 
battle  of  Flodden  many  ecclesiastical  dignities 
became  vacant  $  among  which  was  the  abbacy 
of  Aberbroihock,  one  of  the  most  considerable  ia 
the  kingdom.  The  queen  mother,  who  was  'hen 
regent,  and  shortly  after  married  to  the  earl  of 
Angus,  our  author's  nephew,  presented  hi(n  to  it ; 
and  soon  after  to  the  archbishopric  of  St.  An- 
drews. But  be  met  with  so  great  opposition  ia 
this  affair,  that  neither  the  royal  authority,  nor 
the  influence  of  his  noble  refaitions,  nor  his  own 
unexceptionable  merit,  were  able  to  procure  him 
peaceable  poeocooion :  for  Andrew  Forman  (bi- 
shop of  Murray,  and  archbishop  of  Bourges  in 
France]  by  the  interest  he  had  in  tfie  court  of 
Rome,  and  the  duke  of  Albany,  obtained  a  bull 
from  the  pope  for  that  dignity,  and  was  accord- 
ingly acknowledged  as  archbishop  by  most  of  the 
clergy  of  the  see;  Mr.  Douglas,  reflecting  on 
the  scandals  which  arose  from  such  unworthy 
contests,  and  preferring  the  honour  of  a  Chris- 
tian, and  peaceable  disposition  to  his  temporal 
interest  and  greatness,  wholly  laid  aside  bic 
pretensions  to  that  see.  But  the  bishopric  of 
Dunkeld  becoming  vacant,  in  January  1515,  the 
queen  advanced  him  to  it;  and  afterwards,. by  the 
intercession  of  Henry  III.  king  of  Engiatid, 
obtained  a  ball  in  his  favour  from  pope  Leo  X. 
Notwithstanding  his  right  was  founded  on  the 
royal  and  papal  authority,  yet  he  could  not 
obtain  consecration  for  a  considerable  time, 
because  uf  a  powerful  competitor  $  for  Andrew 
Stuart,  prebendary  of  (-laig,  and  brother 
to  the  earl  of  Atbole,  had  got  himself  nomi- 
nated bishop  by  such  of  the  chapter  as  were 
present;  and  hid  title  was  supported  by  all  the 
enemies  of  the  queen  and  her  husband  the  earl 
of  Angus,  particularly  the  duke  of  Albany,  who 
returning  to  Scotland  in  May  1515,  was  declared 
regent.  In  the  first  session  of  parliament  after 
the  governor's  arrival,  Mr.  Douglas  was  aocused, 
on  some  groundless  pretext  or  other,  of  acting 
contrary  to  the  laws  of  the  nation,  was  pronoun* 
ced  guilty,  and  committed  to  the  castle  of  St. 
Andrews,  and  imprisoned  upwards  of  a  year,  till 
the  governor  was  reconciled  to  the  queen  and  the 
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cari  of  Afigtis :  then  be  was  set  at  liberty,  re- 
ceived into  the  favonr  of  the  regent,  and  conse- 
crated  bishop  at  Glasgow.  Notwithstanding,  his 
troubles  were  not  yet  at  an  end ;  for  his  old  an- 
tagonist, Andrew  Stuart,  had  posnessed  himself 
of  the  palace  of  Dunkeld,  and  seemed  resolved 
ta.defetMl  it  against  the  bishop  by  force  of  arms : 
bowever,  at  last  it  was  yielded  up,  without  any 
bloodshed;  which  was  very  acceptable  to  the 
good  bishop,  who  was  of  a  gentle  and  merci- 
ful disposition,  and  always  regulated  himself 
by  the  excellent  laws  of  the  Christian  reli- 
gion.' 

Being  at  last  put  in  peaceable  possession  of  his 
€»ffice»  he  resolved  to  give  himself  wholly  to  the 
&ithful  discharge  of  his  doty :  but  the  interest 
of  his  Qouutry  would  not  permit  him  long  to 
satisfy  his  own  inclinations  ;  for  he  Was  pitched 
upon  to  attend  the  duke  of  Albany  into  Frauce, 
to  renew  the  antieat  league  between  the  two  na- 
tions :  however,  he  soon  returned  to  Edinburgh, 
with  a  joyful  account  of  the  confirmation  of  the 
league;  and  thence  repaired  to  his  diocese, 
and  applied  himself  to  the  duties  of  his  func- 
tion. 

But  several  unhappy  divisions  being  soon  after 
fijmented  in  Scotland,  and  the  bishop  of  Dunkeld 
.  perceiving  the  violent  aversion  wli'ch  the  court 
had  conceived  against  the  family  of  Angus,  and 
the  danger  he  was  exposed  to  on  that  account, 
resolved  to  retire  into  England  till  the  storm  was 
blown  over.  This  happened  a  a  time  when  the 
king  of  England  bad  just  declared  war  against 
the  Soots:  which  gave  his  enemies  at  home,  who 
were  the  prevailing  party  at  court,  an  opportu- 
nity to  endeavour  his  ruin.  A  proclamation  wa 
»3on  issued  out  against  him,  he  was  declared  an 
enemy  to  his  country,  the  revenues  of  his  bishop- 
ric were  sequestered,  and  all  corespoodence  with 
Umwas  forbid. 


Soon  after  his  coming  to  London,  it  pleosadl 
God  to  put  an  end  to  the  persecutions  of  bis 
enemies,  by  taking  him  to  himself.  Most  authois 
agree  that  he  died  of  the  plague,  which  tbco 
raged  in  the  city,  in  April  1522,  about  the  forty- 
eighth  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  tlie 
hu^pital-churcb  of  the  Savoy!  on  the  left  side  of 
the  tomb-stone  of  Thomas  Halsay,  bishop  of 
Loighrm  in  Ireland,  In  Weevet's  ant  lent  mo- 
numents, we  find  this  inscript'ion  for  them  both. 
Hicjacet  Tho.  Halsay  Leighlinen.  Episcopds, 
in  Basilica  St  Petri  Roms  nationis  Anglieoruai 
Psnitentiarius,  summs  probitatis  vir,  qui  hoe 
solum  post  se  reliquit ;  vixit,  dfimr  vixit,  bene. 
Cui.  Ixvus.  condiiur.  Gawinu^  Douglas  Sco- 
tus.  Dunkelden.  Prssul.  Patria.  sua.  exul. 
1532. 

Such  was  the  fate  of  this  great  genius  and  good 
man  ;  for  whose  elogy,  as  a  poet,  X.  shall  refer 
the  reader  to  his  works,  which  are  very  eloquent 
in  his  praise ;  and  out  of  several  testimonies  of 
eminent  men  that  might  be  produced  in  -his  fia- 
vour,  shall  only  transcribe  this  passage  fiom 
Hume^s  History  of  the  Douglasses,  p.  220, 

**  G.  Douglas  left  behind  him  great  approba- 
tion of  his  virtues,  and  love  of  his  per&on,  in  the 
hearts  of  all  good  men  ;  for  besides  the  nobility 
of  his  birth,  the  dignity  and  comeliness  of  his 
personage,  he  was  learned,  temperate,  and  of 
singular  moderation  of  mind  ;  and  in  those  tur- 
bulent times  had  always  carried  tiimself  among 

the  factions  of  the  nobility  equally,  and  with  a 
mind  to  make  peace,  and  not  to  stir  up  par- 
ties." 

His  chief  works  are,  his  translacion  of  Virgil's 

JEneis,,  the  Palace  of  Honour,  a  Poem,  Aurea 

uarrationes,  Comcedis  aliquot  sacrs,  &  de  rebut 

Sooticis  Liber. 


GAWIN  DOUGLAS 

RIS  SmOULAR  LERNIT   PROLOUG  OF    THE  DESCRIF- 
TIOM   OF   MAT. 

DtOkea,  nycht  bird,  and  wacheof  day. 
The  sternes  chasit  of  the  heuin  away, 
Dame  Cynthia  doun  rolling  in  the  seye. 
And  Venus  loist  the  bewte  of  hir  eye, 
^eand  eachamet  within  Cyllenius  caue. 
Mars  umbedrew  from  all  his  grundin  glaue, 
Nor  frawartSatume  from  his  mortall  spere 
Durst  langare  in  the  firmament  appere, 
Bot  stal  abak  zound  in  his  regioon  far. 
Behind  the  circulate  warld  of  Jupiter; 
Nyctimeneeffrayit  of  the  lycht 
Went  under  couert,  for  gone  was  the  nycht ; 
As  frescbe  Aurora,  to  mychty  Tithone  spous, 
Ischit  of  her  safferon  bed  and  euyr  hous, 
In  crammcsy  clede  and  granit  violate, 
With  sanguyne  cape,  and  seluage  purpurate, 
Unschet  the  wyndois  of  bir  large  hall,  . 
^pred  all  with  rosis,  and  full  of  btlme  riall^ 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  MAY. 

BY  GAWIK   DOUGLAS^   BISHOP  OF  DUNKELD. 

MODERNIZED. 


Vends,  bright  beam  of  night,    and  watch  of 

day 
Had  chas'd  the  lingering  stars  of  Hearen  away. 
Driven  to  the  deep  pale  Cynthia  from  the  sky, 
And  lost  herself  ihe  beauty  of  her  eye; 
With  Mercury  she  sought  the  secret  shade. 
And  Mars  withdrew,  for  all  his  burning  blade  ; 
Nor  gloomy  Saturn,  rolling  in  bis  sphere. 
Durst  longer  in  the  firmament  appear, 
But  vanished  far  from  ken  of  mortals,  fisr 
Beyond  great  Jupiter's  imperial  star. 
The  screech-owl,  startled  at  the  dawning  light, 
Wing*d  to  her  bower  her  solitary  flight : 
For  fresh  Aurora,  Tithon's  splendid  spouse, 
Rose  from  her  saffron  bed,  and  left  ber  iTory 

house ; 
Her  violet  robe  was  stain'd  with  crimson  hne^ 
The  cape  vermilion,  and  the  border  blue  $ 
Her  liands  the  windows  of  her  hall  unbarr'd. 
Spread  all  with  rbses^  and  perfum'd  with  nai& 
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And  eik.  the  beoiDly  portis  christallyne 
TTpWarpis  Inrade,  the  Warlde  till  illaniyne ; 
The  twynkling  stremouris  of  the  orient 
Sched  poarpour  sprayngis  trith  gold  and  asure 
Persand  the  nbil  barmkin  noctumall,     [ment, 
Bet  down  the  skyes  cloudy  mantil  wall ; 
Eons  the  «tede,  with  ruby  hamoiys  rede, 
Abofe  the  seyit  liftis  forth  hiahede, 
Of  cnlloare  sore,  and  tume  dele  bronne  as  b^ly, 
Porto  alichtin and  glad  our  emtspery. 
The  flambe  nut  brastin  at  the  nejss  thirlis, 
8a  fftst  Phaeton  *  with    the  quihip  hiiu  qabirlis, 
To  roll  Apollo  his  facleris  goldin  chare. 
That  schroudith  all  the  heujnnnys  and  the  are; 
Quhil  schortlie  wi:h  the  blesand  torche  of  day, 
Abalzeit  in  his  lemand  Ireche  array, 
Parth  ofhis  palice  riall  iachtt  Phebus, 
With  goldin  croun  and  visage  glorius, 
Orisp  haris,  bricht  as  chrissolite  or  thopas, 
Porquhaishew  mycbtnane  behald  his  face 
The  fyne  sparkis  brasting  from  his  ene, 
To  purge  the  are,  and  gilt  the  tendir  grene, 
Befoondand  from  his  sege  etheriall 
Glade  influent  aspectis  celicall. 
Before  his  r^gal  hie  magnificence 
Myity  Tapoure  vpspringand  sweet  as  lenoey 
In  smoky  soppis  of  donk  dewts  wak, 
With  hailsnm  stous  ouerheiland  the  slak, 
Thcaniiatephanisof  his  trone  souerane 
With  gKtterand  glance  ouerspred  the  octiane^ 
The  large  flodis  lemand  all  of  licht, 
Bot  with  ene  Menk  of  hissupemale  sicht ; 
Por  to  behald  it  was  ane  glore  to  se. 
The  stabyllyt  wyndys,  and  the  calmyt  se. 
The  soft  sesroun,  the  firmament  serene. 
The  loune  illuminate  are,  and  fiiih  amene. 
The  silaer  scalit  fyschis  on  the  grete,         [hete. 
Oner  thowrt  clere  stremes  sprinkUland  foir  the 
With  fyimys  schinand  broun  as  sjrnopare, 
And  cbcjpal  talis,  stourand  here  and  thare; 
The  new  cullour  alichting  all  the  landis 
Forgane  the  stanryia  schene,  and  berial  strandis: 
QaUl  the  reflex  of  the  diurnal  hemes 
The  bene  bookis  kest  full  of  variant  glemes: 
And  Insty  Flara  did  hir  blomes  sprede 
Under  the  fete  of  Phebus  sulzeart  stede : 
The  swardit  soyll  enbrode  with  selkonth  hewis» 
Wod  and  ibfest  obumbrate  with  the  bewis, 
Quhais  Uysfnl  branchis  porturate  on  the  ground 
With  schaddois  schene  shew  rochis  rubicund, 
Towns,  tnrettis,  kinialis,  and  pynnakiUis  hie 
Of  kirkis,  castdlis,  and  ilk  foire  ciete, 
Stnde  payntit,  euery  fone,  phioll  and  stage 
Aponn  the  plane  ground,  by  their  awin  umbrage : 
Of  Eolns  north  blastis  hauand  na  drede. 
The  snlze  spred  hir  brade  bosnm  on  bred'., 
Zephyras  confortabill  inspiratioun 
Por  tyll  ressaue  law  in  hir  bame  adoun : 
Hie  oorais  croppis,  and  the  here  new  brerde 
Wyth  gladesnm  garmont  reuesting  the  erd  ; 
80  thyk  the  plantis  sprang  in  euery  pete. 
The  feildls  ferlyis  of  their  fruetuons  flete : 
Bysiy  dame  Ceres,  and  pronde  Priapus 
Beiosing  of  the  planis  plentuous, 

*  This  confoskxi  of  Phmbns  and  Phaeton  is  an 
•mar  which  t^eral  old  Sngliih  writen  have 
I  into. 


The  crystal  gates  of  Heaten  expanded  wide 
Pour'd  streams  of  splendour  in  an  ample  tide : 
The heannng orient  beauteous  to  heboid. 
Shed  purple  rays,  and  azure  mix'd  with  goii^ 
IMspersing  with  all-penetrating  light 
The  solid  gloom  of  cloud-envelop*d  uight« 
The  SaD*s  gay  coursers,  in  their  bamess  red. 
Above  the  billowy  ocean's  boundless  bed 
Rais'd  high  their  beads,  impetuous  in  career* 
To  give  the  light,  and  glad  our  hemisphere. 
So  fast  they  scour'd,  ihat  from  tbeir  nostrils  caoM 
A  cloud  of  smoke,  and  streams  of  living  Aamew 
Fir'd  by  the  whirling  whip  their  round  to  rim, 
Aod  roll  the  golden  chariot  of  the  Sun. 
While  shortly  with  the  blazing  torch  of  day. 
Forth  tfrom  his  royal  hall  in  fresh  array. 
Sprung  Phoebus,  by  his  Aaming  mantle  known  ^ 
His  glorious  visage,  and  his  golden  crown ; 
His  ^ossy  locks  were  as  the  topaz  bright. 
His  radiance  beam'd  intolerable  light; 
His  eye-balls  sparkled  with  celestial  sheen^ 
To  purge  the  air,  and  gild  the  tender  green. 
Disusing  foim  the  brightness  ofhis  brow, 
Etherial  mildness  on  the  world  below. 
Before  the  king  of  day  thin  vapours  rose* 
Ijke  clouds  of  incense,  and  as  sweet  as  those, 
(The  dewy  tribute  which  the  meads  exhale) 
Curling  they  rose,  and  hover'd  o'er  the  vale. 
The  golden  splendour  of  his  glorious  beams 
Glanc'd  on  the  floods,  and  glitter'd  in  the  streams^ 
And  all  the  ocean  shone  serenely  bright, 
With  the  first  glimpse  of  his  supernal  sight. 
How  calm  !  how  still !  how  pleasing  to  behold 
The  sea's  broad  bosom  where  no  billows  roli'd ! 
The  season  soft,  the  firmament  serene, 
Th'  illuroin'd  landscape,  and  the  watry  scene  1 
Where  sportive  fish  displayed  their  silver  pride^ 
Quick  glancing  on  the  surfoce  of  the  tide. 
By  nisset  fins  unpell'd  from  shore  to  shore. 
Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  fin  the  oar* 
New  lustre  gilded  all  the  rising  lands. 
The  stony  hillocks,  and  the  beryl  strands; 
While  the  reflection  of  the  glowing  beams 
Play'd  on  the  banks  in  variegated  gleams. 
Where-e'er  Apollo's  radiant  coursers  went. 
Sprung  flowers  unnumber'd  of  delicious  scent ; 
Earth's  flourish'd  carpet  various  hues  display'd. 
And  wood  aod  forest  wore  a  foller  shade,  [green. 
Whose  beauteous  branches,  chequt^r'd  on  the 
Imbrown'd  the  rigid  rocks  that  rose  between: 
Tow'rs,  battlements,  and  castles  huge  and  \\\}i\ 
Turrets,  and  spires  that  mingle  with  the  sky, 
And  every  dome,  and  pinnacle,  and  fone. 
By  their  own  shade  stood  figur'd<»n  the  plain. 
The  glebe,  now  fearless  of  the  north's  keen  air« 
To  buxom  Zephyr  spread  her  bosom  bare. 
With  genial  warmth  her  fertile  lap  to  cheer. 
And  fill  her  with  the  plenty  of  the  year. 
Fresh  springing  com  enlivened  all  the  scene. 
And  cloth'd  the  country  with  a  robe  of  green : 
And  plants  so  numerous  opened  to  the  view. 
The  fields  rejoicing  wondei'd  how  they  grew. 
With  joy  the  goddess  of  the  golden  grain. 
And  proud  Priapus  ey'd  the  pregnant  plajii  | 
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Plennyst  80  plesand,  and  maist  propirly. 
By  nature  nurissit  wounder  tendirly, 
Plennast  so  plesand,  and  maist  propirly 
By  nature  nurissit  i^ounder  tendirly. 
On  the  fertyl  skyrt  lappis  of  the  ground 
Strekand  on  brede  under  the  cyrkil  rooud : 
The  varyant  vesture  of  the  veoust  vale 
Schrowdis  the  scherand  fiir,  and  eoery  fale 
*  Ouerfrett  with  fiiJzeis    and  fyguris  ful  dyners. 
The  pray  bysprent  with  spryng  aud  sproutis  dy- 

spers,    V 
For  callour  humours  on  the  dewy  nycht, 
Bendryng  sum  place  the  gyrs  pylis  thare  licbt. 
Mis  fer  as  catal  the  lang  somerys  day 
Had  in  thare  pasture  ete  and  gnyp  away : 
And  blyssfuU  blossoroys  in  the  blomyt  zart^ 
Sabmittii  thare  hedys  in  the  zoung  sonnys  saf- 

gard: 
lue  leius  rank  ouerspred  the  bannk]m  tvall. 
The  blomit  hauthomc  cled  his  pykis  all, 
Furth  of  fresche  burgeouns  the  wyne  grapis  zing 
JE^ndlang  the  trazileys  dyd  on  twistis  hing, 
The  louktt  buttouns  on  the  gemyt  treis 
Ouerspredand  leuis  of  naturis  tat^stryis. 
Soft  gresy  verdoure  eftir  balmy  achouris. 
On  curland  stalkis  smyhind  to  thare  flowris : 
Behaldand  thame  sa  mony  divers  hew 
Sum  piers,  sum  pale,  sum  bumet,  and  sum  blew, 
Sam  gres,  sum  gowlis,  sum  purpure,  sum  san- 

guane» 
Blanchis  or  bfoun,  fauch  sallow  mony  ane, 
Som  heuinlycolouritin  celestial  gre,' 
Sum  watty  hewit  as  the  haw  wally  se, 
And  sum  departe  in  freklis  rede  and  qohyte. 
Sum  bricht  as  gold  with  aureate  leuis  Isrte. 
The  dasy  did  on' brede  bir  crowued  suiale. 
And  euery  flour  unlappit  in  the  dale, 
In  battil  gers  burgeouns,  the  banwart  wyld. 
The  clauir,  catcluke,  and  the  eammomylde ; 
The  flourdelyce  furth  sprede  his  henynly  hew» 
Bloure  damas,  and  columbe  blak  and  blew^ 
Sere  dawnis  smal  on  dentilioun  sprang. 
The  zoung  grene  blomit  strabery  leus  amang. 
Gimp  jerefloaris  *  thareon  leuis  unschet,    . 
JVesche  prymiois,  and  the  pourpour  violet. 
The  rois  knoppis,  tetand  forth  thare  hede, 
Oan  chyp,  and  kyth  thare  vemale  lippis  rede. 
Crysp  skarlet  leuis  sum  scheddand  baith  attaniSj 
*  Kest  fragrant  smelamyd  fra  goldio  grants, 
Heuinlie  lyllyis,  with  lokkerand  toppis  quhyte, 
Opynnit  and  schew  thare  istis  redemyte, 

"  It  is  evident  onr  author  intends  to  describe 
two  distinct  things,  viz.  oomiiclds,  and  mea- 
dows or  pasture-lands,  the  former  in  the  three 
first  lines,  ike  vuryani  vesiure,  fee  ■  is 
plainly  arable,  and  the  fuke'is  and  fy^ris  full 
^uer$,  are  the  various  leaves  and  flowers  of  the 
weeds  growing  among  the  com,  and  making  a 
piece  of  embroidery*  And  here  the  description 
of  cornfields  ends,  and  that  of  pasture-lands  be- 
gins at,  the  troy  bffsprentf  6lc  pray,  not  as  the 
glossary  to  O.  Douglas  says,  corrupteiljffor  spray, 
but  formed  from  the  Lat.  jfratum  and  tpryn^mni 
tproulis,  rising  springs,  from  the  ItaL  sprutxare, 
ipruxx^idare  aspergere, 

i  Probably  Gawin  Douglas  wrote  tk«reamin» 
Vide  ver.  7'^.  thare  awim  umbrage, 

4  It  19  obsenrable^  that  Gawin  Douglav  never 


Where  fhiitfal  Nature  wak'd  her  genial  power. 
And  rear'd,  and fbster'd  every  herb  and  Ooweri 
The  fair  creation  swelFd  upon  the  eye ; 
Earth  was  their  bed,  their  canopy  the  sky. 
A  varied  verdure  rob'd  the  vales  around. 
And  spread  luxuriant  o'er  the  furrow'd  ground  : 
And  flowery  weeds,  that  grew  profuse  between 
The  barley-lands,  di\ersifiad  th«  scene. 
Tbtf  silver  springs,  that  thro*  the  meadows  flov'd 
In  many  a  rill,  fertility  beatow'd ; 
^Vnd  where  the  humid  night's  restoring  dew 
Dropt  on  the  ground  the  bladed  herbage  grear. 
As  fast  as  cattle  the  long  summer's  day 
Had  crept  the  grassy  sustenance  away. 
A  bloom  diffusive  o'er  the  gardens  run. 
Confiding  in  the  safeguard  of  the  Sun  : 
WreathM  ivy  mautied  round  the  kifty  tower; 
And  hawthom-hedgea  whitm'd  into  flower. 
The fresfa-pform'd  grapes  in  little  clusters  hung; 
Close  to  their  props  toe  curiing  tendrils  clung. 
I'he  buds,  that  sweU'd  in  gems  on  every  tree. 
Burst  into  luliage,  nature's  tapestry. 

Lo !  by  soft  zephyrs  wak'd,  and  gentle  showan^ 
On  bending  stalks  smile  voluntary  flowers^ 
Trick'd  off  in  vast  variety  of  hue. 
Some  red,  paie,  purple,  yellow,  brown  or  blue  ; 
Some  brightly  ting*d  in  Heaven's  etherial  staii^ 
And  some  cerulean  like  the  watry  main. 
Some  crimson-colour'd  fairly  fleckt  with  white. 
Some  gold  that  gaily  glittor'd  in  the  light. 
The  daisy  did  its  coronet  unveil. 
And  every  flower  unfolded  in  the  dale ; 
Rank  sprung  salubrious  herbs,  and  every  weed^ 
And  clover  bioom'd  luxuriant  in  the  mead : 
The  flow'r-de-luce  abroad  its  beauty  spread^ 
And  columbiDe  advanced  his  purple  head : 
Fixim  dandelion  flew  the  seeded  down,        [owb. 
And  8trawb*ry  beds  bore  wild  weeds,  not  their 
Carnations  glow'd  in  gaily-mingled  hue  ; 
Pale  waa  the  primrose,  and  the  violet  blue* 
Its  velvet  lips  -the  bashful  rose  begun 
To  show,  and  catoh  the  kisses  of  the  Sun  ; 
Some  fuller  Uovrn  their  crimson  honours  shed; 
Sweet  anelt  the  golden  ohives  that  giacM  thir 

head. 
Queen  of  the  field,  in  milkwhite  mantle  draa^ 
The  lovely  lilly  wav'd  her  curling  creat. 


once  mentions  the  aoant  of  •flowentjll  he  com^ 
to  the  rose,  and-.never  at  all  the  soent  of  any  paaw 
ticolar  flower,  exoept  the  rose,  sot  even  of  th^ 
lilly ;  tor  1  take  it,  the  Fords,  frwm  Utare  syli^m 
crvppit,  afe  BMaut  to  describe  the  flowers  in  ge* 
neral;  and  tlie  balmy  vapour  to  be  the  sams 
with  the  freteke  Ufuor,  and  the  iulce  humourir 
Quhareof  the  beu-mrockt  thare  heny  swet4,  an 
exhalation  distinct  from  that  which  cansea  the 
scent ;  and  rtddmt  odour,  is  general  j  fl»r  be 
certainly  means  to  close  his  description  of  the  «e» 
getable  world,  (and- he  does  it  noUy)  by  one  wu* 
vfsrsal  ckwd  of  feagMnn<^6nnm  <iU  nature^ 
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The  bftlny  Tftponr  from  titare  sylkyn  croppis 
Distiltaod  balesam  sugurat  hoDy  droppis, 
And  sylver  scbakerts  gan  fra  leuis  bing. 
With  chrysial  sprmyogwon  the  verdure  zing: 
The  plane  poaderit  with  semelie  seitis  sound, 
Bedyit  fal  of  dewy  peirlys  round  j 
So  that  iJk  burgeon,  syou,  herbe,  or  floure, 
Wos  all  enibalmit  oTtb^  fresche  liquour. 
And  iMuthit  bait  did  in  duloe  hunionris  flete, 
Quharenf  the  beis  wrocht  thare  bony  swete. 
Be  mychty  Pbebusoperatiouns, 
In  sappy  tubiell  exha!atiouns, 
Forgmne  the  cummyn  of  this  prynce  potent, 
B^doleiit  odour  up  from  the  mtis  sprent, 
Ualesom  of  smel  as  ony  fyne  potioun. 
Must,  myr,  aloyes,  or  confectioun. 
Ane  parftdise  it  semyt  to  draw  nere 
Their  gaizeard  gardmgis,  and  eik  greiAs  herbere: 
Mayst  amyabil  waxis  the  emerant  medis. 
Swumis  soQChis  throw  out  the  respand  redis, 
Ouer  all  the  loehis  and  the  fludis  grhy, 
Sersaad  by  kynd  ane  place  quhare  they  suld  lay 
Phebos  '  rede  ibule  his  curale  creistcan  stere. 
Oft  strekand  furtb  his  hekkil  crawand  clere 
Amyd  the  wortis,  and  the  rutis  gent, 
iKcklaiid  hys  mete  in  alayis  qtihare  he  went. 
His  wyffis  Toppa  and  Partolet  h3rm  by, 
As  bird  al  tsrme  that  hantis  bygamy  ; 
The  paynttt  powne  paysand  with  plumys  gym, 
Kest  op  his  tale  and  proud  plesand  quhiie  rym, 
Ischrowdit  in  his  fedderane  bricht  and  schene, 
Schapaad  the  prent  of  Argois  hundreth  ene; 
Aoiang  the  bronys  of  the  olyue  twistis, 
Seresmale  flonlis,  wtrkand  crafty  nestis, 
Endlang  the  hedgeis  thik,  and  on  rank  akis 
Ilk  bird  reiosand  with  thare  mirthful  makis : 
In  coi-neris  and  clere  fenesteris  of  glos 
Full  besely  Arachne  wenand  was, 
To  knyt  liyr  nettisand  hyr  woM>is  sle, 
Tharewitb  to  cauch  the  litil  mige  or  fle : 
Dnderthe  bewis  bene  in  lufely  valis. 
Within  fermance  and  parkis  clots  of  palis. 
The  bustuous  bukkis  rakis  fnrth  on  raw, 
Heirdis  of  hertis  throw  the  thyck  wod  schaw, 
The  zoung  ibwnysfoliowand  the  dun  days, 
Kiddis  skippand'  throw  roonys  eftir  rais, 
in  lesoris  and  on  leyis  litil  1  larames 
Ml  tait  and  trig  soeht  l^letand  to  thare  dammes. 


On  salt  stremes  wolk  Dorida  and  Thetis, 
By  rynnand  strandis,  nymphs  and  naiades. 
Sic  as  we  clepe  wenschis  and  damyssellis, 
lu  gersy  grauis  wanderand  by  spring  wellis. 
Of  bkmed  branehis  and  flouris  qnhyte  and  rede 
Plettand  their  lusty  chaplettis  for  thare  hede : 
Sum  sang  ring  sangis,  dands,  tedis,  and  roandis, 
With  Tocis  sehil,  qnhil  all  the  dale  reaoandis; 
And  thochtftil  lufiaris  lownyis  to  and  fro. 
To  leis  thaie  pane,  and  plene  thare  jdy  wo, 

*  That  Milton  had  his  eye  npoo  this  passage, 
is  plain  horn  his  describiBf  the  swan,  tlie  oock, 
ind  petooGk,  IB  t|»e  ofdor  and  with  fereral  of  the 


.  From  every  flower  Ambrosiai  sweets  distill'd. 
Ambrosial  Rweets  the  ambient  ether  fill'd. 
J>ew^dra2)s  like  diamonds  huug  on  every  tree. 
And  sprinkled  silvery  lustre  o*er  the  lea, 
And  all  thef  verdurous  herbage  of  the  ground 
Wasdeck'd  with  pearls  which  cast  a  splendoar 

round. 
The  flowers,  the  buds,  and  every  plant  that  grew, 
Sipt  the  fresh  fragrance  of  the  morning  dew: 
In  every  plant  the  liquid  nectar  flow'd. 
In  every  bud,  and  eveiy  flower  that  blow'd  ; 
Here  rov'd  the  bu«y  bees  without  control. 
Robbed  the  sweet  blooib,and  suck'd  its  balmy  soul 
To  greet  the  god,  from  Earth's  fair  bosom  flow'd 
All  nature's  incense  in  a  fragrant  cloud. 
More  grateftil  far  than  those  gross  fumes  impart 
Which  torturing  fires  extract  by  chemic  art. 
Like  Paradise  appeared  each  blissful  scene 
Of  purple  gardens,  and  enclosures  green. 
Of  bloomy  hedges,  and  of  waving  wood^ 
Of  flowery  meads,  and  rushy-fringed  floods : 
Where  silver  swans,  with  snowy  pride  elate, 
Their  tall  necks  mantling,  sail'd  along  in  state. 
By  instinct  taught  their  ozier  nests  to  make 
On  the  dank  margin  of  the  lucid  lake. 
Brisk  chanticleer  wav'd  high  his  coral  crest. 
And  crowing  clapt  his  pinions  to  his  breast; 
With  orient  heel  be  lightly  spurn'd  the  ground^ 
Apd  chuck'd  for  joy  at  every  com  he  found  } 
And  as  he  strutted  on  in  gallant  pride, 
Two  wives  obsequious  waited  at  his  {.ide ; 
For  cocks,  that  couple  with  their  nearest  kin. 
Hold  bygamy  a  pardonable  sin. 
The  peacock  proudly  pac'd  upon  the  plain. 
And  like  a  circle  bent  his  gaudy  train, 
Where. vivid  colours  brightly-beaming  strove; 
He  seem'd  beneath  a  canopy  to  move : 
His  starry  plumes  reflected  various  dyes. 
Resembling  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes. 
Where  leafy  branches  form'd  a  secret  shade 
The  painted  birds  their  cunning  fabrics  made. 
Or  on  the  oak,  or  implicated  thorn. 
And  wanton'd  in  the  beauty  of  the  mom. 
Her  wary  stand  the  watchful  spider  took 
In  the  glass  window,  or  some  gloomy  nook. 
There  wove  her  web,  in  filmy  texture  sly. 
To  captivate  the  little  goat,  or  fly. 
Beneath  the  trees  that  screen  the  lovely  vale. 
Within  the  limits  of  the  fencing  pale, . 
March  nimble-footed  deer  in  rank  array'd. 
Or  seek  the  shelter  of  the  green-wood  shade: 
Young  kids,lightskipping,and  the  timoroosfawna 
Brush  thro*  the  copse,  and  bound  along  the  lawns: 
While  in  fresh  pastui^es  or  on  fallows  gray 
Lambs  nibble  in  the  wantonness  of  play. 
Emerging  from  their  corai-paven  cave 
Thetis  and  Doris  walk  upon  the  wave. 
But  stream  presiding  nymphs,  and  naiads  trim. 
By  the  clear  current,  or  the  fountain's  brim. 
Such  as  we  nhiat  our  gentle  maids  that  rove 
By  water  swelling  in  the  grassy  grove, 
Calliog  green  bo«ighs,and  belL8,aiid  flowerets  fair. 
And  weaving  garlands  for  their  golden  hair; 
Some  sweetly  ting,  some  lead  the  festive  round; 
The  distant  dales  re-echoe  to  the  sound : 

attributes,  that  our  aathor  baa  giveo  tbenk 
Vid.  b.  7.  V.  438^  kc 
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Eftir  ihare  giae,  now  smgand,  now  in  sorrow, 
Wiih  hertis  pensiue,  the  lang  sumeris  morrow : 
Slim  baUettis  lift  endite  of  his  Jady, 
Sum  leuis  in  hope,  and  sum  allateriy 
Disparit  is,  and  sa  quyte  out  of  grace, 
Hys  purgatory  be  fyndis  in  euery  place* 

^**  new  enrage  kitillis  all  gentil  bertis, 
Seand  throw  kynd  ilk  thing  spryngis  and  reoertis: 
Dame  naturis  menstralis  on  that  utbjn*  parte, 
Thare  blissful  bay  intonyng  euery  arte, 
To  bete  thare  amouris  of  thare  nychtis  bale. 
The  merle,  the  mauys,  and  tbe  nycbtingaJe, 
With  mirry  notis  myrthfuily  furth  brut, 
Boforsing  tbaym  quha  micht  <io  clink  it  best : 
The  kowschot  croudis  and  pykkis  on  the  ryse, 
The  Stirling  changis  diuers  steuynnys  nyse. 
The  sparrow  chirmis  in  the  wallis  clyft, 
Gddspink  and  lintquhite  fordynnand  the  lyft. 
The  gukkow  galis,  and  so  quhitteris  the  quale, 
Qtthil  ryveris  reirdit,  schawis,  and  euery  dale. 
And  tendir  twistis  trymblit  on  the  treis, 
For  birdis  sang,  and  bemyng  of  the  beis. 
In  werblis  dulce  of  heumlie  armonyis. 
The  larkis  loude  releischand  in  the  skyis^ 
LonJs  thare  lege  with  tunys  curious ; 
Bayth  todameNatur,  and  the  frescheVenuc^ 
Rendring  hie  laudis  in  thare  obseruance, 
Quhais  suggouritthrottis  made  glade  hartis  dance 
And  al  smal  foulis  singis  on  the  spray ; 

Welcum  the  lord  of  licht,  and  lampe  of  day, 
Welcum  fosterare  of  tendir  herbis  grene, 
Welcum  qubikkynnar  of  flurist  flouris  schen^, 
Welcum  support  of  euery  rute  and  vane, 
Welcum  contort  of  ai  kind  frute  and  grane^ 
Welcum  the  birdis  beild  apoun  the  brere, 
Welcum  maister  and  reulare  of  the  zere, 
Welcum  welefare  of  husbaodjs  at  the  plewis, 
Welcamreparareof  woddis,  ti-eis,  andbewis, 
Welcum  depaynter  of  the  blomyt  medis, 
Welcum  the  lyffeof  eury  thing  that  spredi^f, 
Welcum  storare  of  all  kynd  bestial, 
iVelcum  be  thy  bricht  hemes  gladamd  al. 


GJfFIN  DOUGLJS, 


mSXLOQUEIiT  DISCRirriOM  OF   WYNTER, 

QR£TS  81-OKMES  ANP  T£MPE8T)S, 


WTTH  HYS 


A  8  bricht  Phebns  sdiene  sonerane  heuinnis  E 

The  oppnsit  held  of  bis  chymes  hie, 

Ciere  schyiiand  hemes,  and  goldin  snneiis  hew 

In  lattoun  cuUour  altering  all  of  new, 

KjTthing  no  signe  of  heit  be  bis  vissage, 

Su  nere  approchit  he  his  wynter  stage 

Rcddy  he  was  to  enter  the  thrid  mome 

In  dody  sykes  under  Capricome : 

All  thoucbt  he  be  the  lampe  and  bert  of  beuiDa 

Forfeblit  wux  bis  lexnand  giity  leuin. 


And  thoughtful  lorerito  the  winds  eomplatiit 
To  mitigate  the  madness  of  their  pain; 
Now  warbling  madrigals  so  light  and  gay. 
Now  pale  and  pensive  the  long  summer's  day  ; 
Some  write  in  high  heroics  to  the  fair. 
Some  live  in  hope,  and  some  thro'  sad  despair 
In  every  place  a  purgatory  find ; 
Such  is  the  moody  genius  of  their- mind. 

All  gentle  hearts  confess  the  quickening  spring* 
For  May  invigorate  every  living  thing. 
Hark  I  how  the  merry  minstrels  of  the  grove 
Devote  the  day  to  melody  and  love ; 
The  ouzle  shrill,  that  haunts  the  tbomy  dale. 
The  mellow  thrush,  the  love-lorn  nightingale | 
Their  little  breasts  with  emulation  swells 
And  sweetly  strive  in  singing  to  exoell. 
In  the  thick  forest  feeds  the  cooing  dove  ; 
The  starling  whistles  various  notes  of  k>ve : 
The  sparrow  chirps,  the  clefted  walls  amoQg; 
To  the  sweet  wildness  of  the  linnet's  song. 
To  the  harsh  cuckoo,  and  the  twittering  quail 
Resounds  the  wood,  the  river,  and  the  vale  ; 
And  tender  twigs,  all  trembling  on  the  trees. 
Dance  to  the  murmuring  music  of  the  bees. 
Upspring  the  airy  larks,  shrill  voic'd  and  loud. 
And  breathe  their  mattina  from  a  morning  cloodb 
To  greet  glad  Nature,  and  the  god  of  day» 
And  flowery  Venus,  blooming  queen  of  May  ; 
The  songs  of  praise  their  tuneful  breasts  employ. 
Charm  every  ear,  and  wrap  the  soul  in  joy. 
Thus  sung  the  sweet  musicians  on  the  spray ; 

"  Welcome,thou  lord  of  light,and  lamp  of  day; 
Welcome  to  tetider  herbs,  and  myrtle  bowen. 
Welcome  to  plants,  and  odour- breathing  flowers  ; 
Welcome  to  every  root  upon  the  plain. 
Welcome  to  gardens,  and  the  golden  grain: 
Welcome  to  birds  that  build  upon  the  breere. 
Welcome,  great  lord  and  ruler  of  the  year : 
Welcome,  thou  source  of  universal  good. 
Of  buds  to  boughs,  and  beauty  to  the  wood : 
Welcome,  bright  Phoebus,  whose  prolific  power 
In  every  meadow  spreads  out  every  flower  ; 
Where-e'er  thy  beams  in  mild  effulgence  play. 
Kind  Nature  smiles,  and  ail  the  world  is  gay,'* 


A  DESCRIPTION   OF  WINTER^ 

FROM  GAWm  DOUGLAS,  BISHOP  OF 
DUNKEU). 


Bruma  recurrit  iners. 


Hoft. 


To  the  Memory  of  my  late  ingenious  and  loamed 
Friend,  and  Schoolmaster,  the  Rev.  John 
Lister,  A.  M.  The  following  Poem  is,  with  a 
just  Sense  of  Gratitude,  inscribed. 

^ow  had  fair  Phcebus,  HeavVs  illustrious  eye» 

£nter'd  the  wintery  regions  of  the  sky  j 

Like  bamish'd  gold  no  longer  beam'd  his  q>herey. 

So  fMed  was  the  colour  of  tbe  year : 

Just  at  the  period  of  his  annual  course. 

All  faint  an^  feeble  grew  his  vital  force. 

Prepared  to  enter,  the  succeeding  mom. 

The  dark  domain  of  clouded  Capricorn  » 

For  tho'  he  sheds  sWeet  influence  fipom  on  htgl^. 

Lamp  of  the  workli  and  glory  of  tke  iky. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DESCRIPTION  OF  WINTER. 


«7I 


*nrow  tbededynyiiig  of  his  large  round  spere. 
The  frosty  regioun  rjmgis  of  the  zere. 


The  tyrae  and  sessoon  bitter,  canid  and  pale, 
Tbeschortdayis,  that  clerkis  clepe  Brutnale: 
Q«hen  brym  bla»tis  of  the  northyn  art 
Otterqobelmytha:!  Neptaous  in  bis  cart, 
And  all  to  srhaik  the  leuys  of  the  treis. 
The  rageand  stormes  opnretterand  wally  seis, 
Ryiieris  ran  rede  on  spate  witb  watiirbroun, 
And  bumis  harlis  all  thare  bankis  doiin. 
And  Uodbtrst  rumbland  ruduiy  with  sic  bete, 
Sa  loud  neuir  rnmmyst  wyld  lyoan  nor  bere  ; 
FladfS  raonstouris,  sic  as  mereswynis  and  quhalis 
For  the  tempest  law  in  the  deep  deualis  : 
Mars  Occident  retrogade  in  bis  spere, 
Proiiocand  stryffe,  regnit  as  lord  that  zere* 
Kany  Orioon  with  his  stormy  face 
Bywauit  oft  the  schipman  by  bys  race: 
Frawart  Satome,  chil  of  complexiotin. 
Throw  quhais  aspect  darth  and  infectioun 
Bene  causit  oft  and  mortal!  pestilence. 
When  progressiue  the  greis  uf  his  ascence : 
And  lusty  Hebe  Janois  dochter  gay, 
Studespulzete  of  hir  office  and  array : 
The  sole  ysoirpit  in  to  wattir  wak, 
The  firmament  ouercast  with  cludis  blak : 
The  ground  fadit,  and  fiiuch  wox  al  the  feildis, 
Mountane  toppis  slekit  with  snaw  ouer  heildis : 
On  raggit  rolkis  of  hard  bask  qohyn  stane, 
With  f rosy n  frontiscald  clynty  clewis  schane : 
Bewty  was  loist,  and  barrand  schew  the  landis. 
With  frostis  hare  ouerfret  the  feildis  standis. 
Sere  birtir  bubbis  and  the  schoutis  snell 
Semy  t  on  the  swarde  in  simiKtode  of  hell. 
Reducing  to  our  mynde  in  euery  stede 
Gousty  schaddois  ik  eild  and  grisly  dede : 
Thik  drumly  skuggis  dirkinnit  so  the  heuin, 
Dymskyisoftfiirth  warpit  fereful  leuin, 
Flaggis  of  fyre,  and  inony  felloun  flaw, 
Scharp  soppis  of  sleit,  and  of  the  synppand  snaw: 
The  dolly  dikis  war  al  donk  and  wate, 
The  law  valis  flodderit  all  wyth  spate, 
The  plane  stretis  and  enry  hie  way 
Full  of  fluschis,  dubbis,  myre  and  clay,  , 

laggerit  leyis  wallowit  fi^i-nis  schew, 
Broun  muris  kythit  tbaro  wysfiinjrt  mossy  hew. 
Bank,  bray  and  boddom  blanschit  wox  and  bare; 
For  gourl  weddir  gruwit  beistis  hare, 
The  wynd  maid  waif  the  rede  wede  on  the  dyk. 
Bedowin  in  bonkis  depe  was  euery  sike : 
Ouer  craggisand  the  firontis  of  rochis  sere 
Hang  grete  yse  schokkiliis  lang  asony  spere : 
The  grand  ^Uide  barrane  widderit,  dosk,  and  gray, 
Herbis,  flouris,  and  gerssis  wallowit  away: 
Woddis,  forestis  with  naket  bewis  blout 
Stude  stripit  of  thare  wede  in  euery  boat : 
8a  bustouslie  Boreas  hisbugill  blew» 
The  dere  fall  deme  doiin  in  the  dalis  drew : 
Small  birdis  fiokaiid  throw  thik  ronnys  thrang, 
In  chirmynge,  and  with  cheping  cbangit  thare 

sang, 
Sekand  hidlisand  bimys  thame  to  b3rde 
Fra. fereful  tbuddis  of  the  tempestuus  tyde : 
The  wattir  lynnys  rowtis,  andenery  lynd 
Qobislit  and  brayit  of  the  aouchand  wynd : 

Pare  laboaiaris  and  byssy  husband  men 
Yfem  weet  fmd  wery  draglit  iq  the  fep; 


In  weeping  Winter,  when  his  orb  declines, 
Lan^id  be  looks,  and  wan  and  watry  shinex. 
iVow  reign'd  the  power  of  keen  congealing  frost. 
When  ail  the  beauty  of  the  year  is  lost ; 
The  Brumnl  season,  bitter,  cold,  and  pale,  ^vail. 
When  «iK(tTt  dull  days,  and  sounding  storms  pre« 
The  wild  north  wind,  tremendous  from  afer. 
Overwhelmed  imperial  Neptune  in  bis  carr. 
Their  scatteiM  honours  from  the  forests  lore. 
And  dash'd  the  mad  ware:;  headlong  on  the  shore* 
Fierce,  foamintc rivers,  swellM  with  torrents  brawo. 
HurVd  all  their  banks  precipitately  down ; 
Loud  roar*d  the  thunder  of  the  raging  floods. 
Loud  as  gaunt  lions  bellowing  shake  the  woods. 
Th'  unwieldy  monsters  which  the  deeps  contain^ 
Sought  safety  at  the  bottom  of  the  main. 
Strife-stirring  Mars«  regressive  in  his  sphere^ 
Sustained  the  cold  dominions  of  the  year  j 
And  black  Orion  dimm'd  the  face  of  day, 
Leading  the  luckless  mariner  astray. 
Saturn,  whose  boding  aspect,  chill  And  wan, 
Frowns  in  dread  vengeance  on  the  race  of  man^ 
Denouncing  dearth,  and  desolating  pest. 
Held  high  his  coarse  progressive  in  the  east; 
And  blooming  Heb;;,  Juno's  daughter  gay. 
Was  ravish 'd  of  her  beautiful  array. 
Incessant  rains  had  drenchM  the  floated  ground. 
And  clouds  o'ereast  the  firmameot  around : 
White  shone  the  hills  involv'd  in  silver  snow. 
But  brown  and  barren  were  the  vales  betow: 
On  firm  foundations  of  eternal  stone 
High  rugged  rocks  in  frosty  splendour  shone  ; 
TM  hoary  fields  no  vivid  verdure  wore. 
Frost  warpt  the  world,  afid  beauty  was  no  more. 
Wide«  wasting  winds  that  chil  I'd  the  dreary  day. 
And  seemed  to  threaren  Nature  with  decay. 
Reminded  man,  at  every  baleful  breath, . 
Of  wintry  age,  and  all-subduing  death. 
Horn 6c  gloom  deform 'd  the  turbid  air. 
And  livid  lightning  shot  a  dismal  glare : 
Above  pale  meteors  gleam M,  and  all  below 
Was  one  bleak  scene  of  drizzling  sleet  and  snow. 
The  hollow  ditches,  swelled  with  sudden  rains, 
Pour'd  a  black  deluge  on  the  lowland  plains,    ^ 
And  every  road  receiv'd  the  sordid  flood* 
Swam  with  the  swell,  or  stiffeoM  into  mud. 
Fern  on  the  fallows  withered  as  it  grew. 
And  brown  heaths  bore  a  mossy-colour'd  hue ; 
Bare  were^the  bottoms,  and  the  high  hills  hoar; 
The  drooping  cattle  moan'd  upon  the  moor; 
The  red  weed  waver'd  on  the  breezy  dike ; 
Rills  in  deep  channels  murmuring  rolPd  oblique. 
From  horrid  rocks,  that  lour'd  upon  the  coast. 
Hung  icy  spears,  the  beauteous  work  of  frost. 
Dun  was  the  soil  and  steril,  and  decayM 
Was  every  flower,   and  every  tender  blade; 
And  every  wood  and  wilderness  around 
Diffused  their  wither'd  honours  on  the  ground. 
So  stoutly  Boreas  his  loud  bugle  blew, 
Down  to  the  dales  the  trembling  deer  withdrew: 
To  thorny  thickets  flock *d  the  feather'd  throng. 
And  pensive  plied  their  meUncholy  song. 
Or  to  the  shelter  of  the  forest  driven, 
Escap'd  the  windy  turbulence  of  Heaven. 
Down  the  rough  rock  dash'd  torrents  with  harsh 

sound 
Ru8h'd,and  impetnous  shook  the  oountry  round. 
The  trees,  thato*er  the  mountain's  top  reclin'd : 
Wav  d  their  high  headsj  and  mormur'd  to  the 
Kind. 
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Fawkes'  poems. 


The  cilly  scbepe  and  tbare  litill  hird  gronies 
Lurkis  vnderlyeof  bankis,  woddis  and  bruiiies: 
Ann  vtheris  dantit  greter  beistlal, 
"U'lthln  tbare  stabill  sesit  In  the  stalls 
Sic  as  muHs,  hors,  oxin  or  ky. 
Fed  tuskit  bans,  and  fat  swyne  io  sty, 
Sustenit  war  be  manois  gouemance 
On  hervist,  and  on  someris  puruiance : 
Widequbare  with  sors  so  Eolus  scboutis  schill 
In  this  congelit  sesoun  scharp  and  cbiU» 
*rhe  callour  are  penetratiue  and  pure 
Dasing  the  blade  in  euery  creature, 
Maid  seik  warmestouis  and  bene  fyris  bote. 
In  doubil  garmont  cled  and  wylecote. 
With  loychty  drink,  and  metis  confortiue, 
Aganis  the  sterne  M'ynter  for  tu  striue* 
Kecrcate  wele  and  by  the  chynmay  bekit. 
At  e'uin  be  tyme  doun  in  ane  bed  me  strekit, 
Warpit  my  hedc,  kest  on  claithis  thyrnfaid 
Tor  to  expell  the  perrellus  persand  cald : 
I  crosit  me,  syne  bownit  for  to  slepe : 
(^uhare  lemand  throw  the  glas  I  did  take  kepe 
Latonia  the  lang  irksmn  nycht 
Hirsubtell  blenkissched  and  ivatry  lycht. 
Full  hie  vp  quhirlit  in  hir  regioun. 
Till  Phebus  right  in  opposicioun, 
Into  the  crab  hir  propir  mansioun  draw, 
llaldand  the  hicht  althocht  the  son  went  law: 
The  homyt  byrd  quhilk  we  clepe  the  nicht  oule, 
Within  hir  cauorne  hard  I  schout  and  zoule, 
Laithely  of  forme,  with  crukit  camscbo  beik, 
TTgsum  to  here  was  hir  wylde  Irische  skreik. 
The  wytd  geis  eikclaking  by  nycbtis  tyde 
Attour  the  ciete  fieand  hard  I  giyde. 
pn  slummer  I  slade  full  sone,  and  slepyt  sound, 
Qubill  the  horisont  upwart  can  rebound : 
Phebus  crounitbird,  the  nychtis  orlagere, 
Clappin  bis  wtngis  tbryis  bad  crawin  clere : 
Approcbing  nere  the  greking  of  the  day. 
Within  my  bed  I  walkyny  t  quhare  I  lay, 
Sa  fast  declynnys  Cynthia  the  mone, 
^nd  kayis  keklys  on  the  mfe  abone:  • 
Palamedes  birdis  crowpand  in  the  sky, 
Fieand  on  randoun,  scbapin  lyk  ane  Y* ; 
And  as  ane  tininipit  rang  tha^e  vocis  soun, 
Quhais  cryis  bene  pronosticacioun 
Of  wyndy  blastis  and  ventositeis. 
Fast  by  my  chalmer  on  hie  wisnit  treis 
The  sary  gled  quhissllis  with  mony  ane  pew, 
Qiiharby  the  day  was  dawing  wele  I  knew ; 
Bad  bete  the  fyre,  and  the  candyll  alicht. 
Syne  blissit  me,  and  in  my  wedis  dicht ; 
Ane  schot  wyndo  unschet  ane  litel  on  char, 
Persauy  t  the  momyng  hla,  wan  and  bar, 
Wy  th  cloudy  gum  and  rak  ouerquhelmy  t  the  are. 
The  sulzestiche,  hasard,  rouch  and  hare; 
Branchis  braltlyng,and  blaiknytscbew  thebrayia, 
With  hirstis  harsk  of  waggand  wyndil  strayis. 
The  dew  droppis  congelit  on  stibbil  and  rynd, 
Andscbarp  hailstanys  mortfundyit  of  kynd, 
Hoppand  on  the  thak  and  on  the  causay  by : 
T^he  schote  I  closit,  and  drew  in  wart  in  by, 
Chenerand  for  cald,  the  sessoun  was  sa  sn^l, 
Schupe  with  nait  flambis  to  fleme  the  fresing  fell. 


Industrious  peasants,  toil-enduring  iDf»,  . 
Went  wet  and  weary,  draggled  in  the  fen : 
Beneath  the  wild  broom,  or  the  shelving  steep^ 
Securely  skulk'd  the  shepherd  and  his  sheep ; 
But  household  animals  which  man  had  bred, 
Eujoy'd  warm  cover,  or  in  stables  fed : 
The  mule,  the  horse,  the  ox,  and  brindled  boar. 
And  livM  at  large  on  summer's  golden  store. 
The  hollow-bowling  winds,  and  frost  intense, 
Benumb'd  man's  vigour,  and  oongeal'd  the  sens^ 
And  loudly  told  hin^  what  his  wants  require^ 
A  double  garment,  and  bright- burning  fire. 
And  generoas  wine,  and  comfortable  cheer. 
To  guard  against  the  rigour  of  the  year. 
Warm  from  the  hearth,  and  plentifully  fed^ 
With  early  eve  I  press'd  my  downy  bed. 
And  of  soft  covering  added  many  a  fold 
To  dissipate  the  penetrating  cold ; 
Then,  duly  cross'd,  prepared  for  balmy  sleep. 
When  through  the  glass  I  saw  pale  Cynthia  peeps 
Her  silver  orb  displayed  a  watery  light. 
And  faintly  glimmer' d all  the  livelong  night; 
She  calmly  sailing  through  th*  etherial  way. 
Full  orb*d,  oppos'd  the  glorious  lamp  of  day. 
And  reach 'd  th^  sign  where  Cancer's  kiogdoiii# 

glow, 
Thron'd  in  her  zenith,  tho^  the  Sun  was  low. 
In  boding  note,  within  her  darkspme  bower. 
Where  crawling  ivy  clasps  yon  antient  tower, 
I  heard  the  solitary  owl  complain,  [strain  t 

Saddening  dread    midnight   with  her  hideous 
While  clamourous  wild-geese  in  long  trains  ou 
With  lazy  pinions  fann'd  the  liquid  sky  ;    [higfa» 
Luli'd  by  the  drowsy  din  in  sleep  I  lay. 
Till  from  the  east  pale  gleam'd  the  dubious  day  i 
Till  chanticleer  bis  merry^  notes  begun, ,      [Sun. 
Thrice  clapt  his  wings,  and  calPd  the  lingerinf 
Rous'd  by  his  orisons  from  sweet  repose, 
I  shook  off  slumbers  as  the  morning  rose; 
The  morning  rose,  but  shed  a  languid  light. 
And  down  in  ocean  sunk  the  queen  of  night 
Then  jack-daws  chatter'd  on  the  chinmey  high  $ 
And  cranes  renewed  their  voyage  thro*  the  ftky  : 
Whose  piercing  clamours  !M>unded  in  my  ear. 
Presage  of  wintery  winds  and  tempests  gathering 

near. 
Perch'd  on  a  tre<rthat  nigh  my  chamber  grew,  - 
The  kite  began  her  lamentable  pew. 
Whereby  the  dawning  of  the  day  I  knew.;  [drest. 
Then  call'd  for  lights,  and  Heav'n  with  pray'r  ad« 
And  wrapt  my  cold  limbs  in  the  warmest  vest» 
And  thro'  the  window  half-way  opening  taw 
The  melancholy  morning  bleak  and  raw; 
Thick  ck>uds  envelop'd  all  the  mountains  rounoly 
And  rougl^  and  rigid  wa9  the  hoary  ground; 
The  bare  boughs  clashing  rattled  to  the  blast. 
And  tall  grass  trembled  as  the  wild  wind  past* 
Like  pendent  pearls,  on  every  shrub  that  grew 
And  every  stnbble,  hung  the  frozen  dew  ; 
And  hail-stones  pattering  from  the  chilling  sk|^ 
Hopt  on  the  thatch,  and  on  the  causeway  by. 
Aghast,  the  joyless  seaMn  to  behold. 
My  teeth  all  chattering  with  the  piercing  cold, 
I  clos'd  thecasement,  and  retir'd  in  haaie 
To  qnell  with  cheering  blaze  the  horrour-breaUii^ 
ingbkstf 
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GLOSSAI^Y  Tq  MAY  AND  WINTER, 


GLOSSARY  TO 
MAY  ANB  friNTEft. 

JBAK,  lMM*k,  bebind 

Ahubeii,  dressed,  cloathed* 

Afrt^t,  afraid, 

Akhfoiks. 

AU,u. 

ilawjie,  pleasant,  [Lat.  oMmiii.] 

Art^  the  northern  ooostellation,  horn  arrtef ,  vn 

i4l/««s^  atOBOe. 

Alfatart  q,  d*  out  over,  beyond. 

AxBtM^  own. 

Barit,  boars. 

BarmHn,  rampart,  fortiftcaUoa. 

Balil,  thick,  rank. 

£eitt/,l)asked,  warmed. 

Bney  pleasant,  from  the  Lalio,  ianvt* 

Bere,in\eji  also  roar,  noise. 

Bla,  livid. 

Blaiknyly  b1acken*d. 

BiatueiU,  blanched,  bleached. 

£/«nii;,  a  blink,  a  view. 

Bhutfhaxe.  ' 

Bof,bat 

Bomui,  prepared. '  > 

Brode,  broad.  Brede  ibid.  On  brede,  abroad. 

Braitl^ngf  ckshinip. 

Bray,  side  of  a  hill,  .bank  of  a  river. 

Brerde,  new  q>rung. 

^roiijfi,  branches. 

Biyw,  6eroe. 

BubUs,  blasts, 

Burgeount,  buds,  young  sprigs. 

Burnitf  brooks. 

Busiumu,  huge,  fierce. 

Bpipremi,  besprinkled. 

Bif'Mmil,  made  to  wander* 

Callour,  fresh,  oool. 

Camseho,  crooked,  distorted,  [IsU  rasRcrBi.] 

i'aichkt,  the  name  of  an  hel^ 

Viestti,  chisel,  or  shaped  like  a  chiseL 

CAtnMyngf  chirping. 

Chimes,  buildings  or  houses.' 

Cletat,  clifis,  rocks. 

Clou,  doyster. 

Cljfniyy  ilinty . 

Crammetjft  crimson,  rFr.  rnmorit] 

Cnmde^  to  coo  like  a  dove. 

Crawjnngf  the  noise  made  by  cranes. 

Dantttf  subjlued,  tame4. 

Doling,  congealing,  benumming. 

Doyt,  does.  ' 

Dote,  death. 

Ve/oundand,  pouring  down,  diflUsing, 

Derne,  lonely,  solitary 

TienaUt,  descimded. 

Dolly,  doleful,  \LaL  dolor,} 

Dnemly,  foggy. 

Dublrii,  pools  of  water. ' 

EUd,  old-age. 

Elritcke,  hideous. 

Emerant,  green,  Terdant. 

Embrode,  embroidered. 

Ewilangf  along. 

£rd,  the  earth. 

EtfAameit  ashamed. 

JFale,  turf. 

VOL.  xvr. 


t7S 

FetrcA,  grey  coloured,  or  rather  reddish,  ftlkw. 
Ftfitcr/«rw,  windows,  [Lat./tfii«(lra.] 
FerHe,  to  wonder. 
Flaggit,  flashes. 
f7a»,  blast,  wind,  [LaL/a(w.] 
Fleand,  flying,  fleeing.  # 

Fleme,  to  drive  away. 
Fiete,  flow,  product. 
FfadderUt  overflowed. 
Ftudis^  floods. 

Ford|mnaiu/,  ^hping,  resonoding. 
Fbrgane,  agaiost,  alsg  o?er  against. 
Fraiporf,  froward. 
Frttc/uoMf,  fruitfal. 

Fmluii,  leaves,  [Pr.F«tt7/f,  Ut.  Folnafi]. 
GaUs,  makes  a  noise  like  a  cuckoK* 
GaUeard,  cheerful,  pretty. 
Gent,  genteel,  spruof. 
GerSf  grass,  gyrs.  ibid. 
Gt%,  giMed,  golden. 

Glove,  a  sword,  [Ft.  gfahe,  UL  gladium^l 
GUtL  a  glead,  kite. 
Qngp,  to  crqp  or  bfpwaa. 
Gousty,  ghwiUy. 
Gawlis,  red  gulet  from  the  Fr. 
Gnnii,  having  grains,  forked,  icariet,  or  crimiCHb 
Graoit,  groves. 
Gf  tf ,  degree.    (7rf#,  gray. 
Grektngf  peep  of  day. 
Grtf^tf,  sand,  or  gravel  in  riveis. 
Grundin,  grinded,  sharpened. 
Gttm,  vapour. 

Hanmys,  a  collar  for  horses. 
Hani,  to  frequent,  use.    [ Pr.  heniet ] 
Har,  sharp,  nipping,  H^re,  boary. 
Hank,  harsh,  rough. 
Batard^  grey, 
//iacp,  blueisb,  cerulean. 
Hekkil,  a  heckle,  comb* 
Hidlis,  biding  places, 
//mi,  shepherd,  Aug.  Sax. 
Hirnys,  holes,  comers. 
Hirstis,  bare  and  hard  parts  of  hilla. 
Hout,  a  holt,  wood. 
Fy,  haste. 

Itchif,  issued,  came  out. 
Kayis,  jackdaws.  ' 
Kektyt,  cackled,  giggled. 
Kepe,  notice. 

Kimailis,  battlements,  parapeU.   . 
Kitillit,  tickles,  moves.    [Lat  ii/Ufcre.] 
tfawtd^f,  a  fiBg-dove,  or  wild  pigeon. 
Kyth,  to  show,  make  appear. 
Laggerii,  bemired.  . 
Ltnthely,  loathsome. 
Landbirtt,  the  breaking  down  qf  banks  by  the 

vkdence  of  floods. 
iMtioun,  a  mixt  metal,  here  sig.  paUid. 
Lava,  tow. 
La>,  to  lose;  Leese,  1  Kings,  Cb.  luriii.  Tcr.  JL 

in  the  same  sense. 
Lemmnd,  blazing,  shining. 
Lemru,  pastures,  glades. 
Leuin,  lightning,  light. 
Leuys,  leaves. 

Leyis,  leas,  untiUed  ground. 
Lochis,  lakes. 
Loekkerand,  curling. 
Louit,  praise. 
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Loukit,  locked  up,  enclofled. 

Zjfune,  calm. 

lAutff,  yigoiOQS. 

Z.ye,  or  Le^  a  shelter. 

tyt,  the  fimiADient. 

Lynd,  the  linden-tree* 

tynnyt,  cataracts. 

Mavytf  a  thrush. 

Ment,mvKsA,  mingled  together. 

MirW,  anouzle,  blackbird.  [Lat.  mtrula,'\ 

Meretwynis,  sea-fwiue,  porci  mariiiL 

Mor^undyit^  deadly,  cold. 

Net*  thirlu,  nostrils. 

Obumbratef  shaded  over. 

Ocdane^  the  ocean. 

Orlagere,  a  clock,  [Lat.  hsrologhtm.'] 

Ouerfreit,  overspread,  embellished. 

Ouerheidland,  coTering  aver. 

Ouenvellarand,  orertuming. 

Pein,  sky-coloared. 

Pete,  a  clod,  or  ck>d  of  earth. 

Pkaniif  not  fanes  or  emigtu,  (as  the  Giouttry 
interprets  it)  but  appearanoe  or  splendour, 
from  the  Gr.  pmm  ostendo,  splendeot 

PhioU,  a  cupola. 

Plent,  to  complain. 

Powne,  a  peacock. 

Pt  ay,  a  meadow.    [Lat  prutum,'] 

Pure,  poor. 

Puruiance,  provision. 

Pyih,  hairs,  or  tops  of  grass. 

Qvha,  who    Qukait,  whose. 

StuhaJis,  whales. 

&uhiU,  a  wheel. 

Su/un,  stone,  hard  stone. 

Qukip,  a  whip. 

Bait,  roes. 

Rak,  fog,  mist 

Ji(dns  on  raw^  march  in  order. 

Redemyte,  decked,  beautiful 

Jteirdii,  resoonded- 

Reieiickamdf  mounting  up» 

Rendrying,  restoring. 

Retpond,  the  rustling  of  reeds. 

Reuauet  to  receive. 

Revertii,  letums. 

Revesting,  clothing. 

Ronnytt  brambles,  briars. 

RttmMy*t,  rumbled,  roared. 

Rym,  the  circle  of  a  wbeeL 

Ryng,  reign. 

Ryse,  bulrushes,  may  signify  shnibs  or  bushes. 

Sary,  sorry,  sad. 

Sthaik,  to  shake. 

Schaw,  a  wood,  forest,  or  grove. 

Sehene,  -shining, 

Sckerand,  cleavmg. 

SckiU,  shriU. 

&^«,  shutter  of  a  window.  ' 

Sekoutis,  shouts. 

Sehroudilh,  covers  over. 

Sehupe,  prepared. 

Sege,  seat     [Fr.   tiege,'\ 

Selkoutkt  ttnokge,  unoommotf. 

Semelie,  seemly. 

Senee,  incense. 

Sertf  several,  likewise  sore,  violent 

Sesit,  rested. 

5«y<,  sea. 

Sic,  such. 


FAWKES'  fOEMS. 


A'ifce,«.Ttvnlet 


:,a  bottom  or  valley. 
SUkU,§m6ofh. 
SneU,  piercbg,  sharp. 
Snyppand,  nipping. 
Sole,  soil     [Lat  solum.} 
Soppis,  showers,  clouds. 
Sore,  sorrd,  chesnut 
South,  to  make  a  noise. 
Spate,  foam,  froth. 

Sprayngis,  rays,  streaks  of  different  oolonn. 
Sprinkilland^  gliding  swiftly. 
SpfUzeil,  spoiled,  robbed. 
StabyilU,  settled,  calm 
Stanryis,  the  shorSi 
Stede,  place. 
Siemes,  stars. 
Steuynnis,  notes,  sounds. 
Slorare,  restorer. 
5/oirM,  vapours,  eichalations. 
Siourand,  stirring. 
Strandis,  strands,      ■     sometimee  sigiiifict  ri* 

vulets. 
Sirekii,  stretched. 
Suixe,  the  soil,  g^und. 
Sulteart,  bright,  glittering. 
Sum  deie,  somewhat,  a  little. 
Stcarde,  the  sur&ce  of  the  ground. 
Syne,  then,  afterwards. 
Syon,  a  scion,  or  young  shoot 
Tait,  tight 
Tetandf  putting  forth. 
Tlkareon,  their  own. 
Thoucht,  though. 
Tkramg,  m  crowds* 
Tkrid,  third. 
T;b«Ut«,  blasts. 
Till,  to,  unto. 

Trazileys,  props,  or  supporters  of  vUmb. 
Um6edrew,  withdrew. 
Unschet,  opened. 
Upmarpis,  thrown  up. 
Uihyr,  other. 
f^ak,  moist,  watry. 
Wallomt,  withered. 
WaUy,  wavy,  billowy. 
Warpiti  threw. 
Widequhare^  far  and  near. 
Witnnyt,  decayed,  dried. 
fToMtf ,  webbs. 
WorHt,  herbs,  plants. 

Wyleeote,  a  jadMt  next  the  shirt,  a  fly  coat, 
f^yndilstrayis,  wibdlestraws,  tall  grass. 
Ytatckokkimt,  iddes. 
Ymwpii,  drenched,  sopt 
2a//bv,  yellow. 
2aitf,y«nl,  garden. 
Zere,yeiar. 
^"g»  y«»>ng. 
SMe,  bowl. 
Zound,  yonder,  fkrther  oft 
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PARTOFSJT,  ri.  BOOK  IT.  OF  HO- 
iUCE,  TRANSLATED. 

■  BCIKXtMC   AT,     PfiKDITUR    HJEC   IKTBR    MUBKO 
LUX,  HON  »IMB  VOnS,    &C 

ComuM'D  in  trifles,  thus  the  go!i]en  day 
StejlSf  not  without  this  ardent  wish,  away ; 
llTicn  shall  I  sec  my  peaceful  country  form. 
My  fancy  when  with  autient  authors  charm  ? 
Or,  luli'd  to  sleep,  the  cares  of  life  elude 
In  sweet  oblivion  of  solicitude  ? 
(\  for  those  beans  which  my  own  fields  provide  I 
Ikfm'd  by  Pythagoras  to  man  allied ; 
ITiii  savoury  pulse  served  np  in  platters  nice, 
And  herbs  high-relish 'd  with  the  bacon  slice  ? 
O,  tranquil  nights  in  pleasing  converse  spent, 
AmbnMtal  suppers  that  might  gods  content ! 
When  with  my  chosen  friends  (delicioas treat !) 
Refore  the  household  deities  we  eat ; 
The  slaves  themselves  regale  on  choicest  meat. 
Free  from  mad  laws  we  sit  reclin'd  at  ease. 
And  «h^ Ilk  as  much,  or  little,  as  we  please. 
Some  quaff  large  bumpers  that  expand  the  sool. 
And  some  grow  mellow  with  a  moderate  bowl. 
We  never  ulk  of  this  man's  house  or  vill. 
Or  whether  Lepos  dances  well  or  ill : 
But  of  those  duties  which  ourselves  we  owe,  - 
And  which  'tis  quite  a  scanc^al  not  to  know : 
As  whether  wealth  or  virtue  can  impart 
l*he  truest  pleasure  to  the  human  heart : 
.What  should  direct  us  in  our  choice  of  friends, 
'ilielrown  pure  merit,  or  our  private  ends: 
Whal  we  may  deem,  if  rightly  understood, 
Man's  sovereign  bliss,  his  chief,  his  only  good. 

Mean-Ume  my  friend,  oldCervius,  never  £uli 
To  cheer  our  converse  with  his  piihy  tales  : 
Praise  but  Afellius,  or  his  ill-got  store. 
His  lable  thus  begins :    *'  In  days  of  yore 
A  country  mouse  within  his  honiely  cave 
A  treat  to  one  of  note,  a  courtier,  gave ; 
A  good  plain  mouse  our  bust,  who  lov'd  to  spttre 
Those  heaps  of  forage  he  had  gleanM  with  care  j 
Yet  on  occasion  would  his  soul  unbend. 
And  feast  witli  hospitality  his  friend  : 
Hr  brought  wikl  oats  and  vetches  from  his  hoard } 
Dried  grapes  and  scraps  of  bacon  grac'd  the 

-    board: 
In  hopes,  no  doubt,  by  such  a  various  treat. 
To  tempt  the  dainty  traveller  to  eat 
Kqoat  on  fresh  chaff,  the  master  of  the  feast 
Left  all  the  choicest  viands  for  his  guest. 
Nor  one  nice  morsel  for  himself  would  spare, 
fiut  gnaw'd  coarse  grain,  or  nibbled  at  a  tare. 
At  length  their  blender  dinner  finish'd  quite. 
Thus  to  Ibe  rustic  spoke  the  mouse  polite : 
'* '  How  cibi  my  friend  a  wretched  being  drag 
On  the  bltf^Jik  summit  of  Uiis  airy  crag  ? 
Say,  do  you  s»till  prefer  this  barbarous  den 
To  polish 'd  citien,  savages  to  men  ? 
CoDie,  come  with  me,  nor  longer  hero  abide, 
ru  be  your  friend,  yuur   comrade,   and  your 

'   guide. 
Since  an  must  die  that  draw  this  vital  breath, 
Nor  great  nor  small  can  shun  the  shafts  of  death, 
Tis  ours  to  sport  in  pleasures  while  we  may : 
Tor  ever  miadftil  of  life's  little  day.'       [mouse, 

"These  weighty  reasons  sway*d  the  country 
Ami  light  of  heart  li«  udlied  from  hit  hooM. 


1tesolv>d  to  travel  with  this  eooitly  spark. 
And  -gain  the  city  when  seen  rely  dark. 

'*  Now  midnight  hover'd  o*er  this  earthly  ball. 
When  oar  small  gentry  reach*d  a  stately  hall. 
Where  brightly   glowing,  stain'd  with  Tyrian 

dye. 
On  ivory  couches  richest  carpets  lie ; 
And  m  large  baskets,  rang*d  along  the  floor. 
The  rich  collaHon  of  the  night  before. 
On  purple  bed  the  courtier  plac'd  his  guest. 
And  with  choice  cates  prolonged   the   grateful 

feast  \  » 

He  carv'd,  he  serv'd,  as  much  as  monse  could  do  , 
And  was  his  waiter,  and  his  taster  too. 
Joy  seiz'd  the  rustic  as  at  ease  he  lay : 
This  happy  chnnge  had  made  him  wondrous  gay— 
When  lo  J  the  doors  burst  open  in  a  trice, 
Aud  at  their  banquet  terrified  the  mice : 
They  start,  they  tremble,  in  a  deadly  fright. 
And  roond  the  room  precipitate  their  flight ; 
The  high-roofd  room  with  hideous  cries  resound: 
Of  baying  mastifis,  and  load-belk>wing  hounds 
Then  thus  the  runtic  in  the  courtier's  ear ; 
*  Adieu  !  kind  sir !  I  thank  you  for  yoor  cheers 
Safe  in  my  cell  your  state  I  envy,  not ; 
Tares  be  my  food,  and  liberty  my  lot !' " 


A  PARODY  ON  THE  CITY  AND  COUN- 
TRY MOUSE. 

A  coDwnnr  vicar  in  his  homely  house, 
Pleas'd  with  his  lot,  and  happy  in  his  spouse. 
With  simple  diet,  at  his  humble  board, 
Once  entertain^  the  chaplain  of  a  lord  s^> 
He  gave  him  (all  he  could)  a  little  fish. 
With  teoce  of  oysters,  in  no  silver  dish  ; 
And,  n>r  the  craving  stomach's  sure  relief. 
Hie  glory  of  Old  England,  rare  roast-beef, 
Horse-raddish  and  potatoes,  Ireland's  pride; 
A  pudding  too  the  prudent  dame  supplied : 
Their  cheering  beversge  was  a  pint  of  port 
(Tho'  small  the  quantum)  of  the  bettiv  sort ; 
But  plenty  of  good  beer,  both  small  and  stout. 
With  wine  of  elder  to  prevent  the  goot. 
The  vicar  hop'd,  by  such  a  various  treat, 
To  tempt  his  scaif-embellish'd  friend  to  eat; 
With  nicest  bluprovok'd  his  guest  to  dine. 
He  cafv'd  the  haddock,  and  he  serv'd  the  wine: 
Content  his  own  sharp  stomach  to  regale 
With  plain,  substantial  roast  meat;  and  mild  ale. 
Our  courtly  chaplain,  as  we  may  suppose. 
At  such  old-feshioo'd  commons  ourl'd  his  nose  ; 
He  tried  in  vam  to  piddle,  and,  hi  brief, 
Pish'd  at  the  pudding,  and  declin'd  the  beef  j-^ 
At  length,  their  homely  dinnerfinish'd  quite. 
Thus  to  the  vicar  spoke  the  priest  polite: 

"  How  can  my  brother  in  this  paltry  town 
Live  ondistinguish'd,  to  the  world  unknown? 
And  not  exalt  your  towering  genius  higher. 
Than  here  to  herd  with  country  clowD--or  squire ; 
Stunn'd  with  the  discord  of  hoarse  cawing  rooks. 
The  roar  of  winds,  the  dissonance  of  brooks. 
Which  disountented  through  the  valley  stray. 
Plaintive  and  murmuring  at  their  long  delaj. 
Come^  oome  with  me,  nor  fonger  here  abic^e  ; 
You^e  friends  in  town,  and  I  wUl  be  your  guide : 
Soon  great  prsfennent  to  your  share  will  fell, 
A  food  fet  living,  or  perhaps— a  itall." 
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These  weighty  reaioni  iiftiyM  the  ▼Sett^miad — 
To  town  he  hied,  but  leiVhit  wife  bebind  :— 
Keirt  leree-dfty  be  waited  on  his  grace, 
With  buiidreds  move,  who  bowM  to  get  a  plaoe ; 
8hoT*d  in  (be  erawd,  he  itood  amaz'dtoaee 
Lords  who  to  Baal  bent  the  supple  knee, 
And  docton  sage  he  eonld  not  bat  admire. 
Who  stooped  proftnindly  low«-^o  rise  the  bi{(faer. 
So  much  of  ermine,  laoe,  heans»  bisbops,  yonng 

and  old, 
•nVas  like  a  cloud  of  sable  edg*d  with  gold: 
By  turns  his  grace  the  servile  train  addrest, 
.  Pleas'd  with  a  smile,  or  in  a  whisper  blesL 
Sick  of  the  scene,  the  vicar  sought  the  dooTf 
Determined  never  to  aee  London  more  ] 
-But,  as  bis  friend  had  pleas'd  the  boor  to  fix. 
First  went  to  dinner  to  my  lord's  at  six  ;-«- 
He  knocked— was  ushered  to  the  room  of  state, 
(My  lord  abroad)  and  dinner  serr'd  in  plate ; 
which,  thongb  it  seem'd  but  oommoD  soup  and 
:  Was  really  oaHtpee  end  oallipash,  ^eeb, 

(The  relics  of  the  gaudy  day  before) 
What  Indians  eat,  and  En^ishmen  adore ; 
Withbrigfatobarapaigti  the  oourt&ererown'dtbe 

nasty 
Sooth'd  his  own  pride^  and  gratified  hit  gueet 
All  this.coospii'd  our  Stoic  to  oontrool, 
And  waipt  the  steady  purpose  of  his  soul— 
When  lo !  the  cry  of  fire  creates  amaz^— 
<*  The  next  bouse,  Ladv  Riot's,  in  a  blaase'U. , 
Aghast  the  vicar  stood,  iq  wild  affright. 
Then  briefly  thus  addres^d  the  priest  polite : 
**  Adieu,  my  friend — ^your  state  t  envy  not— 
Beef,  liberty,  and  safety  be  my  bt*'. 


BORACE,   nnST.   t.  BOOK  L  HU- 
TATED. 

to  lOBM  HAwxBSwettir,  kao. 

Ipyon  deat  sir,  will  deiga  to  pass  a  day 
In  the  fair  vtSit  of  Orptngtoa  and  Cray, 
And  Kve  fiMr  oooe  as  humble  vicars  da  | 
On  Thnrsdaylet  me  see  you  here  by  twok 
Expect  no  nkseties  my  plates  to  foul, 
Bui  Baneted  mutton,  and  a  baranioor  fowl. 
My  Meqds  with  generous  liquors  I  regale^ 
Good  port,  old  bock,  or.  If  tbey  like  it,  ale ; 
But  if  of  richer  wine  3^011  chnse  a  quart» 
Why  bring,  and  drink  it  bere--'wKb  aU  my  heait. 
Plain  is  my  Annitare,  as  Is  my  trsaft, 
for  'tis  my  best  ambition,  to  beneMt 
Leave  then  all  sordid  views,  and  hopes  of  gaiti. 
To  mortals  miserable,  mad,  or  vain  ; 
Put  the  lett  polii*  to  th'  historic  page, 
And  cease  awhile  to  motalin  the  ago. 
By  yonr  sweet  eowwrse  «lMeh>*d,  the  livo-loBg  dfty 
Will  pass  unnoticed  like  the  streaoii,  ■♦ay. 
Why  shonld  kind  Providenoe  abundance  give, 
ir  we,  like  niggards,  oui*t  aiford  to  live  } 
Hie  wretched  mfser,  poor  'midst  heaps  of  pelf. 
To  cram  bis  heir,  most  madly  starves  hiMself-^ 
So  win  not  I-^give  «ie  good  wine  and  eaas. 
And  let  all  misers  call  me  fool  that  pleaae. 
Wliatcamiot  wme?— it  opens  all  the  soul  j 
Mnt  hope  grows  brilliaiitoMrtbeepavklingbowl  1 
yrvmhi  getterom  «p}rft  makes  the  oeward  brave, 
Civet  ease  «»4nigs,  tttd  #f«edom  1»  tbe  fknw  t 


Bemus'd  in  wine  the  bard  his  dmis  foigel% 
And  drinks  serene  oblivion  to  bis  debts  : 
Wine  drives  all  eares,  and  anguish  from  the  baait. 
And  dabs  us  oonnoisseurs  of  every  art: 
Whom  does  not  wine  with  eloquence  inspire  ? 
The  bottsey  beggar  struts  into  a  squire. 
This  yen  well  know — to  me  belongs  to  miiid* 
That  neatness  with  frugality  be  joined  | 
That  no  intruding  blab,  ^  with  itching  ears, 
Darken  my  doors,  who  tells  wbate'er  he  bears  ; 
Two  D— •«  each  a  poet,  with  me  dine^ 
Your  friends,  and  decent  C— n,  a  divine : 
There's  room  for  more-— so  to  complete  the  Hand 
Your  wife  will  bring  foir  Innocence  >  in  hand.     ' 
Should  Cave  wa^t  copy,  let  the  teaser  wait. 
While  you  steal  secret  through  the  ganleii  gate» 

A  PASSAQB  FROM  PEmONIUS, 

TBAHSLATtn. 

Falmk  arethy  lodes !  for  woefii!  winter  boar 
Has  stolen  thy  bkmm,  and  beauty  is  no  more  ! 
Thy  temples  mourn  their  shady  honours  shonL 
Parch'd  like  the  follow  destitute  of  com. 
FallMNons  gods  !  whose  blessings  thns  betray  • 
What  fint  ye  give  us,  first  ye  take  away.        * 
Thou,  late  exulting  in  thy  golden  hair,  ' 
As  bright  as  Fhcebus,  or  as  Cyothia  fair. 
Now  view'st,  alas !  thy  forehead  smooth  and  plan 
Asthe  round  Aingn%  daughter  of  the  min : 
Smooth  as  the  surface  of  well  polishM  brass. 
And  fiy*st  with  foar  each  langhter-kiving  lass : 
Death  faa^es  amam— thy  wretched  fote  deploia^ 
FaUen  ai«  thy  locks,  and  beauty  Is  no  more. 

AGAINST  LIFE. 
VMOM  TRi  oaszK  09  ffmuvnvu 

What  tranquil  road,  unvex'd by  strife. 
Can  mortals  chuse  through  human  life  } 
Attend  the  courts,  attend  the  bar— 
Tbere  discord  reigns,  and  endless  jar: 
At  home  the  weary  wretches  find 
Severe  disquietude  of  mind ; 
To  til]  the  fields ,  gives  toil  and  pabi  i 
Eternal  terrours  sweep  the  main : 
If  rich,  we  fear  to  lose  our  storey 
Need  and  distress  await  the  poor : 
Sad  cares.tbe  bands  of  hymen  give  ; 
Friendless,  foriom,  th'  unmarried  live : 
Are  children  bom  ?  we  ""itMis  groan  r 
ChiMless,  our  lack  of  heirs  we  moan : 
Wild,  giddy  schemes  our  youth  eqgage) 
Weakness  and  wants  dqE»res8  old  a^ge. 
Would  fotethen  with  my  wish  comply^ 
I'd  never  live,  or  quickly  die. 


FOR  LIFE 

noM  nk  oftBik  or  vffnoDOtvt. 

11  Aincmo  may  n«ie,  mivtt*4l  by  scrtfo^ 
Through  every  road  of  bnmaa  lifo. 
Fair  wisdom  regulates  the  bar. 
And  peace  condodes  tlie  isoedy  w«r  r 

*  Tlwatie  jf  >  very  agrewblt  young  l>iy> 
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At  homeaoipioioitt  moitab  find 
Serene  umnquilUty  of  miiMl ; 
All-beauteous  nefture  decks  the  plain, 
Anrl  merchants  plough  for  gold  the  main : 
Heapect  arises  from  oar  store, 
Security  from  being  poor : 
More  joys  the  bands  of  Hymen  give  ; 
Th'  unmarried  with  more  freedom  hve: 
If  pareots,  our  blest  lot  we  own ; 
Childless,  we  heve  no  cause  to  moaii  t 
Firm  vigour  crowns  our  youthful  stage, 
And  venerable  hairs  old-age. 
Since  all  is  good,  then  who  would  cry, 
•*  I'd  never  live,  or  quickly^  ?" 


ON  OCCASION  OF  THE  PEACE. 

Teace  o^er  the  worid  her  olive  wand  extends, 
Aikl  white-rob'd  Innocence  from   Heaven  de- 

POPB. 


Adiiu  the  boiTOurs  of  destructive  war. 
And  mad  Bellona  in  her  iron  car ! 
But  wek»me  to  our  smiling  fields  again. 
Sweet  Peace  *  attewied  with  thy  jocund  train, 
Truth,  Virtue,  Freedom,  that  can  never  ckvy. 
And  all  the  pleasing  family  of  Joy.         [plan'd, 
Those  schemes  pursued,  which  Pitt  su  wisely 
CSpnquest  has  sfaower'd  her  blessings  on  the  land ; 
And  Britam's  sons  more  laurels  have  obtained, 
Than  all  her  Henries,  or  her  Edwards  gain'd : 
George  saw  with  joy  the  peaceful  period  given. 
And  bow*d  obedient  to  Che  will  of  Heaven: 
Awftil  he  rose  to  bid  dissention  cease,. 
And  all  the  warring  worid  was  calm'd  to  peace ; 
•*  Thus  did  the  roaring  waves  their  rage  compose. 
When  the  great  father  of  the  floods  arose." 
Then  came  Astrea  mild,  our  isle  to  bless. 
Fair  queen  of  virtue,  and  of  happiness ! 
Then  came  our  troops  in  fighting  fields  recown'd. 
And  mark'd  with  many  an  honoorable  wound. 
The  tender  fair  one,  long  by  fears  opprest, 
Kov  feels  soft  raptures  rising  in  her  breast, 
The  bkxMBiqg  hero  of  her  heart  to  view. 
And  hear  him  bid  the  dangerous  camp  adien. 
The  wklow'd  bride,  that  long  on  grief  had  fed. 
And  bath'd  with  weeping  the  deseited  bed, 
dad  that  the  tumults  of  the  war  are  o^er. 
That  terrour,  rage,  and  rapine  are  no  more. 
Greets  her  rough  k>nl,  secuie  from  hostile  hanns, 
And  hopes  an  age  of  pleasure  in  fats  arms: 
While  he,  with  pompous  eloqnenoe,  recites 
Piie  scenes  of  castles,  atorai'd  and  desperate 

fighUj 
Or  tells  bow  Wolfe  the  free.b«ra  Brituns  led. 
Bow  Gnnby  conquei'd  and  the  honseboM  fled ; 
She,  to  the  pleasing  drendftil  tale  mtenft, 
Nowemilei,  new  tmnUes,  far  the  gnat  event 
O  curst  AmbiUon,  fee  to  human  good. 
Pregnant  with  woe,  and  prodigal  of  blood  I 
'  Tboa  fridtM  source,  whence  streams  of  sorrow 
What  devastations  to  thj  guilt  we  owe !      [flo«r, 
Where-e'er  thy  f niy  riots,  all  uMiand 
Confusion,  havoc^  and  dread  deaths  abonnd : 
Where  Ceres  flounah'd,  and  gay  Fkm  smU'd* 
Behold  a  barren,  loUtMrywiMil 
To  stately cedamthons  and  briartenoooad, 
And  m  tltf  fMtei  sfveads  tte  aoBMQi  iveed; 


Where  cattle  pastured  late,  the  purple  plain. 
Sad  scene  of  borrour !  teems  with  heroes  slain ; 
Where  the  proud  pakoe  ntar'd  its  haughty  bead, 
Ooep  in  the  dust,   see!    crumbling    columns 

spread ; 
See  gallant  Britons  in  the  field  expire. 
Towns  tum'd  tu  ashes,  fanes  involvM  in  l^re ! 
These  deeds  the  guilt  of  rash  Ambitioo  tell. 
And  bk)ody  Discord,  furious  fiend  of  Hell !  v 
Ye  baneful  sisters,  with  your  frantic  crew. 
Hence  speed  your  flight,  and  take  your  last  adieu. 
Eternal  wars  in  barbarous  worlds  to  wage  ;- 
'I  here  vent  your  inextinguishable  rage. 
But  come,  fair  Peace,  and  be  the  nation^s  bride» 
And  let  thy  sister  Plenty  grace  thy  side, 
O  cornel  and  with  thy  placid  presence  cheer 
Our  drooping  hearts,  and  stay  for  ever  here. 
Now  be  the  shrill,  strife-stirring  trumpet  mute; 
Now  let  us  listen  to  the  softer  lute: 
The  shepherd  now  his  numerous  flocks  shall  feed. 
Where  war  relentless  doom'd  the  breve  to  bleed  j 
On  ruin'd  ramparts  shall  the  hawthorn  flower. 
And  mantling  ivy  clasp  the  nodding  tower. 
Unusual  harvests  wave  along  the  dale. 
And  the  bent  sickle  o*er  the  sword  prevail 
No  more  shall  sUtes  with  rival  rage  contend. 
But  arts  their  empire  o'er  the  worid  extend^     . 
Ingenious  arts,  that  honianize  the  mind. 
And  give  the  brightest  polish  to  mankind ! 
Then  sl^all  our  chiefs  in  breathing  marble  stand. 
And  life  seem  starting  from  the  sculptor's  hand  ; 
1'hen  lovely  nymphs  in  living  picture  rise, 
The  fairest  faces,  and  the  brightest  eyes : 
Tbeie  polish 'd  Lane  '  no  loss  of  beauty  fears ; 
Her  charms,  still  meUowing  with  revolving  years,' 
Shall,  ev'n  on  canvas,  youthful  hearts  engage. 
And  warm  the  cold  indiflference  of  age: 
Then  the  firm  areh  shall  stem  the  roaring  tide. 
And  join  those  countries  which  the  streams  iar 
Then  villas  rise  of  true  palladian  proof,    [vide  ; 
And  the  proud  palace  rear  its  ample  roof; 
Then  statelier  temples  to  the  skies  ascend, 
Where  mix'd  with  nobles  mighty  kings  may  bend. 
Where  poverty  may  send  her  sighs  to  Heaven,' 
And  guilt  return,  repent,  and  be  forgiven. 
Such  are  the  fruits  which  sacred  peace  imparts. 
Sweet  nurse  of  liberty  and  learned  arts  1 
These  she  restores— b !  that  she  could  restore 
Life  to  those  Britons  Who  now  breathe  no  more. 
Who  in  tV  embaUled  field  undaunted  stood. 
And  greatly  perishM  in  their  country's  good  ; 
Or  who,  by  rage  of  angry  tempests  tost, 
In  whiripools  of  the  whelm'mg  main  were  kwt. 
Ye  honoor'd  shades  of  chiefe  untimely  slam  I 
Whose  bones  lie  scaUHsr'd  on  some  foreign  plain; 
That  now  perchance  by  lonely  hmd  are  seen 
In  glittering  armour  gUdingo'er  the  green ; 
Ye  1  that  beneath  the  ooM  cerulean  wave 
Have  made  the  wat^  element  your  grave. 
Whose  wandering  spirits  haunt  the  windmg  sbore. 
Or  ride  on  whiriwinds  while  the  billows  roar. 
With  kind  protection  still  our  isle  defend, 
(If  souls  unbodied  can  protection  lend) 
Still  o'er  the  king  your  shadowy  piuions  spread. 
And  in  theday  of  danger  shield  his  head  ^ 


I  The  hon.  BIfs.  Lane,  daogfaier  of  the  right 
hon.  lord  chancellor  Henley,  and  wife  to  ih» 
hoikMr.UMe. 
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FAWRES'  POEMS. 


Your  bright  examples  shall  our  pattern  be, 
TV)  make  us  valiant,  and  to  keep  as  free, 

Dec.  1762. 


Oy  A  COUNTRY  FICAR 

CARRYIKG   HIS  WIFE   BEHIND  U^M,  TO  VISIT  HIS 
PA^ISHZONBRS.       BY    MB.  "—t     OP   BKAZEN 
K08E   COLLEGE,    OXFOBD. 

Tk  southern  climes  there  lies  a  Tillage, 
Where  oft  the  vicar,  fond  to  pillage. 
Sallies  with  gun  aloft  on  shoulder, 
(Orlando's  self  could  ne'er  look  bolder) 
With  which,  well  ramm'd  with  proper  cartridge, 
He  knocks  down  apples,  or  a  partridge ; 
And  whilst  o*er  all  his  neighbours'  ground. 
Striding,  he  throws  his  eyes  around. 
Surveying,  witb  a  look  most  blithe. 
The  growing  riches  of  his  tithe, 
Minds  not  the  game  fur  which  he's  beating  • 
But,  to  prevent  his  flock  fn>m  cheating, 
Looks  in  each  yard  with  jealous  eye. 
With  care  examines  every  stye, 
Numbers  the  cows,  observes  their  udders, 
And  at  the  dread  of  losing  shudders. 
■<  His  composition's  low ;  the  butter 
From  so  much  milk"— he  can  but  mutter. 
He  counts  the  poultry,  large  and  fine, 
**  Forty  and  five,  then  four  are  mine." 
But  when  the  vernal  season  came. 
And  took  him  from  pursuit  of  game, 
A  sudden  thought  of  bis  condition 
Induced  him  to  an  expedition ; 
An  expedition  of  great  moment. 
Which  sing  I  must,  let  n  hat  will  come  on 't 
Scratching  his  head  one  day  in  stiong  sort. 
Then  tumnig  short  upon  his  consort, 
•«  My  joy,"  quoih  he,  "  now  things  are  dearish, 
To  make  some  visits  in  the  parish 
1  think  can  never  be  amiss  ; 
As  for  my  reason,  it  is  this: 
Some  farms,  yon  know,  lie  very  distant. 
At  which  I  seldom  am  a  rist'ant ; 
And,  now  the  shooting  season's  over. 
Cannot  so  readily  discover 
If  any  sharp  or  filching  wight 
Should  cheat  us  of  our  lawful  right ; 
Kor  have  we  any  means  to  hear  how 
Soon  they  expect  a  sow  to  farrow. 
Besides,  my  dearest,  should  they  cheat  us. 
We  shall  get  sometbipg  when  they  treat  us; 
And  save  at  home  the  spit  and  pot ; 
A  penny  sav'd  's  a  penny  grit." 
'  While  thus,  with  ail  his  oratory. 
He  laboured  through  the  pleasing  story  ; 
Ma'am  by  his  side  was  all  aiu-ntion, 
pelighted  with  his  good  invention  ; 
A<im>i'*<)>  ^^'^  prais'd,  then  sral'd  bis  bliss 

With  joyous  mnttimonial  kiss. 

And  soon  the  loving  pair  agreed 

By  this  same  system  to  proceed ; 

And  through  the  parish,  with  their  how  d'ye, 

Qo  to  each  gaffer  and  each  goody. 
'Twas  then  resolv'd,  that  first  of  all 

I'bey  pay  a  visit  at  E — ^t  hall ; 

And  William  's  order'd,  to  save  trouble. 

To  get  a  steed  that  carries  double. 


A  neighbour's  palfry,  small  and  pretty. 
Is  borrow'd  for  the  used  KiUy. 
All  things  provided,  out  they  stalk; 
Poor  Dobbin  wishes  them  at  York  ; 
Then  mount  and  sally  in  great  state, 
William  before,  behind  them  Kate  5 
When  thus  he  entertains  his  spouse 
With  observations  on  each  house, 
Each  field  and  orchard,  as  they  ride. 
Looking  and  pointing  on  each  side; 
Kemariung  whence  his  profits  rise. 
And  where  he  gets  the  best  supplies. 
**  That  bouse  is  manag'd  ill,  my  dear. 
It  scarce  affords  a  pig  a  year: 
This  orchard  's  good,  but,  were  it  wider, 
'IVould  yield  a  hogshead  of  good  cider." 
With  joy  he  shows  where  turnips  grew. 
And  tells  what  profits  thence  accrue ; 
But  looks  with  envy  on  each  stubble. 
That  nothing  pays  for  vicar's  trouble. 
Pleas'd,  she  admires  the  lambkins  play. 
And  loves  them— when  she  's'tuld  they  pay. 

Suppose  them  now  arriv'd  5  my  dame 
Runs  out,  inquiring  how  they  came ; 
Welcomes  them  in,  and  after  all  her 
Forms  are  gone  through,  she  shews  her  parloar. 
"  Pray,  madam,  take  a  dram  j  the  weather^ 
Is  cold  and  damp,  and  1  have  either 
Good  rum  or  brandy,  plain  or  cherry ; 
A  glass  will  make  you  warm  and  merry." 
Next  on  the  board  the  tea-things  rattle. 
And  introduce  a  world  of  prattle. 
"Your  china's  pretty,  I  declare; 
'Tis  pity  'tis  such  brittle  ware."— 
**  Your  tea  is  to  your  mind,  I  hope''— 
"  Exceeding  good"—"  Pray  one  more  cup." 
*'  Your  toast  is  very  nice ;    I've  eat 
Till  I'm  asham'd."—"  Another  bit: 
The  butter,  ma'am,  is  fresh  and  sweet. 
Although  I  say  't,  that  should  not  say  t." 

After  removing  all  the  clutter 
Of  china,  tea,  and  toast  and  butter. 
Pipes  and  tobacco  come,  and  beer 
Preserved  through  many  a  rolling  year  ; 
And  currant-wine,  and  punch,  fit  liquor 
To  elevate  the  heart  of  vicar. 
At  loo  the  ladies  take  a  game. 
Ail  but  my  notable  old  dame; 
She  has  no  time  to  seat  her  crupper. 
She  's  so  intent  on  getting  supper. 
At  length  it  comes,  a  spare-rib,  lai^e 
Enough  to  cover  a  small  barge 4 
Or  for  (the  simile  tp  drag  on) 
A  tilt  for  any  carrier's  waggon : 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  chicken, , 
But  twelve  months  old,  for  lady's  picking : 
A  link  of  sausages,  that  seem 
A  boom  design'd  for  some  strong  stream. 
"  Your  chicks  are  very  fine,"—"  You  flatter  j 
r  wish  they  were  a  little  fatter. 
But  I  have  two  shut  up,  designed 
For  you  ma'am." — "You're  extremely  kind,*'-*- 
"  And  soon  (my  sow  is  rcry  big) 
I  hoi>e  to  send  you  a  fot  pig." 
(1'he  vicar  inward  smil'd,  to  see 
His  scheme  succeed  so  happily.) 
And  lastanapple-pye  iqipMr'd, 
In  earthen  bowl,  with  custar'd  smear'd. 

The  cloth  remov'd,  the  chearftil  glass 
1  egins  to  circulate  apace: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  VICAR'S  REPLY...TO  DR.  REDMAN. 


970 


Tbelttdlord,  waaong  briik  and  melbv, 

Beoooies  a  hearty  joviiU  fellow ; 

And  Dov  with  liqiior  grown  full  ripe» 

"  Pafsuo,  you  ihall  take  t'  other  pipe.**— 

**  We  must  not  itay  j  'tis  late,  Sir.»>— "  No*'- 

*'  Well,  one  half  pipe,  and  then  wo  go." 

The  pipe  and  liquor  oat,  they  tUrt, 

And  homeward  speed,  with  joyful  heart. 

He  triomphs  in  bis  good  saooesi; 

And  the  ippUuds  his  nice  finesse. 


THE  nCAWS  REPLY. 
BY  FRANCIS  FAWKESf.  VL  A. 

Rmrms!  Mess  me!  doggrel,  I  suppose. 

Penned  by  some  son  of  Brazen  Nose  ; 

Some  starpeling  bard,  or  curate  thin, 

Whose  bones  have  elliow'd  out  his  skin; 

And  jogg*d  him  to  pronroke  his  Muse 

An  honest  vicar  to  abuse« 

Because  he  looks  a  litUe  sleek. 

With  belly  (air,  and  rosy  cheek. 

Which  never  but  in  men  abound 

Of  easy  minds,  and  bodies  sound. 

Thia  vicar  lives  so  blithe  and  happy. 

With  daily  roast-meat,  and  ale  nappy  ; 

With  dogs  to  hunt,  and  steeds  to  ride. 

And  wife  that  ambles  at  his  side ; 

Who  lores  no  hurries,  routs,  nor  din. 

But  gently  chucks  her  husband's  ^htn. 

Theae  blessings,  altogether  met, 

Have  put  lean  curate  in  a  pet. 

As  ineagre  wine  is  apt  to  fret. 

And  so  this  bard  ecclesiastic 

One  dAy  presumed  in  Hudibrastic, 

One  day  in  Lent^  un-eatingtime. 

To  pricAE  bis  genius  into  rhyme ; 

The  wind  fresh  blowing  firom  the  souths 

And  Indian  vapours  fIrom  his  mouth : 

For  smoking  aids  this  dry  divine ; 

Puff  follows  puff,  and  line  succeeds  on  line. 

His  lines  by  pnffii  he  's  wont  to  measure ; 

He  rtiymes  for  drink,  and  pu&  for  pleasure. 

And  as  he  labours  for  a  joke, 

Out  comes  apuff,  that  ends  in  smoke. 

lot  sweUing  into  thought  be  sits; 

Wrapt  in  the  rage  of  rhyming  fits;    ' 

Fits  which  are  seldom  known  to  foO, 

When  fbll  bknm  up  with  bottled  ale. 

Bat  pnfiy  cider 's  better  still. 

It  always  wofkshis  doggral-maij 


By  which,  'tis  plain  to  all  mankind. 
His  mill  for  verses  goes  by  wind, 
£ocottTag»d  thus  with  bouncing  liquor. 
He  points  his  wit  against  the  vicar ; 
Then  grows  satiric  on  bis  wife. 
The  very  meekest  thing  in  life; 
And  next  on  cunning-looking  Kitty, 
And  calls  her  palfry,  not  her,— pretty. 
But  why,  sad  poet,  should  you  foil 
On  the  good  woman  of  E— t  Hall  ? 
Because  you  did  not  taste  her  supper; 
You  hit  her  hard  upon  her  crupper. 
Next  time  that  1  and  sponsc  ride  double. 
To  save  your  Muse,  and  you  too,  trouble  ; 
And  keep  my  horse  from  being  bit 
With  any  of  your  waggish  wit ; 
I'll  take  you  in  my  hand  akxig, 
And  thus  prevent  some  idle  song ; 
Cram  you  with  custard  till  you  chok^ : 
And  fill  with  punch,  and  not  with  smoke. 
Mean  while,  to  prove  my  honest  heart. 
Step  down  direct,  and  take  a  quart. 


TO  DR.  REDMAN, 

WHO   SENT  THE  AUTBOa  A  HARE,     AKO  PaOMISW 

TO  SUP  wrro  him.    sv  thb  aav.  dr.  cowpee'.' 

Qcileporem  mittis  contingis  cuncta  lepore  ; 

Condiat  O  leporem,  te  veniente,  lepos  1 
Digna  et^nim,  Redmanne,  Jove  esc  lepidissima 
coena, 

QusB  sic  tote  toa  est  et  lepus  atque  lepos. 


IMITATED  BY  MR.  FAWKES. 

A  HAES  you  in  season  presented  to  us,     [puss : 
And  with  fine  Attic  salt  you  will  season  your 
'Tis  a  jovial  treat — ^worthy  Jove,   I  declare. 
For  the  sauce  and  the  supper  will  suit  to  a 
hair. 

■  John,  eldest  son  of  judge  Cowper,  rector  of 
Berkbamsted,  Herts,  pstentee  for  making  out 
commissions  of  bankruptcy,  one  of  K.  George 
the  Second's  chaplains,  and  afterwards  dean  ni 
Durham. 
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LIFE  OF  EDWARD  LOVIBOND, 

Br  MR.  CHALMERS. 


JL  HE  life  of  Mr.  Lo?ibond  appears  to  ha?e  afforded  no  fubject  for  biography.  Those 
who  knew  him  best  have  declined  the  opportunity  which  the  publication  of  his 
works  afforded  them  to  say  something  of  the  author.  All  they  hare  been  pleased 
to  communicate  is,  that  ^^  he  was  a  gentleman  of  fortune,  who  passed  the  greater 
part  of  his  years  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Hampton  in  Middlesex,  where  he  lived 
greatly  belofed  by  those  who  best  knew  him.  He  was  an  admirable  scholar,  of 
Tery  amiable  manners,  and  of  uniTersal  bencToleoce,  of  which  all  his  writings  bear 
strong  testimony.  The  little  pieces  which  compose  this  Yokme  were  chiefly  writ, 
ten  on  such  incidents  as  occasionally  aroso  in  those  societies  of  intimate  acquain- 
tance which  he  most  frequented.  After  his  death,  which  happened  iu  1775,  his 
poems  being  dispersed  in  the  hands  of  different  friends,  to  whom  they  had  been 
giyen  by  himself,  many  people  expressed  to  his  only  brother,.  Anthony  Lovlbond 
Collins,  esq.  a  wish  to  bare  them  collected  together,  and  preserved.  This  gen- 
tleman, equally  zealous  for  the  reputation  of  a  brother  he  affectionately  loved, 
hath  put  into  the  editor's  hands  those  pieces  ho  hath  selected  for  that  purpose." 

Of  a  man  of  so  many  virtues,  and  so  greatly  beloved,  the  public  might  reason* 
ably  have  expected  a  more  detailed  account.  His  father,  I  am  told,  was  a  director 
of  the  East  India  Company,  and  died  in  the  year  1737,  leaving  him  probably  that 
fortune  on  which  he  was  enabled  to  pass  his  days  in  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  the 
pleasures  of  rural  life.  He  died  September  27,  1775,  at  his  house  at  Hampton, 
Imt  the  register  of  that  parish  is  silent  on  his  interment.  1  have  been  informed, 
also,  that  he  was  married,  and  not  Tery  happily. 

When  the  WorUl  was  began  by  Edward  Moore,  and  his  many  noble  and  learned 
contributors^  Mn  LoTibond  fnniishod  fire  papers;  Nos.  03  and  V4  contain  some 
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jast  remarks  on  the  danger  of  extremes,  and  the  impediments  to  cooTersation. 
in  Nos.  13^  and  134  he  opposes  the  commpn  erroneous  notions  on  the  subject 
of  Providence  with  considerable  force  of  argument,  and  concludes  with  some  iron- 
ical reftiarks  not  ill  applied.  In  No.  82  he  first  published  the  Tears  of  Old  Maj 
Day,  the  most  favourite  of  all  his  poems.  The  thoughts  are  peculiarly  ingenious 
and  happy,  yet  it  may  be  questioned  whether  it  is  not  exceeded  by  his  Mulberry 
Tree,  in  which  the  distinguishing  features  of  Johnson's  and  Garrick's  characters 
are  admirably  hit  off,  the  frivolous  enthusiasm  of  the  one,  and  the  solid  and  steady 
Teneration  of  the  other  for  our  immortal  bard,  are  depicted  with  exquisite  ha« 
mour.  Julia's  printed  letter  appears  to  have  been  a  favourite  with  the  author.  There 
ure  some  bursts  of  genuine  passion,  and  some  tenderness  displayed  occasiooally^ 
but  it  wants  simplicity.  It  was  probably  suggested  by  Pope's  Eloisa,  and  mast 
sufl'er  in  proportion  as  it  reminds  us  of  that  inimitable  effort     Hb  lines  on  Rural 

.  Sports,  are  both  poetical  and  moral,  and  contain  some  interesting  pictures  sweetly 
persuasive  to  a  humane  treatment  of  the  brute  creation. 

His  love  Tcrses,  some  of  which  are  demi-platonic,  are  tender  and  sprightly.  The 
Miss  K —  P —  was  Miss  Kitty  Phillips,  a  relation  of  a  family  now  ennobled  by  the 
title  of  Milford. 

The  tale  of  thcllitchin  Convent,  the  lines  To  a  young  Lady  ayery  good  Actress, 
the  Verses  to  Mr.  Wooddeson,and  those  on  converting  that  gentleman's  house  into 
a  poor.house,  are  all  distinguished  by  original  turns  of  thought.  His  pieces  were 
generally  circulated  in  private,   as  he  had  not  the  common  ambition  of  an  author^ 

.  and  was  contented  to  please  those  whom  he  intended  to  pleaae :  yet  he  never  at* 
tempted  any  subject  which  he  did  not  illustrate  by  novelty  of  manner,  and  upon 
the  whole  may  be  considered  as  among  the  most  successful  of  that  clasa  who  ua 
rather  amateurs^  than  professional  poets« 
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ON  TBB  DEATH  OF  EDWlRD 
LOriBOND,  ESQ. 


A«  !  wfa«t  avsils— that  ODce  the  Masagorovn'd 
Thy  bead  with  Uarelji.  and  thy  temples  bound  ! 
That  in  that  polish'd  mind  bright  genius  shone, 
TfaMt  101161^4  KucnoemartMitlbrherown! 
Cold  is  that  bnasttlMt  braath'd  celestial  fire ! 
Mute  is  tfait  twigve,  and  mote  that  tnneftil 
O  conhl  mf  If  ose  bat  emulate  thy  lays,  [ly  re ! 
Immortal  numbers  should  reoord  thy  praise. 
Redeem  thy  virtues  from  obliTion's  sleep, 
AoA&w  thy  urn  bid  distantages  weep  !— 
Yet  Ibough  no  lanreat  flowers  bestrew  thy  heane, 
Morpompous  sounds  exalts  the  glowing  verse, 
SUbnmer  troth  inspires  this  humbler  strain. 
Bids  love  lament,  and  friendship  here  oomphun : 
Bids  o'er  thy  tumb  the  Must  her  aonows  shed^, 
iUid  wether  genius,  aamber*d  with  the  dead  1 — 


ASVBRTISBMENT. 

As  tha  first  poem  in  this  eoUectian  was  thirty- 
one  yean  ago  intiodnoed  to  the  public  in  a 
paper  of  The  World,  and  wiitlea  en  a  very 
femarfcable  ovent  in  our  history,  vis.  the  re- 
forming oor  st^  or  calendar  10  the  general 
usage  of  the  rest  of  Europe  ;  the  paper  expla- 
natory of  the  suli^ect  being  also  written  by  Mr. 
Lovibond,  it  was  judged  proper  to  let  it  still 

•  pvecede  it  In  this  collection. 

TBB  fFORLD. 
NUMBER  LXXXII.     * 

July  S5th,  1754. 

TO  ML  rrrz-ADAM. 
•»# 

It  it  a  Motived  opinion  amongst politiciant,  that 
tbaspiritor  ibeity  can  never  be  too  active 


a  constitution  liXc  ours.    But  though  no  lover 
of  his  country  would  desire  to  weaken  this  prin- 
ciple, which  has  more  than  oaoe  preserved  the 
nation,  yet  he  may  lament  the  anfortunate  ap- 
plication of  it,  when  perverted  to  oonntenanob 
partv  violence,  and  opposition  to  the  mostinno- 
cent'measuret  of  the  legislature.    The  clamour 
against  the  alteration  of  the  style  seemed  to  ha 
one  of  these  instances.    The  alarm  was  giveii» 
and  the  most  fatal  oonteqoenoes  to  our  religion 
and  government  were  immediately  apprehended 
from  it.    This  opinion  gathered  strength  in  ita 
course,  and  received  a  tincture  ihtm  the  rcmaiop 
of  superstition  still  prevailing  in  the  coantict 
most  remote  from  town.    I  Imew  several  worthy 
gentlemen  in  the  west,  who, lived  many  months 
under  tiie  daily  smUeheMsMi  of  tome  dreadfOl 
visitation  from  pettilenoe  or  lawineL  The  vnlgar 
were  almoetovery  whore  portamded  that  Natnis 
gave  enrideat  tokeni  of  her  ditapproving  theto 
innovations.     I  do  not  indeed  recollect  that  any 
biasing  itarB  were  seen  to  appear  upon  this  oo- 
casion  ;  or  that  armies  were  observed  to  be  en« 
countering  in  the  skies:  people  probably  con- 
cluding that  the  great  men  who  pretend  to  con- 
troul  the  Sun  in  his  course,  would  assume  equat 
authoHty  ofor  the  mfierior  ooostellations,  and 
not  suffer  any  aerial  militia  to  assemble  them- 
Ives  in  opposition  to  ministerial  proceedings^ 
The  objection  to  this  r^gulatioo,  as  frivooring 
a  custom  ettablithed  among  papists,  was  not 
heaidindeed  with  thesame regard  as  formerly^ 
when  it  actually  prevented  the  legislature  ftxmi 
passing  a  bill  of  the  same  nature :  yet  many  a 
president  of  a  corporation  dob  very  eloquently 
harangued  upon  it,  as  introductory  to  the  doctrine 
of  transubstnntittion,    making  no  doubt   that 
fires  would  be  kindled  again  in  Smithfield  before 
the  conclusion  of  the  year.    Hiit  popular  cla- 
mour has  at  last  hbppily  subsided,  and  shared 
thegmieralfrta  of  those  opinioos  which  derive 
their  toppoit  from  imaghiatioo,  not  ceason. 
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In  the  present  happy  disposition  of  the  nation 
the  author  of  the  following  verses  may  venture 
lo  introduce  the  complaints  of  an  ideal  person- 
age, without  seeming  to  strengthen  the  faction 
of  real  parties ;  without  forfeiting  his  reputation 
as  a  good  citizen ;  or  bringing  a  scandal  on  the 
political  character  of  Mr.  F)tz-Adam,  by  making 
hint  the  publisher  of  a  libel  against  ttie  state. 
This  ideal  personage  is  no  other  than  Old  May- 
day, Ihe  only  apparent  sufferer  from  the  present 
regulation.  Her  situation  is  indeed  a  little  mor- 
tifying, as  every  elderly  lady  will  readily  allow  ; 
since  the  train  of  her  admirers  is  withdrawn  from 
ber  at  once,  and  their  adoration  transferred  to  a 
rival,  younger  than  herself  by  at  least  eleven 
days. 

I  am,  ik, 

your  most  obedient  servant, 

E.L. 

THE  TEARS  OF  OLD  MAY-DAY. 

liKD  by  the  jocund  train  of  vernal  hours 
And  vernal  ain,  uprose  the  gentle  May  ; 

Jllushing  she  rose»  and  blushing  rose  the  flowers 
That  sprung  spontaneous  in  ber  genial  ray. 

JSer  locks  with  Heav'n's  ambrosial   dews  were 
bright, 

And  aro'rous  Zephyrs  fluttered  on  her  breast : 
With  ev»ry  shifting  gleam  of  morning  light 

The  colours  shifted  of  her  rainbow  vest. 
Imperial  ensigns  grac'd  her  smiling  form, 

A  golden  key,  and  golden  wand  she  bore ; 
This  charms  to  peace  each  sullen  eastern  storm, 

And  that  unlocks  the  summer's  copious  store.' 
Onward  in  consciousmajesty  she  came. 

The  grateful  honours  of  mankind  to  taste ; 
To  gather  fairest  wreaths  of  future  fame 

And  blend  ftesh .  triumphs  with  ber  glories 
past. 

Vain  hope !  no  more  in  choral  bands  unite 
Her  virgin  votaries,  and  at  early  dawn. 

Sacred  to  May  and  Lovers  mysterious  rite, 
Bnish  the  light  dew-drops  >  from  the  spangled 
lawn. 

To  her  no  more  Angnsta's  •  wealthy  pride 
POurs  the  full  tribute  from  Potosi's  mine; 

Nor  fresh  blown  garlands  village  maids  provide, 
A  purer  offering  at  her  rustic  shrine. 

No  more  the  May-pole's  verdant  height  around 
To  valour's  games  tb'    ambitious  youth  ad- 
vance; 

No  merry  bells  and  tabers'  sprigbtlier  sound 
Wake  the  loud  carol,  and  the  sportive  danoe^ 

Snddcn  in  pensive  sadness  drorp*d  her  head. 
Faint  on  hercheckstheblushing  ct  imson  dy'd-— 

'*  O  !  chaste  victorious  triumphs,  whither  fled  ? 
My  maiden  honours,  whither  gone?"  she  cry*d. 

"  Ah  1  once  to  fame  and  bright  dominion  bom. 
The  earth  and  smiling  ocean  saw  roe  rise. 

With  time  coeval  and  the  star  of  mom, 
The  first,  the  fairest  daughter  of  the  skies. 

*  A'lnding  to  the  country  custom  of  gathering 
May-dew. 
>  'ih»  plate  gajiandt  of  London. 


''Then, when  at  Heav*li*f  prolific  mandate  iprang 
The  radiant  beam  of  new  created  day. 

Celestial  harps,  to  ain  of  triumph  strung, 
HailM  the  glad  dawn,  and  angePs  caU*d  me 
May. 

"  Space  in  her  empty  regions  heard  the  sound. 
And  hills,   and  dales,  and  rocks,  and  vallies 

The  Sun  exulted  in  his  gtorioos  round,  [ruQg ; 
And  shouting  planets  in  their  courses  sung. 

"  For  ever  then  I  led  the  constant  year ;  [wiles ; 

Saw  Youth,  and  Joy,  and   Love's  enchanting 
Saw  the  mild  Oivces  in  my  train  appear. 

And  infiint  Beauty  brighten  in  my  smiles. 

*  *  No  Winter  frown'd.  In  sweet  embrace  ally'd. 
Three  sister  Seasons  daoo'd  th'  eternal  green  ; 

And  Spring's  retiring  softness  gently  vy*d 
With  Autumn's  blush,  and  Summer^a  lofty 
mien. 

"  Too  soon,  whei[i  xban  prophanM  the  biasings 

And  vengeance  arm'd  to  blot  a  gutUy  age. 
With  bright  Astrca  to  my  native  Heaven 
I  fled,  and  flying  saw  the  Beldge  rage : 

"Saw  bursting  clouds  eclipse  the  noontidebieams. 
While  sounding .  billows  from  the  mouitaina 
roli'd, 
With  bitter  waves  polluting  all  my  streams, 
Mynectar'd  streams,  thatflowMon  sandtof 
gold. 

'<  Then  vanish'd  many  a  sea-giit  isle  and  grove, 
Tlieir  forests  floating  on  the  watry  plain  : 

Then,  fam'd  for  arts  and  laws  deriv'd  from  Jove^ 
My  Atalantis  >  sunk  beneath  the  i    ' 


"  No  longer  bloom'd  primeval  Eden's  bow'rs. 
Nor  guardian  dragons- watch'd  th*  Hesperian 
steep: 

With  all  their  fountains,  fragrant  fruits  and  flow'ts^ 
Tom  from  the  continent  to  glut  the  deep. 

"  No  more  to  dwell  in  sylvaq  scenes  I  deigii*d 
Yet  oft'  descendmg  to  the  languid  Earth, 

With  quKkning  pow*n  the  fainting  mass  sq». 
tom'd,. 
And  wak'dher  slumb'ring  atoms  into  birth. 

•*  And  ev'iy  echo  caught  my  reptor'd  name. 
And  ef'ry  vnrgin  breath'dher  arn'rousvows. 

And  precious  wreaths  of  rich  immorUl  fame, 
Show^i'd  by  the   Muses,  crown'd  my  lofty 


"  But  chief  in  Europe,  and  in  Europe's  pride. 
My  Albion*s  favoured  realms,  I  rose  ador'd ; 

And  pour'd  my  wealth,  to  other  climes  deny'cL 
From  Amalthea's  horn  with  plenty  stor'dl 

<*  Ah  me !  for  now  a  younger  rival  claims 
My  ravishVl  honours,  and  to  her  belong 

My  choral  dances  and.  victorious  games. 
To  her  my  garlands  and  triumphal  song. 

**  O  say  what  yet  nntasted  bonoties  fknr. 
What  purer  joys  await  her  gentle  reign  ? 

Do  lillies  faii*er,  viUets  )>weeter  blow  ? 
And  waibles  Philomel  a  softer  strain  } 

a  SeePkto. 
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^  Do  momin;  niiui  in  ruddier  glory  rise  ^ 
Does  er'ning  &n  her  with  sereuer  gales  ? 

Do  clouds  drop  fotness  from  the  wealthier  skies, 
Or  waotODS  plenty  in  her  happier  vales } 

**  iUk !  no :  the  blunted  beams  of  dawning  light 
Skht  the  pale  orient  with  uncertain  day  $ 

AaA  Cynthia,  riding  on  the  car  of  night, 
Through  clouds  embattled  faintly  wins  her 

way. 

"  Pale,  immature,  the  blighted  verdnre  springs, 
Nor  mounting  juices  feed  the  swelling  flwir'rj 

Iff  ate  all  the  gror^  nor  Philomela  sings 
When  Silence  listens  at  the  midnight  hour. 

**  Nor  wonder,  man,  that  Nature's  bashful  face, 
And  op'ning  charms  her  rude  embraces  fear : 

U  she  not  sprung  of  April's  wayward  race. 
The  sickly  daughter  of  th'  unripen'd  year  ? 

"  With  tbow'rs  and  »unshine  in  her  fickle  eyes, 
With  hollow  smiles  proclaiming  treachVons 
peace; 

With  Uushei,  haib*ring  in  their  thin  disgaise, 
Tlie  blast  tdiat  riots  on  the  Spring's  encrease. 

''  Is  this  the  feir  invested  with  my  spoil 
By  £nn>pe*s  laws,  and  senates'  stem  com- 
mands? 

Ungen'rous  Europe,  let  me  fly  the  soil, 
And  wtit  my  treasures  to  a  grateful  land : 

"  Again  revive  on  Asia's  drooping  shore. 

My  Daphne's  groves,  or  Lycia's  ancient  plain  ; 

Again  to  Afric's  sultry  sands  restore 
Embow'ring   shades,   and  Lybian  Ammon^s 
fime: 

"  Or  hasle  to  northern  Zembla's  savage  coast, 
Tbm  hurii  to  silence  elemental  strife; 

Brood  o'er  the  region  of  eternal  firost. 
And  swell  her  barren  womb  with  heat  and  life. 

'Then  Britain"— here  she  ceas'd.  Indignant  grief, 
And  parting  pangs  her  fauli'ring  tongue  sop- 
prest: 

VeiKd  in  an  amber  cloud,  she  sought  relief. 
And  tears,  and  silent  anguish  told  the  rest 


LEDICJTION 
TO  ^it  aav.  mu  woonntsoir,  of  Kinonov 

VraN  THAMXS,  Aan     THS     LAOIIS    OF    BIS 

XEionaooaBooo. 

O  Twoc  who  sit'st  in  academic  school^ 
Less  teaching  than  inspiring  ancient  art. 

Thy  own  example  nobler  than  your  rales. 
Thy  bbmeless  liib  best  lesson  Ibr  the  heart. 

And  ye,  who  dwell  in  peaceful  groves  around. 
Whose  voice,  whose  verse  enchants,  harmoni- 
ous maids! 

Who  mix  the  lyre  with  harps  of  Cambrian  sound; 
AmoornfulMuse,  ah!  shelter  in  your  shades! 

Nor  you  she  rivals  nor  such  magic  strain 
As  reson'd  Eloisefrom  oblivion's  sleep : 
Knoogta,  if  one,  the  meekest  of  your  tiain, 

r  Julia  1  cfi«i,«-«nd  tuns  aside  to  weep  1—- 


JULIA'S  PRtNTBD  LETTER 


TO  LORD 


— Alts  dar'st  thou  then,  insulting  lord,  demand 
A  fHendly  answer  fiom  this  trembling  band  ? 
Perish  the  thonght!  shall  this  unguarded  pen    ] 
Still  trust  its  firulties  with  the  frauds  of  men. 
To  one,  and  one  alone,  again  impart 
The  soft  effusk>ns  of  a  melting  heart  !^- 
No  more  thy  lips  my  tender  page  shall  stain. 
And  print  false  kisses,  dream't  sincere  in  vain  ; 
No  more  thy  eyes  with  sweet  surprise  pursue. 
Love's  secret  mysteries  there  unveil'd  to  you. 
Oemand'st  thou  still  an  answer  ?-— let  it  be 
An  answer  worthy  vengeance,  worthy  me  !— 
Hear  it  in  public  characters  relate 
An  ill  starr'd  passion,  and  capridoosfate! 
Yes,  public  let  it  stand ; — to  warn  the  maid 
From  her  that  fell,  less  vanquish'd,  than  betray'dx 
Guiltless,  yet  doom'd  with  guilty  pangs  to  groan. 
And  expiate  other's  treasons,  not  her  own : 
A  race  of  shame  in  honour's  paths  to  run. 
Still  virtue's  follower,  yet  by  vice  undone ; 
Such  free  complahut  to  injur'd  love  belongs. 
Yes,  tyrant,  read,  and  know  me  by  my  wrongs ; 
Know  thy  own  treacheries,  bar'd  to  geoieral  view. 
Yes,  traitor,  read,  and  reading  tremble  too ! 

What  vice  would  perpeti^te  and  fraud  dis- 
I  come  to  blaze  it  to  a  nation's  eyes;     [guise, 
I  come— ah!  wretch,  thy  swelling  rage  contraol* 
"  Was  he  not  once  the  idol  of  thy  soul  ?  — 
True^— by  his  guilt  thy  tortured  bosom  bleeds. 
Yet  spare  his  blushes,  for  tis  h>ve  that  pleads  !*- 
Respecting  him,  respect  thy  ln£E0t  flame. 
Proclaim  the  treascta,  hide  the  traitor's  name !— - 
Enough  to  honour,  and  revenge  be  given. 
This  truth  reserve  for  conscience  and  fbr  Rea* 

ven!'» 
Talk'8tthoo,i]^;rBte>offnendship?s  holy  powers^ 
What  binds  the  tiger  and  the  lamb  be  ours  ! 
This  cold,  this  flnozen  bosom,  can'st  tbon  dicam 
Senseless  to  love,  will  soften  to  esteem  ? 
What  means  thy  proffer'd  friendship  >«-but  to 

prove  [Iovo-« 

Thou  wilt  not  hate  her,  whom  thou  can'st  not 
Remember  thee  I— repeat  that  sound  again  !— 
My  heart  applauding  echoes  to  the  strain ; 
Yes,  till  this  heart  forgets  to  beat,  and  grieve. 
Live  there  thy  image-^but  detested  live  !^- 
Still  swell  my  riigO"  uncheok*d  by  time,  or  fate, 
Nor  waken  memory  but  to  kindle  hate  I — 

Enter  thy  treacherous  bosom,  enter  deep, 
Hear  conscience  call,  while  flatt'riog  passions 

sleep!— 
Impartial  se«reh,  and  tsU  thy  boasted  claim 
To  love's  indulgence  and  to  virtuous  fame  ! 
Where  harixMr  Honour,    Justice,   Faith,  and 

Thith^  [my  youth: 

Bright  Ibrms,  whose  daszliftg  sembkuioe  cangh^ 
How  could  I  doubt  what  foirest  seem'd  and  best 
Should  build  its  mansion  in  a  noble  breast } 
How  doubt  such  generous  virtues  lodg'd  in  thine 
That  fdt  them  glowing,  tender  maid,  in  mine  ? 
Boast  not  of  trophies  from  my  foil  achiev'd. 
Boast  not,  deceiver,  in  this  soul  deceived; 
Easy  the  traitor  wmes  an  open  heart. 
Artless  iUelf,  and  unsospecting  art : 
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Kot  by  sapertonr  wiles,  suceesiful  provflt» 
But  fond  eraJnUty  ia  hev  thai  lovcf..^- 
Blush,   shameless  graDdeary  bluih  I-^-shall 

BriUiD'g  peer^ 
Paring  all  crimes,  not  dare  to  be  sincere^— 
Hm  fraud  in  Viitae's  fkireil  lilbeMss  paint. 
And  hide  his  iM)bleii«ss  »  baae  oswtrunt. 
Vr'bat  charms  were  mine  to  tempi  thy  guilty 

fires!  '  [sines  1 

What  wealth,    what   honouiv  from   illuaferious 
Can  Virtue's  simple  spoils  adorn  thy  rmoe  ? 
Shall  annals  mark  a  rillage-maid's  disgrace  ? 
Ev^n  the  sad  secret,  to  ihyseif  oodSbM, 
Sleeps,  nor  thou  dar'st  divulge  ii  to  mankind : 
When  biirsting  tears  my  inward  anguish  speak. 
When  paleness  spreads  my  sonetimes  flusliing 

cheek, 
When  my  frame  trembles  with  oenirulaive  strife, 
Ind  spirits  fliitteron  the  veife  of  life. 
When  to  my  heart  therbbiug  pulse  is  driv'u. 
And  eyes  throw  laint  accusuig  beams  to  HeavHi, 
$tiU  from  the  world  those  swelling  sighs  tup- 

prest. 
Those  sorrowrs  streaming  in  one  fiiithftal  breast  $ 
Explain  to  her,  from  others  hide  my  care. 
Thought  nature's  weakness,  and  aoi  love's  de- 

•pair. 
The  sprightly  youth  in  g^my  languor  pine. 
My  portion  misery,  yet  not  trtamph  thiufr-* 
Ah !  whence  derives  thy  sei(  its  bait>aroiis  powers 
To  tpotl  the  sweetness  of  our  virgin  hours } 
Why  leave  me  not,  where  first  1  met  your  eye, 
A  simple  flower  to  bloom  iu  shades,  and  die  ? — 
VlHiere  sprightly  mom  qd  downy  pinions  rofie> 
And  evening  luli'd  me  to  a  deep  repose  ? 
Sharing  pure  joys,  at  least  divine  content, 
The  choicest  treasure  for  mere  mortals  meant. 
Ah  !  wherefore  poisooing  monenta  aweet  as  thaae, 
finay  on  me  thy  fiifal  arts  lo  please  ? 
Bestin'd,  if  prosperous,  for  subHmer  charms, 
To  court  piUid  wealth,  aad  gtmioan  to  Chy 

amal 
Haw  many  a  brighter,  Bwny  afmrnr  djuae, 
Fond  of  her  prise  had  ftmn'd  thy  iieUe  flame? 
With  livelier  mementa  aooth'd  thy  vwoant  mind  ? 
Easy  possessed  thee,  easy  too  resipiHi^ 
Chang'd  but  her  ol^eet,  passioo'e  willing  slara, 
Ner  felt  a  wound  to  fcater  to  the  gvavfr<^ 
Oh !  had  I,  ooosoious  of  thy  ftesoe  desires. 
But  half  consentii^,  sbar'd  contagious  fires^ 
But  half  celueUiit,  beard  thy  vows  eiplain^d. 
This  vanquish'd  heart  had  suffnr'd,  not  cum- 

p^'d^ 
But  ah,  with  tears  and  crouded  sighs  to  sua 
Falae  passion's  doess  in  ookmrs  meant  ftor  tnm; 
Artful  assume  confufiion's  sweet  disguise. 
Meet  my  coy  virtues  widi  degeeted  eyes, 
StPAl  ttieir  sweet  language  that  no  w<tfda  impart, 
A:id  give  me  back  an  image  of  my  heart. 
This,  this  was  treachery,  fated  beat  to  share 
Hate  from  my  boram,  and  fivm  tnioa  dfli^r^ 
Yet  unrelettting  still  the  tyrant  eries, 
Ueedlrss  of  pity's  voioe  and  beauty's  m^ia» 
*' lltat  pious  frauds  the  wisest,  best,  appvove. 
And  Heaven  but  smiles  at  perjuries  in  love,"-^ 
Ko— 'tip  the  TitiiaB's  pfea,  bis  poor  pretence. 
To  sei^  a  tfemUing  prey,  j^iat  wants  deleooe, 

Ko— *ti?  the  base  aeneaikm  owwards  feel ; 
The  wretch  that  tnmidei  nt  tlie  bn^e  ww^ 
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Fierce  aiid  undaunted  to  9  an  appeavf    [teom; 
That  breathes  its  vengeance  but  in  sighs  and 
That  helpless  se«,  by  Nature's  voice  addn»t 
To  lean  its  weakness  on  your  firmer  breast, 
Projection  pleads  in  vain — th'  ungenerous  slave 
Insults  the  virtue  he  was  bom  to  save.— 

What  1  shall  the  lightest  promise  lips  can  feign 
Bind  man  to  man  in  honour's  sacred  chmn  ? 
And  oaths  to  us  not  sanctify  th'  accord, 
Not  Heav'n  attested,  and  Heav'n'e  awful  TiOrd  } 
Why  variouB  laws  for  beings  form'd  Ute  sam*  I 
E^^  from  one  indulgent  hand  we  <sapie. 
For  mutual  bliss  that  eaoh  assign'd  its  plaoe. 
With  manly  vigour  ^emp'riag  female  graoe. 
Deprived  our  gentler  intercourse,  explain 
Your  solitary  pleasures  sullen  reign ; 
What  tender  joys  sit  brooding  o'er  your  store. 
How  sweet  ambition  slumbers  gorg'd  with  gofe ! 
Tis  oui*s  th'  unsocial  passions  to  control, 
Ponr  the  ^jimA  balm  that  heals  the  wounded  eoul; 
Prom  wealth,   from  pQwei's  delusive,  vaatless 

dreams 
To  laae  yoiirfknoy  to  dinner  themes.—- 
Confcn  at  length  your  fended  rights  you  draw 
From  fovee  superior,  and  not  Nature's  law. 
Yet  know,  by  us  those  boasted  arms  prevail 
By  native  gentleness,  not  man  we  fail  ^ 
MTith  brave  revenge  a  tyrant'»  blood  to  ^pill 
Pos«es8tng  all  the  power-— we  want  the  will. 

Still  if  you  glory  in  the  lion's  force, 
Come,. nobly  emulate  that  lion*s  course ! 
Prom  guarded  herds  he  vindkaics  his  prey, 
Not  lurks  in  fraudful  thickets  from  the  day  | 
While  man,   with  snnrea  to  cheat,   with  wiles 

perplex, 
We^JLani  f»lfe»dy  weak  |oo soft  a  ^x; 
In  law's,  in  custom's,  feshion's  fetters  binds. 
Relaxes  all  the  nerves  that  brace  our  miflqs, 
llien,  loudly  ^v^ge,  rends  the  captive  beert 
First  gain'd  by  tireachery,  then  tam'd  by  art,— 

Are  these  leflectkms  then  that  love  inspires  ^ 
Is  bitter  grief  the  frnit  of  feir  desires  ? 
From  whose  example  could  |  dream  to  And 
A  cl^im  to  curse,  perhaps  to  wrong  mankiud  f 
Ah !  long  i  strove  to  burst  th'  enchanting  tie. 
And  form'd  resolves,  that  ev'n  in  forming  die ; 
Too  long  I  linger'd  on  the  shipwreck'd  coast. 
And  ey'd  the  oceen  where  my  w^th  was  lost? 
In  silence  wept,  scarce  venturing  to  complain. 
Still  to  my  heart  dissemUed  half  my  pain — 
Ascrib'd  my  sufferings  to  its  Ibars,  not  you  ; 
Beheld  yoii  treacherous,  and  then  wish'd  yott 

tnie; 
Sooth'd  by  thoae  wishfli,  1^  myself  deeeiv*d» 
I  fondly  hop'd,  and  what  I  hop'd  heliev'd.— 
Cruel !  to  whoin  i  ah !  whither  should  I  flee. 
Friends,  fortune,  feme,  deserted  all  for  thee ! 
(;n  whom  but  you  my  fainting  breast  repoee  ? 
With  whom  but  you  deposit  all  its  woes  ?' 
To  whom  but  you  explain  its  stifled  groan  ?' 
And  live  for  whom,  but  love  and  you  alone  ? 
What  hand  to  probe  my  bleeding  heart  be  found? 
What  hand  to  heal  ^— but  his  that  gnve  the 
wound  ?— 

O  dreadful  chaos  of  the  niiuM  mind  I 
Lost  to  itself,  to  virtue,  human  khid'    .  [widfl^ 
From  Berth,  iirom  Heaven,  a  meteor  flaming 
Link'd  to  no  system,  to  no  worid  allied  ; 
A  blank  of  Nature,  vanishM  every  thought 
That  Nature,  reason,  that  ezperienoe  uugtitv 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JULIA'S  PRINTED  LETTER. 


289 


Ptst,  prfiscnty  fiitnrc  imoB,  Alike  destfojr'dy 
Where  kjife  alone  can  fill  the  mighty  void : 
That  lore  on  unretnniin;  pinkms  flown 
We  grasp  a  shade,  the  i^le  substance  gon^^ 
From  one  adoPd  and  once  adoring,  dream 
Of  friendship's  tenderness    cv'n  cold  esteem 
(Homble  our  vows)  rejected  with  disdain, 
Ask  a  last  conference,  but  a  parting  strain, 
More  suppliant  still,  the  wretched  suit  advance. 
Plead  for  a  kx>k,  a  momentary  glance, 
A  letter,   token— on  destruction's  brii^ 
We  catch  the  feeble  plank  of  hope,  and  sink.<» 
In  those  dread  moments,  when  the  hov'ring 
flame 
Scarce  languish'd  into  life,  again  you  came, 
Purtned  again  a  too  socceBsfu)  theme. 
And  dry'd  my  eyes,  with  your's  again  to  stream ; 
When  treacherous  tears  your  venial  faults  con- 

feM'd, 
And  half  dissembled,  half  excus'd  the  rest. 
To  kindred  griefs  taught  pity  from  my  own. 
Sighs  1  return'd,  and  echoed  groan  for  groan; 
Your  self  reproaches  stiflmg  mine,  approv'd. 
And  much  I  credited,  for  much  I  lov*d. 
Not  long  the  soul  this  doubtful  dream  pro- 
longs. 
If  prompt  to  pardon,  nor  forget  its  wrongs. 
It  scorns  the  traitor,  and  with  conscious  pride 
Scorns  a  base  self,  deserting  to  his  side ; 
Great  by  misfortune,  greater  by  despair. 
Its  Heaven  onee  lost,  rejects  an  humbler  care  j 
To  drink  the  dregs  of  langnid  joys  disdains. 
And  flies  a  passion  but  perceivM  from  pains ; 
Too  just  the  rights  another  claims  to  steal. 
Too  good  its  feelings  to  wish  virtue  fieel. 
Perhaps  too  tender  or  too  fierce,  my  soul 
Disclaiming  lulf  the  heart,  demands  the  whole.— 

I  blame  thee  not,  that,  fickle  as  thy  race, 
Kev  loves  invite  thee,  and  the  old  efbce ; 
That  coM,  insensible,  thy  soul  appears 
To  Tirtue's  smiles,  to  virtue's  veiy  tears ; 
Bnt  ah !  an  heart  whose  tenderness  you  knew, 
ThatoiSsr'd  Heaven,  but  second  vows  to  you. 
In  food  presumption  that  securely  play'd. 
Securely  slumber*d  in  your  friendly  shade, 
Whoae  every  weakness,  every  sigh  to  share. 
The  powers  that  haunt  thepeijur'd,  heard  yon 


Fated  like  me  to  court  and  curse  thy  fote. 
To  blend  in  dreadfol  onion  love  and  hate  ; 
Chiding  the  present  moment's  »Iumb'ring  haste,' 
To  drnd  the  future,  and  deplore  the  past; 
Like  me  condemn  th'  eflkct,  the  cause  approve^ 
Renounce  the  lover,  and  retain  the  love. 
Yes,  Love !  ev'n  now  in  this  ill-fated  hour. 
An  exile  from  thy  joys,  1  fieel  thy  power. 
The  Sun  to  me  his  noontide  blaze  that  shrouds 
In  browner  honours  than  when  veil'd  in  clouds. 
The  Moon,  foint  light  that  melancholy  throws. 
The  streams  that  murmur,  yet  not  court  repose. 
The  breezes  sickening  with  my  mind's  disease^ 
And  vallies  laughing  to  all  eyes  but  these. 
Proclaim  thy  absence.  Love,  whose  beam  alone ' 
Lighted  my  mom  with  glories  not  its  own. 
O  thou  of  generous  passions  purest,  best  1 
Soon  as  thy  flame  shot  rapture  to  my  breast. 
Each  pulse  expanding,  trembled  with  deJtght^ 
And  aching  vision  drank  thy  lovely  light, 
A  new  creation  brightened  to  my  view, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  smiles  the  social  passions  grew, 
New  strung,   the  thrilling  nerves  harmonious 
And  beat  sweet  unison  to  others'  woes,         [rose , 
Slumb'ring  no  more  a  Lethe's  lazy  flood. 
In  generous  currents  swell'd  the  sprightly  blood. 
No  longer  now  to  partial  streams  confin^. 
Spread  like  an  ocean,  and  emhrac'd  mankind. 
No  more  concentering  in  itself  the  blaze 
The  sonl  diffus'd  benevolence's  rays. 
Kindled  on  Earth,  pursued  th'  etherial  road. 
In  hallow>d  flames  ascended  to  its  God.— 

Yes4>>ve,  thy  starof  generous  influencecheeri 
Oar  gloomy  dwelling  in  this  vale  of  tears. 
What }  if  a  tyrants  blasting  hand  destroya 
Thy  swelling  blossoms  of  expected  joys. 
Converts  to  poison  what  for  life  was  given. 
Thy  manna  dropping  from  its  native  Heaven, 
Still  love  victorious  triumphs,  still  conflest 
The  noblest  trax^iport  that  can  warm  the  breast; 
Yes,  traitor,  yes,  my  heart  to  nature  true^ 
Adores  the  passion  and  detests  but  you. 


Was  this  an  heart  you  wantonly  resign'd 
Victim  to  scorn,  to  ruin,  and  mankind  > 
Was  this  an  heart  ^— O  shame  of  honour,  truth. 
Of  blushing  candour,  and  ingenuous  youth! 
What  means  thy  pity?  what  can  it  restore? 
Tha  grave,  that  yawns  till  general  doom's  no 


As  aoon  ahall  quicken,  as  my  torments  cease, 
Rock'd  on  the  lap  of  innocence  and  peace, 
Aa  tnulea  and  joy  this  pensive  brow  invade, 
Andioiooth  the  traces  by  afBictkw  made ; 
Flames,  once  extinguish 'd,  virtue's  lamp  ditine. 
And  visits  honour,  a  deserted  shrine? 
No,  wretch,  too  long  on  passion's  oceap  tost, 
Not  Heaven  Itself  restores  the  good  you  lost ; 
The  form  exists  not  that  thy  foncy  ciream'tC 
A  fiend  pursues  thee  that  an  angel  seem'd  ; 
Impassive  to  the  touch  of  reason's  ray 
Bis  foiry  phantom  mehs  in  ckmdsaway  } 
Yet  take  my  pardon  in  my  last  farewell. 
The  pounds  joa  gaTe^  ab  cruel  I  n«verfoell 
fOU  ZTI, 


ON  REBUILDING  COMBE-NEFILLB, 

MBAR  KINOnOM,  SOaEBY,  ONCS  THE  SEAT  OF  TVa 
FAMOUS  KIMO-MAXING  EARL  OF  WARWICK,  AKO 
tATB  IN  THE  POSSE^IOM  OP  TBE  FAMILY  OF 
HARVEY. 

Ta  modern  domes  that  rise  elate 

O'er  yonder  prostrate  walls. 
In  vain  your  hope  to  match  the  state 

Of  Neville's  ancient  halls. 

Dread  dianskm!  on  thy  Gothic  tower 

Were  regal  standards  rais'd; 
The  rose  of  York,  white  virgin  flower. 

Or  red  Lancaster's  blaz'd. 

Warwick,  high  chief,  whose  awful  word 

Or  shook,  or  fix'd  the  throne. 
Spread  here  his  hospitable  board. 

Or  warr'd  in  tilu  alone. 

When  Combe  her  garter'd  knighti  beheld 

On  barbed  steeds  advance. 
Where  ladies  crown'd  the  tented  fiddi 

And  !«▼«  iDspir'd  the  lance» 
IT 
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Historic  heralds  here  array'd 

Fair  acts  in  gorgeous  style. 
Bat  heroes  toils  irere  best  repay'd 

By  bashful  beauty's  smiie. — 

So  flourished  Combe,  and  flourished  long 
With  lords  of  bounteous  soul ; 

Her  walls  still  echoed  to  the  song, 
And  mirth  still  drain'd  her  bowl. 

And  still  her  ooorts  with  footsteps  meek 

The  fainting  traTeller  prest, 
Still  misery  ilush*d  her  faded  cheek 

▲t  Harvey^fi  genial  feast.— 

LotM  seat,  how  oft,  in  childish  ease. 

Along  thy  woods  I  stray'd, 
Kow  vent'rous  climb'd  embow'ripg  treesy 

Now  sported  in  their  shade. 

Along  thy  hills  the  chas^  I  led 
With  echoing  hounds  and  horns. 

And  left  for  thee  my  downy  bed, 
Unplanted  yet  with  thorns. 

Kow,  languid  with  the  noontide  beams, 
Bxplor'4  thy  precious  springs  > 

That  proudly  flow  \  like  Susa's  streams. 
To  temper  cups  for  kiagi* 

But  raon,  inspired  with  nobler  powers, 

I  sought  thy  awful  grove; 
There  frequent  soothM  my  evening  bonrs^ 

That  best  deceiver,  love. 

Each  smiling  joy  was  there,  that  springs 

In  life's  delicious  prime ; 
There  young  ambition  plum'd  bis  wings. 

And  mock'd  the  flight  of  time. — 

There  patriot  passions  fired  my  breast 
With  freedom's  glowing  th€>me8. 

And  virtue*s  image  rose  confest 
In  bright  Platonic  dreams. — 

Ah  nr.e!    my  dreams  of  harmless  youth 

No  more  thy  walks  invade, 
Tlie  charm  is  broke  by  sober  truth, 

*rhy  fairy  visions  fade. — 

Ko  more  unstain'd  with  feaj  or  guilt 
Such  hours  of  rapture  smile^ 

Itocb  airy  fabric  foncy  built 
Js  vambh'd  as  thy  pile  !— 


lOVIBONiyS  P0EMS* 


ON  LADY  POMFRET'S 

PRESENTING  TBt   UNIVSRtmr    OF  OXFORD  WITH 
HER  COLLECTION  OP  STATUES. 

Welcome  again  the  reign  of  ancient  arts ! 
Welcome  fair  modem  days  finom  Gothic  night, 
Though  late,  emerging,  sun  of  science  hail ! 
Whose  glorious  rays   enlightened  Greece  and 
Rome, 

*  Hampton-Court  palace  is  supplied  with  wa- 
ter firum  the  springs  on  Combe  Hills. 

^  "  There  Susa  by  Choapes*  amber  stream. 
The  drink  of  none  bat  kin^" 


Illustrious  nations !  Ilyeir's  was  empire's  seat, 
Their's  virtue,  freedom,  each  enchanting  grace  $ 
Sculpture  with  them  to  bright  perfection  rose,     . 
Sculpture,  whose  bold  Promethean  hand  informed 
The  stubborn  mass  with  life — in  fretted  gold 
Or  yielding  marble,  to  the  raptured  eye 
DisplayM  the  shining  cotielave  of  the  skies. 
And  chiefiB  and  sages  gave  the  passions  fonii« 
And  virtue  shape  corporeal :  taught  by  her 
1  he  obedient  brass  dissolved ; 
In  lovers  soft  fires  thy  winning  charms  shestol^' 
Thou  mild  retreating  Medicean  fair. 
She  mark'd  the  flowing  Dryads  lighter  step. 
The  panting  bosom,  garments  flowing  loose. 
And  wanton  tresses  waving  to  the  wind.— 
Again  by  Pomfret*s  generous  care,  \bese  stoies 
Of  ancient  fame  revisit  learning's  seats. 
Their  old  abode.     O  reverence  learning's  seats. 
Ye  beauteous  artsl     for   know,   by  learning's 

smiles 
Ye  grew  immortal^Know^  however  fair 
Sculpture  and  Painting,  fairer  Poetry, 
Your  eldest  sister,  from  th6  Aonian  mount. 
Imagination's  fruitful  realm,  supply'd 
The  rich  materia)  of  your  lovely  soil. 
Her  fairy  forms,  poetic  fancy  first 
Peopled  the  bills,  and  vales,  and  fobled  giovas 
With  shapes  celestial,  and  by  fountain  side 
Saw  fauns  with  canton  satyrs  lead  tbedaooe  ^ 
With  meek-ey'4    naiads;    saw  your  Csrprian 
Ascending  from  the  ocean's  wave^  [queen 

Poetic  fancy  ip  Maontan  song 
PictuHd  immortal  Jove,  ens  Phidias'  hands 
Sublime  w}th  all  his  thunder9  form'd  the  god* 
Here  then  uniting  with  you>^  kindred  a^t. 
Majestic  Grecian  sculpture  deign  to  dvell, 
Ht:re  s][iadss  of  Academe  ag^  invite, 
Athenian  philosophic  shades,  apd  here 
Ye  Roman  forms,  a  aobler  Tyber  flows- 
Come,  Pomfret,  come,  ufrich  munificeqoe 
Partake  the  fame,  thpugb  candid  blushes  rise, 
And  modest  virtues  shun  the  blaze  of  day. 
Pomfret,  pot  all  thy  bopours,  q)lendid  trains 
Not  the  fright  coronet  that  binds  thy  brow;. 
Not  all  thy  lovely  of&pring,  radiant  queens 
On  beauty *s  throne,  s^alloopoccrate  tiiy  piaise 
Like  science,  boasting  ip  thy  genial  besim 
Increasing  stores:  in  these  embowering  shades 
Stands  the  foir  tabled  pf  eternal  fame  i 
There  memory's  adamantine  pen.  records 
Her  sons  \  bi^t  each  illustrious  female's  name 
In  golder^  char^^ters  ei>grav*d,  defies 
Envy  and  Time,  superipr  to  ti^ir  mge^-— 
Pomfret  sha^  live,  the  generous  Pom^net  jom'd 
With  Caroline,  and  martial  Edward's  queen. 
And  great  Eliza,  regal  munes*  VM  tbee 
Smiling  on  art^aijid  ieaming'ssoDsthey  xeign'd.<-» 
And  see  wherQ  Westmorland  adorns  the  train 
Of  learning's  princely  patrons !  Lo,  1  see 
A  new  pantheon  rise  as  that  of  old 
Famous,  nor  founded  by  ignobler  hands^ 
Though  tliine,   Agrippa,    sway'd  the  helm  of 
I  see  ensbrin'd  majestic  awful  forms,      [Romet 
Chiefs,  legislators*  pa)triots,  beauties,  goids. 
Not  him  by  enpeKsUtiousfle«nador'd 
With  barbarous  sacrifice  aod  firantic  zeal. 
Yet  not  uncelebrated  nor  UDsong,  for  oft 
Thou,  slumWring  Cupid,  with  inverted  torch 


Hwtw^    Betokening  nijk]^  ^e^  alMttlieMr  the  sight 
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Of  Tirtaoitt,    lore-nok  youths.    You  too  shall 

retgn» 
Celeftial  Venus,  though  with  chaster  rites, 
Addrest  with  vows  from  purer  votaries  heard. 


ON  RURAL  SPORTS. 

Thb  Sun  wakes  jocund— all  of  life,  who  breathe 
In  air,  or  earth,  and  lawn,  and  thicket  rove. 

Who  swim  the  surface,  or  the  deep  beneath,  . 
Swell  the  full  chorus  of  delight  and  love. 

But  what  are  ye,  who  cheer  the  bay  of  hounds' 
Whose  levell'd  thunder  frightens  Mom's  repose* 

Who  drag  the  net,  whose  hook  insidious  wounds 
A  writhiug  reptile,  type  of  mightier  woes  ? 

I  see  ye  come,  and  havock  loose  the  reins, 
A  general  groan  the  general  anguish  speaks, 

The  sUtely  stag  falls  butchered  on  the  plains. 
The  dew  of  death  hangs  clammy  on  his  cheeks. 

Ah  !  see  the  pheasant  fluttering  m  the  brake. 

Green,  azure,  gold,  but  undistinguished  gore  1 
Yet  spare  the  tenants  of  the  silver  lake  ! 

^I  call  in  vain — they  gasp  upon  the  shor^. 
A  3^  ignobler  band  is  guarded  round 

With  dogs  of  wat^— the  spurning  bull  their 
prize; 
And  now  he  bellows,  hnmbled  to  the  ground ; 

And  now  they  ^awl  in  bowlings  to  the  skies. 

You  too  ihust  feel  their  missile  weapon's  power, 
Whose  clarion  charms  the  midnight's  sullen 
air; 

Tboa  the  mom's  harbhiger,  must  mourn  the  hoar 
Vigil  to  fasts,  and  penitence,  and  prayer*. 

Most  fetal  wars  of  human  avarice  wage 

For  milder  conflicts,  love  their  palm  design'd  ? 

Kow  sheath'd  in  steel,  must  rival  reason's  rage 
Deal  mutual  death,  and  emulate  mankind  ? 

Are  these  your  sovereign  joys,  cieatkm's  lords  ? 

Is  death  a  banquet  for  a  godlike  soul  ? 
Ilave  rigid  hearts  no  sympathishig.  chords 

For  concord,  order,  for  th'  harmonious  whole  ? 

Kor  plead  necessity,  thou  man  of  blood ! 

Heaven  tempers  power  with  mercy^Heaven 
revere  ! 
Yet  slay  the  Wolf  for  safety,  lamb  for  food ; 

But  shorten  misery's  pangs,  and  drop  a  tear ! 

Ah !  nther  tum,  and  breath  this  evening  gale* 
Uninjur'd  and  uimgnrnig  nature's  peace. 

C4MBe,  draw  best  nectar  from  the  foaming  pail, 
Come,  pen  the  ibidy  add  oount  the  stock's  in- 
crtaae! 

See  pasturing  heifers  with  the  bull,  who  wields 
Yet  budding  homs,  and  wounds  alone  the  soil! 

Or  see  the  panting  spaniel  try  the  fiekls 
While  bursting  ooveys  mock  his  wanton  toil  ! 

Kow  feel  the  steed  with  youth's  elastic  force 
Spontaneous  boond,  yet  bear  thy  kind  con- 
trol; 

Kor  mangle  all  his  sinews  in  the  oomne, 
Aad  feintmgt  suggering,lash  him  to  the  god ! 

*  Shrove  Tuesday* 


Now  sweetly  pensive,  bendmg  o*er  the  stream* 
Mark  the  gay  floating  myriads,-  nor  molest 

Their  si)orts,  their  slumbers,  but  inglorious  dream 
Of  evil  fled  and  all  creation  blest  ? 

Or  else,  beneath  thy  porch,  in  social  joy 
Sit  and  approve  thy  infent's  virtuous  haste^ 

Humanity's  sweet  tones  while  all  employ 
To  lure  the  wing'd  domestics  to  r^>ast  I 

There  kmilingsee  a  fop  In  swelling  state. 
The  turkey  stmt  with  valour's  red  pretence^ 

And  duck  row  on  with  waddling  honest  gait. 
And  goose  mistake  solemnity  for  sense ! 

Whilie  one  with  front  erect  in  simple  pride 
Full  Brady  treads,  his  consort  waits  his  call. 

Now  deal  the  copious,  barley,  waft  it  wide. 
That  each  may  taste  the  bounty  meant  for  all. 

Yon  bashful  songsters  with  retorted  eye 

Purine  the  grain,  yet  wheel  contracted  flight. 

While  he,  the  bolder  sparrow,  scorns  to  fly, 
A  son  of  freedom  claiming  nature's  right* 

Liberal  to  him ;  yet  still  the  wafted  grtiin. 
Choicest  for  those  of  modest  worth,  dispense. 

And  blessing  Heaven  that  wakes  their  grateful 
strain,  • 
Let  Heaven's  best  joy  be  thine.  Benevolence. 

#hiie  flocks  soft  bleatings,  echoing  high  and 
clear,  ^ 

The  neigh  of  steeds,  responsive  o'er  the  heath. 
Deep  lowings  sweeter  itlelt  upon  thy  ear 
Than  screams  of  terrour  and  the  groans  of 
death. 

Yet  sounds  of  woe  delight  a  giant  brood  t 

Fl;jr  then  mankind,  ye  young,  ye  helpless  old  I 

For  not  their  fury,  a  consuming  flood, 
Distinguishes  the  shepherd,  drowns  the  fold* 

But  loosen  once  thy  gripe,  avenging  law! 

Eager  on  man,  a  noble  chase,  they  start ; 
Now  feom  a  broUier*s  side  the  dagger  draw. 

Now  sheath  it  deeper  in  a  vii^gin's  heart. 

See  as  they  reach  ambitioD's  purple  fruits 
Their  reeking  hands  in  nation's  carnage  died  I 

No  k>oger  bathing  in  the  blood  of  brotes. 
They  swim  to  empire  in  a  human  tide. 

But  see  him,  see*ihe  fiend  that  others  stung, 
With  soorptoa  conscience   lash   himself  tfat 
last! 

See,  f^erhig  in  the  bosoift  where  they  sprang. 
The  fury  passiOnl  that  hud  nature  waste  I 

Behold  (he  selfitonhetttor  dfag  his  chains, 
And  weary   Heaven  with  many  a  fraitlesi 
groatt! 

By  pfning  fasts,  b^  voluntary  pams. 
Revenging  nature's  cause,  he  pleads  his  ownw 

Yet  prostrate,  suppliant  to  the  throne  above, 
He  calls  down  Heaven  in  thunders  to  pursue 

Heaven's  fancied  foes — O  God  of  peace  and  love, 
The  voiceof  thunder  is  no  voice  from  you ! 

Mistaken  mortal !  His  that  God's  decree' 
1V>  ^lare  thy  own,  nor  shed  another's  blood  } 

Hecfen  breathes  benevtolence,  to  alT,  to  thee ; 
£«eh  beiDg^9  bitai  ooosnmmtftes  general  good. 
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ODE  TO  CAFTirirr. 

▼RriTBV   IM  TBB  lAIT  WAIU 

O  8TBRV  CaptWity  I  Irom  Albion's  land 

Far,  fkr,  avert  the  terrounof  thy  rod  1 
O  wave  not  o'er  her  fields  thy  flaming  hrand ! 
O  crush  not  Freedom,  fairest  child  t)f  God  !— 
Bring  not  from  thy  Gallic  shore 
The  galling  fetters,  groaning  oar ! 
Bring  not  hither  Virtue's  bane. 
Thy  sister  Superstition's  train ! 
O  spare  from  sanguine  rites  the  silver  floods  \ 
Kor  haunt  with  shapes  obscene  our  unpolluted 
woods  !«— 

Is  yet  too  weak,  rapacious  power,  thy  throne  ? 

While  the  chain 'd  continent  thy  vassal  waits, 
The  Rhine,  the  Danube,  and  thesoundingRhonei 
Proclaim  thy  triumphs  through  an  hundred 
states. 
See  Valentia's  smiling  vales 
Courted  for  thee  by  ocean's  sales ! 
Through  yawmng   vaults  *    on   Tsgus' 

streams. 
Thine  revenges  dagger  gleams : 
lliy  fury  bursts  on  Rome's  devoted  bead. 
In  vain  the  Sdpios  liv'd,  the  Deoii,  Cato  bled  ! 

Be  these  thy  bounds— whose  laws  withmonarchs 
reign. 
To  this  fair  isle  how  impotent  thy  hate  ! 
Where  Pitt,  so  righteous  Heaven  and  George 
ordain. 
In  wisdom  guides  the  thnnderof  the  state. 
That  thunder  shook'on  Afric's  shore,^ 
The  howling  wild  where  lions  roar ; 
In  western  worlds  '  its  awful  powers 
Sunk  astonish'd  Bourbon's  towers ; 
^  That  thunder  sounding  o'er  the  Celtic  main, 
*  RoU'd  to  Lutetia's  walls  along  the  affrighted 
Seine. 

Daughters  of  Albion !  strew  his  paths  with  flowers, 
O  wake  for  him  the  lute's  harmonious  chord  ! 
His  name  be  echoed  in  your  festal  bowers, 
Who  guards  Britannia  irom  a  foreign  lord  ! 
>Iappy  fair,  who  seated  fur 
From  haughty  conquerors,  barbarous  war. 
Have  heard  alone  in  tragic  songs 
Of  cities  storm'd  and  virgins'  wrongs. 
There  felt  the  daughters,  parents,  consorts  groan. 
And  wept  historic  woes,  unpractised  in  your  own ! 
Have  you  notheard  howSion's  daughters  moum'd 
Their  prostate  land  ? — how  Greece  her  victims 
tore 
Prom  flaming  altars  ?— captive  queens  they  tum'd 
Prom  Troy  reluctant--on  the  sea-beat  shore 
Their  eyes  to  Heaven  were  roll'd  in  vam. 
Their  eyes-— for  not  the  victor's  chain 
Indulg>d  thy  privilege.  Despair ! 
Their  hands  to  rend  their  flowing  hair  j 
Jtehind  them  Troy  a  smoking  ruin  lies. 
Before  lie  unknown  seas,  and  black  incumbent 
skies. 

^  The  late  conspiracy  against  the  Portuguese 
fovemment  was  planned  amid  the  ruins  of  that 
mifbrtunate  capital. 

*  Senegal*  «  JXNUsboaii^ 


"  Ye  gales*  !"  they  cried,  «  ye  cruel  easterm 

gales! 
Advene  to  Troy,  conspiring  with  the  foe. 
That  eager  stretch  the  victor's  swelling  sails. 
To  what  unfriendly  re&rions  will  ye  blow  ? 
Shall  we  serve  on  Doric  plains  ? 
Or  where  in  Pithia  Pyfrbus  reigns  > 
Shall  Echo  catch  our  captive  tales  ? 
Joyless  in  the  sprightly  vales 
Apidanus  thy  beauteous  current  laves. 
Say,  shall  we  sit  and  dream  of  Simois'  fairer 
waves? 

''  Shall  Delos,  sacred  Delos,  hear  our  woes  ? 

Where  when  Latona'«  offspring  sprung  to  birth# 
The  palm  spootaneoos,  and  the  laurel  rose, 
O  Dian,  Dian,  on  thy  hallowed  earth  ; 
'   With  Delian  maids,  a  spotless  band, 
•At  virtue's  altar  shall  we  stand 
And  hail  thy  name  with  choral  joy 
bivok'd  m  vain  for  falling  Troy  ? 
Thy  shafts  victorious  shall  our  sougs  proclaim. 
When  not  an  arrow  fled  to  spare  thy  votaries 
shame. 

"  To  Athens,  art's  fair  empire,  shall  we  rove  ? 

There  for  some  haughty  mistress  ply  the  loom. 
With  daring  fancy  paint  avenging  Jove, 
His  forked   lightnings  flaming   through  the 
gk)om. 
To  blast  the  bold  Titanian  race : 
Or  deaf  to  nature,  must  we  trace 
In  mournful  shades  our  hapless  war  ? 
What  art,  dread  Pallas,  to  thy  car. 
Shall  yoke  th' immortal  steeds }  what  colours  tell 
By  thine,  by-  Pyrrhiis'  lance,  how  lofty  Ilion  fell  \ 

"  Yes,  cruel  gods,  our  bleeding  country  falls. 

Her  chiefs  are  slain— see  brothers,  sires  expire ! 
Ah  see,  exulting  o'er  her  prostrate  walls. 
The  victor's  fury,  and  devouring  fire  ! 
Asia's  haughty  genius  broke. 
Bows  the  neck  to  Europe's  yoke. 
Chains  are  all  our  portion  now. 
No  festal  wreaths  shall  bind  our  brow. 
Nor  Hymen's  torches  light  the  bridal  day : 
O  Death,and  black  Despair,  behold  your  destin'd 
prey  !" 
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Brown  Autumn  nods  upon  the  mountain's  head. 
The  dark  mist  gathers;  howling  winds  assail 

The  blighted  desert ;  on  iu  minei^  bed 
Dark  rolls  the  river  through  the  auUen  vale. 
On  the  bill's  dejected  scene 
The  blasted  ash  alone  is  seen,    [sleeps ; 
That   marks    the    grave  where  Goonal 
Gather'd  into  mould'ring  heaps 
From  the  whirlwind's  giddy  round. 
Its  leaves  bestrew  the  hallowed  gioand. ' 

Across  the  musing  hunter's  lonesome  way 

Flit  melancholy  ghosts,  that  chill  thedawn  of  day» 

*  An  imitation  of  the  fint  chorus  in  tbs  Heoub 
ba  ofBuripides. 
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Connaly  tbon  slumber'st  there,  the  great,  the 
good  I  [trace  ? 

Thy  1ong.fiiinM  tiicestors  what  tongtie  can 
nrm,  as  the  oak  on  rocky  hei<?ht8,  they  stood ; 
Planted  as  firm  on  glorj^'s  4mple  base* 
Raoted  in  theirnative clime, 
BravM  alike  devoaring  time, 
Fkdl  of  honours,  full  of  age, 
That  lofty  oak  the  winter's  rage 
Reiit  from  the  promontory's  brow. 
And  death  has  laid  the  mighty  low. 
The  nvHintains  monm  their  consecrated  tree ; 
Uis  country  Connal  mourns  :— what  son  shall 
rival  thee  ? 

Here  was  the  din  of  arms,  and  here  overthrown 
The  valiant ! — ^moumfnl  are  thy  wars,  Tmgal ; 
The  caverns  echoed  to  the  dying  groan. 
The  fatal  fields  beheld  the  victor  fall  }    , 
Tall  amidst  the  host,  as  hills 
Above  their  vales  and  subject  rills. 
His  arm,  a  tempest  lowering  high. 
His  sword,  a  beam  of  summers  sky, 
Hiseyes,  a  6ery  furnace,  glare, 
His  voice  that  shook  th'  astonishM  war, 
Was  thonder's  sound  :  he  smote  the  trembling 

Ibes, 
Ai  sportive  infimf  s  staff  the  bearded  thistle  mows. 

Ooward  to  meet  this  hero,  like  a  stonn, 

A  cloody  storm,  the  mighty  Dargo  came  ; 
As  moontain  caves,  where  dusky  meteors  form. 
His  holtow  eye-balls  flashed  a  Uvid  flame. 
And  now  they  join'd,  and  now  they  wield 
Their  clashing  steel — ^resounds  the  field : 
Qrimora  heard  the  loud  alarms, 
Rinval's  daughter,  bright  in  arms. 
Her  hands  the  bow  victorious  bear. 
Luxuriant  wavM  her  auburn  hair; 
.  Coooal,  her  life,  her  love,  in  beauty's  pride. 
She  fblk>w*dto  the  war,  and  fought  byConnaVs 
skle. 

In  wild  despair,  at  ConnaPsfoe  she  drew 

The  fotal  string,  impatient  flew  the  dart ; 
Ah  hapless  maid  ! — with  erring  course  it  flew ; 
The  shaft  stood  trembling  in  her  lover's  heart : 
Hefell— sofiillsby  thunder's  shock 
Prom  ocean's  clifi  the  rifted  rock, 
Thatfalls  and  ploughs  the  grpaniogstrand 
He  fell  by  love's  unwilling  hand. 
Hapless  maid !  firom  eve  to  day, 
Cocmal,  my  love ;  the  breathless  clay 
My  feve,  sbe  calls— now  rolls  her  frantic  eyes — 
—Now  bends  them  sad  to  earth— she  sinks,  she 
fsints,  she  dies.— • 

Together  rest  in  Earth's  parental  womb. 
Her  fairest  offspring;  mournful  in  the  vale 

I  sit,  while,  issuing  from  the  moss-grown  tomb, 
Youroooe-lov'd  voices  seem  toswell  the  gale- 
Pensive  Memory  wakes  her  powers. 
Oft  recaids  your  smiling  hours 
or  fleeting  life,  that  wont  to  movtt 
On  downy  wings  of  youth  and  love  j 
The  smiling  hours  no  more  return ; 
—All  is  hush'd — your  silent  urn 

The  moootain  covers  with  its  awful  shade. 

Far  from  the  haoBts  of.  men  in  pathless  desert 
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Youth,  ah  stay,  prolong  delight. 
Close  thy  pinioos  stretch'd  for  flight  1 
Youth,  disdaining  silver  hairs. 
Autumn's  frowns  and  Winter's  cares, 
DwelPst  thou  but  in  dimple  sleek, 
Tn  vernal  smiles  and  Summer's  cheek?, 
On  Spring's  ambrosial  lap  thy  hands  unfold. 
They  blossom  fresh  with  hope,  and  all  they  toocjh 
is  gold. 

Graver  years  come  sailing  by : 
Hark  !  they  call  me  as  they  fly; 
Quit,  they  cry,  for  nobler  themes, 
Statesman,  quit  thy  boyish  dreams  1 
Tune  to  crowds  thy  pliant  voice. 
Or  flatter  thrones,  the  nobler  choice  I 

Deserting  ^rtue,  yet  assume  her  state  ; 

Thy  smiles,  that  dwell  with  love,  ah  1  wed  then 
now  to  hate. 

Or  in  victory's  purple  plain 
Triumph  thou  on  hills  of  slain  f 
While  the  virgin  rends  her  hair. 
Childless  sires  demand  their  heir. 
Timid  orphans  kneel  and  weep : 
Or,  where  the  UDSunn'd  treasures  deep. 

Sit  hroodingo'er  thy  cave  in  grim  repose. 

There  mock  at  human  joys,  there  mock  at  htt« 
man  woes. 

Years  away !  too  dear  I  prize 
Fancy's  haunts,  her  vales,  her  skies; 
Come,  ye  gales  that  swell  the  flowers. 
Wake  my  soul's  expanding  powers ; 
Come,  by  streams  embow'r'd  in  wood. 
Celestial  forms,  the  fair,  the  good! 

With  moral  charms  associate  vernal  joys ! 

Pore  nature's   pleasures   these    the    rest  ai« 
fissluOD's  toys. 

Come,  while  years  reprove  in  vain. 
Youth,  with  me,  and  rapture  reign ! 
Sculpture,  painting,  meet  my  eyes. 
Glowing  still  with  young  surprise  1 
Never  to  the  viigin's  lute 
This  ear  be  deaf,  this  voice  be  mute ! 
Come,  beauty,  cause  of  anguish,  heal  its  smart, 
—Now  temperate  measures  bea^  unaltered  elso 
my  heart. 

Still  my  soul,  for  ever  young. 

Speak  thyself  divmely  sprung! 

Wing>d  for  Heaven,  embracing  Earth, 

Link'd  to  all  of  mortal  birth. 

Brute  or  man,  in  social  chain 

Still  link'd  to  all,  who  suffer  pam.     . 
Pursue  the  eternal  law !— one  power  above 
Connects,  pervades  the  whole— tbkt  power  di- 
vine  is  love.  % 


TO  THE  THAMES, 

^BARER  to  my  grove,  O  Thames ! 

Lead  along  thy  sultry  streamy. 

Summer  flres  the  stagnant  air, 
I  Come  and  cool  thy  bosom  there ! 
I  Tk«e8  shall  shelter,  Zephyrs  play. 

Odours  court  thy  imUiof  stay  ^ 
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There  the  lily  lifts  her  head. 
Fairest  child  of  Nature's  hed. 

Oh!  Thames,  my  promise  all  was  Taio: , 
Antamnal  storms,  autumnal  rain 
Havespoird  that  fragrance,  stript  those  shades. 
Hapless  flower!  that  lily  fedes.— 
What?  if  chance,  sweet  evening  ray. 
Or  western  gale  of  vernal  day. 
Momentary  hloom  renews. 
Heavy  with  unfertile  dews 
It  bends  again,  and  seems  to  ^ry* 
<*  Gale  and  sunshine,  come  not  nigh  ! 
Why  reclain\  from  winter's  power 
Thb  withered  stalk,  no  more  a  flower !" 
Such  a  flower,  my  youthful  prime, 
ChilPd  hy  rigour,  sappM  by  ti^ie,  ^ 
Shrinks  beneath  the  clouded  storm : 
What?  if  Beauty's  beaiping  form, 
And  Cambrian  virgin's  vocal  air 
Expand  to  smiles  my  brow  of  care  : 
liiat  beam  withdrawn,  that  melting,  sound, 
The  dews  of  death  h^ng.  heavier  round. 
No  more  to  spring;  to  bloom,  to  be, 
I  bow  to  ftite  itod  Heaven's  decree. 

Come  then,  Cambrian  viigin,  come, 
With  all  thy  music  seek 'my  tomb. 
With  all  thy  grace,  thy  modest  state. 
With  all  thy  virtues,  known  too  late ! 
Come,  a  little  moment  spare 
Prom  pious  rites  and  filial  care  ! 
Give  my  tomb— no  heart-felt  sigh, 
Vo  tear  convulsing  pity^s  eye ! 
Gifts  oft  too  endieariog  name 
For  you  to  grant*  for  me  to  claim ; 
But  bring  the  song-^whose  healing  sounds 
Were  baun  to  all  my  fiestering  wounds. 
Bring  th€  lyre — by  music's  power     * 
'My  soul  entranced  shall  wait  the  hour, 
The  di^ead  mioestic  hour  of  doom,         [gloom. 
When  through  the    grave,    and  tluough  ,the 

Heaven  shall  burst  in  floods  of  day : 
Dazzled  with  so  fierce  a  ray. 

My  aching  eyes  sh^ll  turn  io  view 

its  milder  beam»  reflect  fipm  you. 


I  quit  thy  lyre— bat  still  the  trata 
Of  sweet  sensations  warms  my  brain. 
What?  though  social  joy  and  tove 
Forget  to  haunt  my  sullen  grove  t 
Though  there  my  soul,  a  stagnant  flooil. 
Nor  flows  its  own,  or  others  good. 
Emblem  of  yon  fiided  flower. 
That,  chill'd  by  frpst,  expands  no  moret 
The  dreary  scene  yet  sometimes  doses 
When  sleep  inspires,  on  beds  of  roees» 
Such  dear  delusions,  (airy  charms 
As  fancy  dreams  in  virtue's  armv 
For  see,  a  gracious  form  is  near  I 
She  comes  to  dry  my  foiling  tear. 
One  pious  hand  in  pity  spread 
Supports  my  else  unshelter'd  head  ; 
TTie  other  waves  to  chase  away 
The  spectres  haunting  all  my  day ; 
She  calls— above,  below,  around 
Sweet  fragiance  breathes,  sweet  vwces  wund-i* 

Such  a  baJm  to  wounded  minds. 
Gentle KJtty,  slumber  finds; 
Such  a  change  is  misery's  due-^ 
—Who  wakes  to  grief  should  dream  of  ybu. 


TO  MJSS  K- 

Gbntlb  Kitty,  take  the  lyre 
Thy  magic  hands  alone  inspire ! 
But  wake  not  once  such  swellhig  chords 
As  rouse  ambition's  stormy  lords. 
Nor  airs  that  jocund  tabors  play 
To  dancing  youth  in  shades  of  May, 
Kor  songs  that  shake  old  Picton's  towers. 
When  feait  aqd  mnac  blend  their  powers  I 
But  notes  of  mildest  accent  call. 
Of  plaintive  touch  and  dying  foil ;       * 
Notes,  to  which  thy  hand,  thy  tongue^ 
Thy  every  tender  power  is  stmng.— 
Cambrian  maid,  repeat  that  strain  1 
Sooth  my  widow'd  bosom's  pain ! 
lu  passions  own  thy  melting  tones; 
fiighs  succeed  to  bursting  groans; 
Soft  and  softer  slill  they  >flow. 
Breathing  more  of  love  than  woe^. 
.  Glistening  in  my  eye  appears 
A  tenderer,  dew  than  better  tcaYs  ; 
Springing  hope  «^cspair  l>eguiles. 
And  sadness  sofUw^  into  smites. 


TO  MISS  K^ — —  P 

An !  bow  to  piusic,  bow  my  lays 

To  beauty's  noblest  art! 
To  reach  the  bosom  mine  the  praise. 

But  thine  t#iuelt  the  heart 

'Tis  mine  to  close  affllction^s  wounds^ 
!    To  brighten  pleasure's  eye : 
•But  thine^  by  sweet  dissolring  sounds^ 

To  make  it  bliss  to  die.* 
My  notes  but  kindle  cold  desire,' 

Ah  I  what  you  feel  for  me ! 

Diviner  passions  thine  inspire^ 

Ah!  what  I  feel  for  thee! 

Associate  then  thy  voice,  thytoucht 
O  wed  to  mine  thy  powers  1   , 

'  Be  such  at  least,  nor  blush  at  such 
Connubial  union  out's  1 


TO  MISS  r— — -  p w 

Why,  Kitty>  with  that  tender  air. 

Those  eyes  to  earth  indin'd, 
Those  timid  blushes,  why  despair 

Of  empire  o'er  mankind  ?  -^ 

Ah!  know«  that  beauty's  surest  aciQft 

Afe  candour,  softness,  ease. 
Your  sweet  distrust  of  pleasing  charms 

Is  half  the  charm  to  please.— 

Respect  your  own  haimonious  ait ! 

For  love  seeurest  grounds. 
Securest  takes  th'  imprispn'dt  heart 

Entnipitfd  by  mi^  sound*! 

If  flowers  of  fiction's  growth  yon  call 
This  wreath  that  truth  bestows  ; 

Survey  around  your  attiqk  wall 
Each  penciU'd  form  ^  tiiat  glows. 

*  Drawings  from  antique  statdtib 
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And  ask  the  yoatfii !  why  heavenly  fair 
llieir  tenderest  vows  inspires  } 

If  Judo's  more  than  regal  air, 
Or  fierce  Minenra^s  fires } 

Tis  bashfai  Venus  they  prefer 

Retiring  from  the  view, 
And^  what  their  lips  address  to  her, 

Tbeir  bosome  feel  for  yoo. 


TO  MISS  r- 

T^ona  bo9om*s  sweet  treasures  thus  ever  disclose ! 

Tor  believe  my  ingenuous  confession, 
The  veil  meant  to  hide  tbera  but  only  bestows 

A  softness  transcending  expression. 

•*  Good  Heaven !»  cries  Kitty,  "  what  language 
Ihearf 

Have  I  trespassM  on  chastity's  laws? 
Is  my  tucker's  clear  muslin  indecently  clear  ? 

Is  it  no  sattin  apron,  bat  gauze  ?" 

Ah  DO ! — not  the  least  swelling  charm  is  descried 
Thro*  the  tucker,  too  bashfully  decent ; 

And  year  apron  hides  all  that  short  aprons  can 
hide. 
From  the  fashion  of  Eve  to  the  present. 

The  veil,  too  transparent  to  hinder  the  sight. 
Is  what  modesty  throws  on  your  mind  : 

That  veil  only  shades,  with  a  tenderer  light. 
All  the  feminine  graces  behind. 


TOMTSSK P 

Si  mi  arbre  avoit  du  sentiment,  il  se  plairoit  k 
voir  celui  qui  le  cultive  se  reposer  sous  son 
ombrage,  respirer  le  parfum  de  ses  fleurs, 
gooterla  douceur  de  ses  fruits:  Je  suiscet 
arbre,  cultiv6  par  vous,  &  la  Nature  m'  a 
donnfe  une  ame.  Masmomtsl. 

Amid  thy  native  mountains,  Cambrian  iair. 
Were  some  lone  plant  supported  by  thy  care, 
8avM  firom  the  blast,  from  winter's  chilling  powers, 
In  vernal  sons,  in  vernal  shades  and  showers, 
Bv  thee  revhnng :  did  the  favoured  tree 
Eaist,  and  blossom  and  mature  by  thee : 
To  that  selected  plant  did  Heaven  dispense, 
With  ratable  life,  a  nobler  sense: 
Wmiid  it  not  bless  thy  virtues,  gende  maid  ? 
Would  it  not  woo  thy  beauties  to  its  shade  ? 
Bid  all  its  bods  in  rich  luxuriance  shoot. 
To  crown  thy  summer  with  autumnal  ftuit. 
Spread  all  its  leaves,  a  pillow  to  thy  rest. 
Give  all  iu  flowers  to  languish  on  thv  breast, 
Bgect  the  tendrils  of  th'  uxorious  me, 
And  stretch  its  longing  arms  to  circle  thine? 

Yes;  in  creation's  intellectual  reign. 
Where  life,  sense,  reason,  with  progrc^efive  chain, 
Dividing,  blending,  form  th*  haimonloos  whole :  ' 
—That  plant  am  I,  distinguished  by  a  sool* 

TO  MISS  K P ^ 

wm  AKSOM'S  T0VA0&  \ 

RAmm*D  traveller,  oease  the  tales 

Of  ruiaa'slawnib  f  •modes' vales  |'     ' 


Of  isles,  concentering  Nature's  charms 
Laptin  peaoeftd  Ocean's  arms ; 
Of  that  Hesperian  world,  which  lies 
Beneath  the  smile  of  southern  skies. 
Where  Zephyr  waves  unflagging  wings. 
Where  Albk>n^  summers,  Latian  spring 
Join  thy  autumns,  smiling  France, 
And  lead  along  th'  eternal  dance ! 

These  enchanting  scenes,  and  all 
That  wake  to  form  at  fancy's  call. 
And  all  the  sportive  pencil  traces. 
Are  feeble  types  of  living  graces. 
Of  mora]  charms,  that  mental  throng 
(inclouded  beauty  calls  her  own. 
Where  all  the  Sun's  meridian  blaxe 
Is  twilight  gloom  to  virtue's  ra5S. 
There  with  richer  blended  sweets 
Wedded  Spring  her  Autumn  meets; 
There  Femandes'  brighter  shore. 
There  a  purer  Chili's  ore, 
Friiits  and  flowers  are  there  combined 
In  fairer  Tinian— Kitty's  mind. 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  CdBtBRU. 


TO  MTSS  K  P      ■     , 

MITSIC,  AND   SINGING 
VERSES. 


SETTING  TO 
ENGLISH 


DONE  IMTO  BKOUSH  FBOSI  TBI  WSICB  ORIOXNAW 

DsGxiitaATs  maid,  no  longer  oun  I 
Can  Saxon  ditties  suit  thy  lyre  ? 
Accents  untun'd,  that  breathe  no  powers 
To  melt  the  soul,  or  kindle nuotial  fire? 
It  ill  becomes  thee  to  combine 
Such  hostile  airs  with  notes  diving 
In  Cambrian  shades,  theDraids^  hallow*d  ho— fiij  • 
Whose  infiiut  voice  has  lisp'd  the  liquid  Caltio 
sounds. 

Revere  thy  Cambria's  flowing  tongue  I 
Though  higb-bom  Hoel's  lips  are  dmnb, 
Cadwallo's  harp  no  more  is  strung, 
And  silence  sits  on  soft  Uudlyn's  tomb  % 
Yet  songs  of  British  baids  remain 
That,  wedded  to  thy  vocal  strain. 
Would  swell  mdodlocis  on  the  moontain  brees^ 
And  roll  on  Millbrd's  wave  to  distant  eefaoi«f 


O  sing  thy  sires  in  geonine  strains ! 
When  Rome's  resistless  aim  prevail'd. 
When  Edward  delng'd  all  my  plains  \ 
And  all  the  music  Sf  my  mountains  fidl'd  i 
When  all  her  flames  rebelUon  spread. 
Firmly  they  stood— O  sing  the  dead ! 
11)0  theme  nuO^tic  to  the  lyre  bekmgs, 
ToPicton's  lofty  walls,  and  Cambrian  virgiafl 


>  EdwMdI.  pat  lo  dtnth  •!!  tbe  Weloh  bards. 
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ON  A  PRESENT  TO  TEE  AUTHOR, 

OF  TWO   IMPSBSStOXS  FROM   A   VtVE    ANTIQOB  SBAt 

OP    THE   READ  OF   ALEXANDER  J 

THE   ONE   BY   LADY    F  — ,  ON   FAPER; 

THE  OTHER   BY  BlMS  J  .  p  — — -^    IK 

WAX. 

Fair  scq! pture  of  Ammon's  young  graces ! 

My  lady  with  whim  shall  we  tax  ? 
On  paper  who  marks  thy  faint  traces. 

Which  Stella  stamps  lively  in  wax  > 
Of  their  hearts  they  make  mutual  oonfession  : 

That,  cold.toemotioDS  onoe  felt. 
The  mother's  scarce  yields  to  impression — 

—The  daughter's  can  soften  and  melt. 


ON  THE  SUBJECT  OP  THE 

MONUMENT  IN  ARCADIA. 

O  rou,  that  dwell  where  shepheids  Teign, 
Arcadian  youths,  Arcadian  maids. 

To  pastoral  pipe  who  daiic'd  the  plain, 
\Vhy  pensive  now  beneath  the  shades  ? 

''Approach  her  virgin  tomb,*»  they  cry, 

**  Behold  the  verse  inscribed  above, 
*  Once  too  in  Arcady  was  I,—' 
.  .Behold  what  dreams  are  life  and  love !" 


ON  THE  SAME. 

gwBKT  Arcady,  where  shepherds  reign, 

Your  simple  youths,  your  simple  maids. 
With  pastoral  dance  still  cheer  the  plain. 

Their  pastoral  pipe  stHl  charms  the  shades : 
This  only  song  still  meets  our  ear, 

It  swells  the  breeze,  it  fills  the  grove; 
What  joys  so  sweet  as  Nature's  here? 

What  joy  of  Nature  sweet  as  love  ? 


HtTCHIN  CONVENT. 
A  TALE. 

Where  Hitch's  gentle  current  glides. 

An  ancientconvent  stands. 
Sacred  to  prayer  and  holy  rites 

Ordain'd  by  pious  hands. 

Here  monks  of  saintly  Benedict 

Their  nightly  vigils  kept. 
And  lofty  anthems  shook  the  choir 

At  hours  when  mortals  slept. 

But  Harry's  wide  reforming  hand 
That  sacred  order  wounded ; 

He  spoke— from  forth  their  hallow*d  walls 
The  friars  fled  confounded. 

Then  wicked  laymen  entering  in. 

Those  cloisters  fair  prophan'd; 
Now  riot  loud  usui-ps  the  seat 

Where  bright  demotion  reign'd. 
Ev'n  to  the  chapel's  sacred  roof, 

Its  echoing  vaults  along. 
Resounds  the  flute,  and  sprightly  danc*. 

And  hymeneal  song. 


Yet  fome  reports,  that  monkisb  sbailef 

At  midnight  never  fail. 
To  haunt  the  mansions  once  their  own. 

And  tread  its  ckasters  |nle. 

One  night,  more  piying  than  the  r^ 

It  chanc'd  a  fnar  came. 
And  enter*d  where  on  beds  of  down 

Repos'd  each  gentle  dame. 

Here,  softening  midnight's  raven  gloomy 
Lay  R  o,  bliu^og  maid ; 

Thqre,  wrapt  in  folds  of  cypress  lawD# 
Her  virtuous  aunt  was  laid. 

Hestopp'd,  he  gaz'd,  to  wild  oooceits 

His  roving  fancy  run, 
He  took  the  aunt  for  prioress, 

And  R  e  for  a  nun. 

It  hapM  that  R—'s  capuchin. 

Across  the  couch  displa/d. 
To  deem  her  sister  of  the  veil,] 

The  holy  sirebetray'd. 

Accosting  then  the  youthful  &tr. 

His  raptur'd  accents  broke; 
Amazement  chill 'd  the  waking  nymph; 

She  trembled  as  he  spoke. 

"HailhakyoQ  days!  Hail  holy  nun! 

This  woodrons  change  explain : 
Again  religion  lights  her  lamp. 

Reviews  these  walls  again. 

For  ever  West  the  power  that  dieckt 
Reformists'  wild  disorders, 
Restor'd  again  the  church's  lands. 
Reviv'd  our  sacred  orders. 

*'  To  monks  indeed,  from  Edward^  days, 
Belong'd  this  chaste  foundation ; 

Yet  sister  nuns  may  answer  too 
The  founder's  good  donation. 

"  Ah !  well  thy  viigin  vows  are  heard : 

For  man  were  never  given 
Those:  charms,  reserv'd  to  nobler  ends. 

Thou  spotless  spouse  of  Heaven  I 

"  Yet  speak  what  cause  from  morning 

Thy  ling'ring  steps  delays : 
Haste  to  the  deep-mouth'd  organ's  peal 

To  join  thy  vocal  praise. 

'*  Awake  thy  abbess  sisters  all ; 

At  Mary's  holy  shrine. 
With  bended  knees  and  suppliant  eyw 

Approach,  thou  nun  divine  !"— 

"No  Nun  am  I,"  recov'ring  cried 
Thenjrmph;  *'No  nun,  I  say, 

Nor  nun  will  be,  unless  this  fngfat 
Should  turn  my  kwks  to  grey. 

<'  'TIS  true,  at  choroh  I  seldom  foil 

When  aunt  or  uncle  leads  ; 
Yet  never  rise  by  four  o'clock 

To  tell  my  morning  beads. 

"  No  mortal  foveryet,  I  vow. 

My  virgin  heart  has  flzt. 
But  yet  I  bear  the  creatures  talk 

Without  a  grate  betwixt. 

I'  To  HeaVn  my  eyes  are  often  cast 
^  (From  Heav'n  their  li^tbagan) 
Yet  deign  sometimes  to  view  on  Eartl^ 
It's  imago  stampt  on  man. 
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HITCHEN  CONVENT..;TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 


•Ah  me!  I  finr  in  borrowed  shape 

Thou  com'nl,  a  base  <leceiver ; 
Perhaps  the  deViU  to  tempt  the  faith 

Of  orthodox  believer. 
**  For  once  my  hand,  at  masquerade, 

A  reverend  friar  prest ;    , 
His  form  as  thine,  but  bolter  sounds 

Theimvish'd  saint  addrest 
'*  He  told  me  vows  no  more  were  made 

To  sensdess  stone  and  wood. 
But  adoration  paid  alone 

To  saints  of  flesh  and  blood, 

*' That  rosy  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes. 

And  tiesses  like  the  room, 
Were  given  to  bless  the  present  age. 

And  light  the  age  unborn : 

**  That  maids,  by  whose  obdurate  pride 

The  hapless  lover  fell. 
Were  doom'd  to  never-dying  toils 

Of  leading  apes  in  Hell. 

•«  •  Respect  the  first  command,'  (he  cried,} 

<  It's  sacred  laws  fulfll, 
And  well  observe  the  precept  given 

To  Mo»es,-^Bo  not  kiU.* 

"  Thns  spoke,  ah  yet  I  hear  him  speak ! 

My  soul's  sublime  physician ; 
Then  get  thee  hence,  thy  doctrines  vile 

Would  sink  me  to  perdition." 

She  oeas'd — the  monk  in  shades  of  night 

Conftu'dly  fled  away. 
And  superstition's  clouds  dissolved 

In  sense,   and  beauty's  ray. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LABY^ 

A  V£1V  oooo  Acniss. 

PownvoL  is  beauty,  when  to  mortal  seats 
Fkom  Heaven    descends  the  heaven-created 

When  frncy's  glance  the  &iry  phantom  meets, 
Nymph  of  the  shade,  or  Naiad  of  the  flood. 

So  bknms  Celena,  daughter  of  the  skies. 
Queen  of  the  joys  romantic  rapture  dreams, 

Her  cheeks  are  summer's  damask  rose,  her  ejres 
Steal  their  quick  lustre  from  the  morning's 


Her  airy  neck  the  shining  tresses  shade  ; 

In  every  wanton  curl  a  Cupid  dwells : 
To  these,  distnwtmgin  the  Graces'  aid, 

She  joins  the  mighty  charms  of  magic  spells. 

Man,  hapless  man,  in  vam  destruction  flies, 
With  wily  arts  th'  enchantress  nymph  pursues; 

To  varying  forms,  as  varying  lovers  rise. 
Shifts  the  bright  Iris  of  a  thousand  hues. 

Behold  th*Misten  divine,  oppiest  by  yean, 

Cblics,  and  bulk,  and  tithes  engendered  caie  ; 
Ihe  sound  of  woman  grates  his  aching  ears. 

Of  other  woman  than  a  scripture  fair. 
Sudden  she  comes  a  Deborah  bright  fai  arms, 

Or  wears  the  pastoral  Rachel's  aneient  mien; 
And  now,  &i  glow  gay-flnshmg  eastern  charms, 

Hssigbtlikfl  David's  son  ibr  Sheba's  quete* 


S07 

To  Change  the  China  trader  q>eedrbi»paoe. 
Nor  heeds  the  chilly  North's  unripenmg  dames; 

'Tis  her's  with  twinkling  eyes,  and  lengthened 
face. 
And  pigmy  foot,  to  wake  forgotten  flames* 

She  oft,  in  likeness  of  th'  Egyptian  Crone, 
Too  well  inform'd,  relates  to  wand' ring  swaiu 

Their  amorous  plaints  preferr'd  to  her  alone : 
Her  own  relentless  breast  too  well  explains. 

See,  at  the  manor's  hospitable  board 
Enters  a  sire,  by  infant  age  revcr'd ; 

From  shorten'd  tube  exhaling  fumes  affijrd 
The  incense  bland  that  clouds  his  forky  beard* 

Conundrums  quaint,  and  puns  of  jocund  kind. 

With  rural  ditkies,  warm  th'  elated  'squire. 
Yet  oft  sensations  quicken  in  his  mind. 

Other  than  ale  and  jocund  puns  inspite. 
The  forms  where  bloated  Dropsy  holds  her  seat. 

He  views,  unconscious  of  magicians'  guiles. 
Nor  deems  a  jaundic'd  visage  lov'd  retreat 

Of  graces,  young  desires,  and  dimpled  8mites% 

Now  o'er  the  portal  of  an  antique  hall 

A  Grecian  fbrm  the  raptur'd  patriot  awc^     . 
The  hoary  bust  and  brow  severe  recall 

Lycurgus,  founder  of  majestic  laws. 
Awhile  entranc'd,  he  dreams  of  old  renown. 

And  freedom's  triumph  in  Platean  fields, 
Xhen  turns — ^relaxing  sees  the  furrow'dfrowo^ 

To  melting  airs  the  soften'd  marble  yields. 
I  see  the  lips  as  breathing  life,  he  cries. 

On  icy  cheeks  carnation  blooms  displa3r'd. 
The  penrive  orbs  are  pleasure-beaming  eyes 

And  Sparta's  lawgiver  a  blushing  maid. 

There,  at  the  curtains  of  the  shudd'ringyoutiw 
Stiff,  melancholy,  pale,  a  spectre  stands. 

Some  love-lorn  virgin's  shade— O !  injur'd  truth. 
Deserted  phantom,  and  ye  plighted  hand^ 

He  scarce  had  ntter'd— from  his  frantic  gaze 
The  vision  £ades— succeeds  a  flood  of  light 

0  friendly  shadows,  veil  him,  as  the  blaze 
Of  beauty's  sun  emerging  from  the  night. 

Hei»endthytriumphs,nymphof  potent  charms. 

The  laurel'd  bard  it  Heaven's  immortal  care; 
Him  nor  illusion's  spell  nor  philter  Iwrms,     . 

Nor  music  floating  on  the  mag^  air. 
The  myrtle  wand  this  asm  imperial  bean. 

Reluctant  ghoets  and  stubborn  elves  obey  x 
Its  virtnous  touch  the  midnight  fairy  fears. 

And  shapes  that  wanton  in  Auiom's  ray, 

1  eea^d :  the  virgin  oame  in  native  gtnoe. 

With  native  smiles  that  strengthen  beauty^ 
O  vain  the  confidence  of  mortal  race  1     [chains 

My  lanreVd  head  and  myrtle  wand  are  vain. 
Again  wild  raptures,  kindUng  passions  rise. 

As  ODoe  in  Andover's  autumnal  grove, 
Whenk)oks  that  spoke,  and  doquence  of  sighs^ 

Told  the  soft  mandate  of  another's  love. 


TO  AN  ACCOMPLISHED  lADT. 
IK  VBB  MAirnia  ojp  wALiaa. 

OunmiT  than ^lest Pandora honom'd  mors, 
What  fods  to  grace  thee  lavish  all  their  ston^ 
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We  see  ttiy  fbrm  in  turftil  beatitf  mov«, 
At  once  repelling:  and  inviting  love ; 
We  see  thy  mind  each  bright  perfection  reach 
That  genius  kindles,  and  the  Graces  teach : 
Pallas  to  ibnn  that  matchless  mrod,  conspires 
With  wisdom's  coolness,  tempering  fancy's  firea^ 
Here,  as  in  Eden^s  blissfol  garden,  shoot 
The  tree  of  knowledge  and  foihidden  finit. 


LOVIBOND'S  POEMS; 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  THAMES. 

OThamis  !  thy  clear  majestic  stream 
JRiall  ever  flow  my  raptnr'd  theme ;  ' 

Kot  becanse  Augusta's  pride 
BoUds  her  greatness  on  thy  tide. 

Courted  by  worlds  in  other'ooeans  found : 
Not  because  proud  GiefBen  lores 
His  pendent  beeches  in  thy  waves  ! 
Kot  because  thy  limpid  rills 

Seflecton  Hampton's  towers,  or  Richmond 's  hills ; 
.OrCoope^s  mountain,  by  the  Moses  crown'd. 
Or  catch  the  blaze  from  Windsor's  beaming 
star, 

Sacred  to  patriot  chieft,  the  boast  of  peace  and 
wiir. 

Nor  yet  because,  thy  current  loves 

Tfie  haunt  <X  a<!ademic  groves  ; 

And  still  with  )ing*ring  fond  delay 

TTlrtogh  £%;ham>s  vales  delights  to  stmy, 
Oiioe's<»!06  of  freedom's  claims,  henMC  cares  : 

ButhaiHhee,Th«ne8!  while  o»er  thy  meads 

Bite  wi€h  l4Nii8a.leads 

fiaebwimmig  grace  of  lore  and  youth. 
Ingenuous  fonps^  lair  candour  and  fiur  truth : 
Oh  1  fen  their  evening  walk  with  mildest  airs : 
9o  Gallic  spoils  shall  crowd  thy  wealthy  side« 
And  commerce  swell  her  stores  with  each  le- 
To^ing  tide. 


TO  MRS.  B- 


KBADniO  JVLU  WiTlTTBAllS,  MtIHGA  BARO  mOVT* 

What,  (liengti  d^setondiiq^  as  the  dews  of  morn. 

On  Dtfisery's  sigris  your  tearof  virtue  wuts: 
Forget  the  Mien  Julia  !  you  wer^  bom 

For  heart-expanding  joys  and  smilhig  fiites. 
To  sooth  with  social  pleamires  bmnan  cai^, 

Toeall  the  Museto  Thamesf  iVozed glades* 
To  wahe  the  slomb'ring  sprfaig  wHh  vema^^v, 

And  plant  an  Eden  in  Dtfcember^  rimdte ; 
To  deck,  like  IOV«  >,  wfth  sbft  oAduns  testi-, 

Your  banquet,  wokthiest  of  her  angel  guest  s 
Aand  the  flowiw  ttatft  crown  the  fair  lepast 

Ajflower yoondfj the  fktrasi  of Uie fease. 
There  i^jsfMQ^etfothh  btmntieg^^keik • 

YourgntefW  ceMortUesifaig,  Uesstt  texr 
Thr  sweet  dispenser  ofHie  iffS^dtVieMm, 

In  wonder's  sa«iit  ptVfiit  be  Messes  yuft  i 
Your  infiuitsthereTeflectiDgrtmmd  the  board, 

-Maternal  graces  while  his  eye  approves : 
One  tear  to ttpture givfefl^hcn  sit ador^Bl 

The  gentle  mother  of  the  smiles  and  loves. 

^  5ee  Milton^  PmdiK  Lort,  Book'  r.  tm 


TO  LAD7  P— — , 

ON  HER   ITAJttlAOB. 

Though  to  Hymen's  gay  season  belong 

Light  airs,  and  the  raptures  of  youth  \ 
Yet  listen  to  one  sober  song ; 

O  listen,  lair  Stella,  to  truth. 
Farewell  to  the  triumphs  of  beauty, 
'  To  the  soft  serenade  at  your  bower. 
To  the  lover's  idolatrous  duty. 

To  his  vigils  in  midnight's  still  hour. 
To  your  frowns  darting  amorous  anguish^ 

To  your  smiles  chasing  every  care. 
To  the  power  of  your  eyes  lively  languish. 

To  each  glance  waking  hope  or  despair. 
Farewell  to  soft  bards,  tha.tin  Heaven 

Dipt  the  pencil  to  picture  your  prai^. 
And  blended  the  colours  of  even. 

With  morning's  gay  opening  rays : 

They  no  longer  on  Thames  shall  proclaim  yon 

A  Naiad  new  sprung  from  the  flood. 
Nor  to  Busby's  soft  echoes  shall  name  yoa 

Bright  Dian,  the  queen  of  the  wood. 
Farewell  to  lovers  various  season. 

Smiling  days  hung  with  tempests  and  night  i 
But  welcome  the  reign  of  fair  reason, 

O  !  welcome  securer  delight 
O !  welcome,  in  nature's  own  dreis. 

Purest  pleasures  of  gentler  kind  j 
O  «  welcome  the  power  to  bless. 

To  redeem  fortune's  wrongs  on  mankind!. 
Be  a  goddess  hideed,  while  you  borrow 

From  plenty's  unlimited  store. 
To  gild  the  wan  aspect  of  sorrow. 

To  cheer  the  meek  eyes  of  the  poor. 
When  5'our  virtues  shall  mix  with  the  skies. 

When  your  beauty,  bright  phenix,dec«y«i 
In  your  image  new  graces  shall  riae^ 

And  enlighten  posterity's  days. 
Future  ages  shall  trace  every  air  ; 

f>ery  virtue  deriv'd  to  your  blood 
Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  fiur, 

Siiall  remember  that  Stella  was  good. 


SONG. 


No  gjnudy  Rubens  ever  dare 
With  flaunting  g^jf  us,  rosy  lores. 

To  crowd  the  scene;  in  sunshine's  glare, 
Exposiiig  her  the  Muse  approves. 

iLct,  chaste  Poirtsin,  thy  shaded  streadi* 
Reflect  hef  peftslve,  tender  afr; 

iLet  evemng  veil  witff  sobcfr  b^am, 

t    In  bashfoi-  niglntfae  bastafiU'fidiv 
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VERSES...TO  A  LADY...STANZAS. 
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rERSES 

^trrrcM  aftek  passing    tti rough    findok,  sui- 

UX,     1768*    ADDRESSED  TO   THE  R BY.  MR.  ^m>OD- 
DESON,'  OP    KINGSTON   UPON  THAMES. 

WoooOBfloNt  the9e  eyes  have  seen  thy  natal 
eaith; 
Tby  FindoD»  slopiog  from  the  southeni  downs. 
Haw  bleat  the  roof  ennobled  by  thy  birth, 

And  tufted  valley,  where  no  ocean  frowns. 
Tboo  wert  not  born  to  plough  the  neighbouring 
main, 
Or  plant  thy  greatness  near  ambition's  throne, 
Or  count  unnumber'd  fleeces  on  thy  plaiu : 
—The   Muses  iov*d  and  nurs'd  thee  for  their 
own ! 

Andiwin'd  thy  temples   here  with  wreaths  of 
worth,  [mom. 

And  fenced  thy  childhood  from  the  blights  of 
And  Uogfat  eachaBtiag  song,  and  sent  thee  Iprth 

To  strvtchthe  bleswigto  an  age  unborn : 
Beet  blessing ! — ^what  is  pride's  unwieldy  state  ? 

What   awkward    wealth  from  Indian  oceans 
given? 
What  monarchs  nodding  under  empires'  weight, 

If  scicDce  smile  not  with  a  ray  from  Heaven  } 

WitnesB  yon  ruins,  Arundel's  high  tower. 
And  Bramber,  now  the  bird  of  night's  resort ! 


Not  once  conceives  that'  Sun  to  rise 
With  kinder,  brighter  ray, 

Nor  southern  vales,  Hesperian  skies. 
To  bask  in  smiling  day. 

As  weak  my  thoughts  respecting  thee  : 
Must  thou,  my  bebtersun. 

Because  but  smiling  cold  on  me, 
Be*  therefore  warm  to  none  ?- 

STANZAS. 

Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  enn 

MiLTOig 
The  bird  of  midnight  swell'd  her  throat. 

The  virgins  listen'd  round 
To  sorrow's  deeply-warbled  note. 

To  sweet  but  solemn  sound  i 

When  soon  the  lark  ascending  higili. 
In  sun-beaics  idly  play»d ; 

As  soon  to  greet  him,  see,  they  fly- 
One  pensive  virgin  stey'd. 

She  stay'd  to  hear  the  mourner  Bingj 
The  rest,  to  nature  true. 

The  flutter  of  the  gayer  wing 
The  vacant  scmg  pursue. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADT^ 
And  Bramber,  now  the  Dim  or  mgurs  resoix :    i  "     ..«,  ^  «-.„ 

YcwTprond   possessors  reign'd    in  barbarous    who  objected  to  suf    ^'^^ 'f^r^  r«" 

luur    l**"         JJ^T''*^  ®  I  sexes    THAT  MET  AT  A   COPm-HOVII. 

power  ^  I 

The  war  their  business,  and  the  chase  their  I  q  ^^^  ^^^  Caroline,  so  soft  a  maid, 

sport  ;  '  ^  Qj^\  coyness,  pride,  and  cold  disdain  t 

TTO  there  a  miastrel,  to  the  feast  preferr'd,  *  " "  '  '"'" 

Witk  Cambrian  barp>  in    Gothic   numbers 
cbarm'd, 
£nlighten'd  chiefs  grew  virtuous  as  they  heard— 
—Hie  SUB  of  science  in  its  morning  warm'd. — 
tbm  gloriout,  when  it  blaz'd  in  Milton's  light. 

And  Shakespear's  flame,  to  full  meridian  day ! 
Yet  smUe,  fair  beam  1  thoo^  sloping  from  that 
hdght, 
Qtld  our  mild  evening  with  a  setting  ray. 


TO  A  LADY. 


Tm  simple  swain,  where  Zembla's  snows 

Are  booad  in  frozen  chains. 
Where  scarce  a  smile  the  Sua  bestows 

lb  warm  the  sulleB  plains; 

1  Tbft  arthorof  these  poems  had  been  edu- 
I  under  this  gentleman,  fiar  whom  he  everre- 
d  the  mort  affectionate  regard.  Mr.  Wood- 
iwaa,  in  truth,  one  of  those  amiable  beings 
wBom  none  cooMknow  without  loving.— Tothe 
abiHtiei  of  an  excellent  scholar  was  united  a 
nnd  ao  candid,  so  patient,  so  replete  with  uni- 
vmal  benerelence,  that  it  glowed  in  every 
ACtkm.— His  life  was  an  honour  to  himself,  to 
nligioD,  to  human  nature.— He  preserved  to  his 
death  auch  a  siroplksity  of  manners  as  is  rarely  to 
bemetwith.— He  judged  of  the  worid  by  the 
fltaadaid  of  his  own  virtuous  heart;  and  few  men 
«iio  bed  ctenmch  lengthof  days  evtr  left  it  so 
liOtoaoiimiated  withitb 


Who  now  of  man,  the  monster  man,  afraid,^ 
Flies  the  gay  cirole  of  the  social  train. 
Away  vain  fears  !  away  suspicious  dreams. 
From  beauty,  virtue,  tenderness,  and  truth  ; 
From  eyes  that  dawn    with   wiMlom's  mildesl 

beamsir 
From  harmless  smiles  that  wait  on  gentle  youth* 

Far  other  years  and  other  nymphs  befit 
The  prudish  form,  and  high  focbidding  brow  : 
With  others  dwell,  or  frowns  or  scornful  wit. 
With  nymphs  less  innocent,  less  £sir  than  thou : 
With  her,  whose  youth,  of  virtue's  mild  control 
Impatient,  rush'd  on  wanton  wild  desires ; 
Now  prayer  or  scandal  cheers  the  gloomy  soul 
That  pines  in  secret  with  forbidden  fires : 
Or  her  that  trinmph'd  in  her  lover's  sighs. 
As  round  their  brows  the  willow  garlands  bend  ; 
She  now  dejected,  now  deserted  lies. 
Without  a  lover,  and  without  a  friend! 
Another  fate  is  youthful  virtue's  share : 
Come  with  the  graces,  gentle  maid,  atong  ; 
Gome,  fairest  thou  among  the  young  and  fiUr^ 
To  lead  the 'dance,  or  join  the  virgins'  song. 
Come  Uaten  to  tbo  tale  that  youths  oomplaiiH 
To  thousand  vowi,  in  amoreoa  sighs-  tMrm^f 
Propitious  listen  to  the  raptuHd  straioi 
When^oheato  mi^ie  patsskiea  swell  the  bieait 

Too  long  exterior  chanlis  of  radiant  eyes. 
And  Mushing  cheeks,  the  captive  sense  control  j 
Thy  forms,  fhiir  harmony,  too  long  we  prize, 
.Forgettte  ftditr,  moit  faumoiuout  soaU 
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L0V1B0ND»S  POEMS. 


Too  Umg  the  loms  for  an  empty  fair 
At  heedless  ease  inglorious  arts  advance ; 
Enough  for  them  to  deck  the  flowing  hair. 
Or  flutter  gaudy  with  the  pride  of  Prance. 

From  worth  with  beauty  nobler  lessons  taught, 
Each  youth  that  languishes,  his  flame  shall  prove 
By  generous  action  or  heroic  thought. 
And  merit  fame  by  arts  that  merit  love. 
Shall  once  again  the  Grecian  lyre  be  strung, 
Restoring  Hymen's  mild  Arcadian  reign  ? 
Shall  patriot  eloquence  instmci  the  tongue. 
And  spoils  be  gathered  from'  the  martial  plain  > 
O  !  ftur  unlike  to  such  celestial  flame 
The  passion  kindled  from  impure  desires ; 
Fatal  to  friends,  to  ibrtune,  and  to  fame. 
The  momentary  flash  in  night  expires. 
Love's  lambent  fire  that  beams  from  virtue's  rays. 
Each  sordid  patsioo  as  it  bums,  refin'd. 
Still  bright  and  brighter  with  benignant  blaze 
Embraces  friends,  a  country,  humankind. 


A  DREAM. 

With  bridal  cake  beneath  her  bead. 

As  Jenny  prest  her  pillow. 
She  dreamt  that  lovers,  thick  as  hops. 

Hung  pendent  from  the  willow. 

Around  her  spectres  shook  their  chains. 

And  goblins  kept  their  station  ; 
TheypulPd,  theypinch'd  her,  till  she  swore 

To  spare  the  male  creation. 

Before  her  now  the  buck,  the  beau. 

The  squire,  the  captain  trips ; 
The  modest  sdz'd  her  hand  to  kiss. 

The  forward  seiz'd  her  lips. 

For  some  she  felt  her  bosom  pent. 

For  some  she  felt  it  smart ; 
t*o  all  she  gave  enchanting  smiles. 

To  one  she  gave  her  heart 

She  dreamt — (for  magic  charms  prevailed, 

And  fancy  playM  her  farce  on) 
That,  soft  reclin'd  in  elbow-chair. 

She  kist  a  sleeping  parson. 

She  dreamt— but,  O  rash  Muse !  forbear. 

Nor  virgins  dreams  pursue ; 
Yet  blest  above  the  gods  is  he 

Who  proves  such  visions  true. 


THE  MULBERRY  TREE. 
A  TALE. 

Foa  London's  rich  city,  two  SUflbrdshire  swains. 
Night  Johnson,  bight  Garrick,  forsaking  their 
plains,  [^  his  tomb 

ReacVd  Shakespeare's  own  Stratford,  where  flows 
An  Avon,  as  proudly  as  Tyber  by  Rome. 
Kow  Garrick,  (sweet  imp  too  of  Nature  was  he,) 
Would  climb  and  would  eat  from  his  mulberry- 
tree} 
Yet  as  Johnson,  less  frolic,  was  taller,  was  older. 
He  reach'd  the  first  boughs  by  the  help  of  his 
shoulder;  [weather. 

Where,  shelter'd  from  famine,  from  bailiffs,  and 
|k|ds,  critics,  and  phiyerssat  crowded  together 


AVho  devoured  in  their  reach,  all  the  fhitt  tfaef 

could  meet. 
The  good,  bad,  indifferent,  the  bitter  and  aweet^ 
But  Garrick  plimb'd  high  to  a  plentiful  crop, 
ITien,  Heavens !  what  vagaries  .he  play'd  on  the 
top!  [tight, 

HOW,  now  on  the  loose  twigs,  and  now  on  the 
He  stood  on  his  head,  and  then  bolted  upright! 
All  features,  all  shapes,  and  all  passions  he  tried; 
He  danc'd,  and  he  strutted,  he  laogh'd,  and  he 
cried,  [tide! 

He  presented  his  face,  and  heshow'd  his  back* 
The  noble,  the  vulgar,  flock'd  round  him  to  see 
What  feats  he  perform'd  in  the  mulberry-tree: 
He  repeated  the  pastime,  then  open'd  to  speak. 
But  Johnson  below  mutter'd  strophes  of  Greek, 
While  Garrick  proclaimM— such  a  plant  never 

grew. 
So  foster'd  by  sun-shine,  by  soQ,  and  by  dew. 
The   palm-trees  of  Delos,   PhcsDicia's    sweit 

grove. 
The  oaks  of  Dodona,  though  hallow'dby  Jove« 
With  all  that  antiquity  shows  to  surpass  us,       # 
Ckimpar'd  to  this  tree,  were  mere  shrubs  of  Par- 
nassus, [laid. 
Not  the  beeches  of  Mantua,  where  Tityrus  was 
Not  all  Valbmbrosa  produc'tj  such  a  shade, 
I'hat  the  myrtles  of  France,  like  the  birch  of 

the  schools. 
Were  fit  only  for  rods  to  whip  genius  to  rules  ; 
That  to  Stratford's  old  mulberry,  fairest  and 

best, 
The  cedars  of  Eden  must  bow  their  proud  crests 
Then  the  fruit — like  the  loaf  in  the  Tub's  plea- 
sant tale.  [ale— 
That  was  fish,  flesh,  and  custard,  good  claret,  and 
It  compris'd  every  flavour,  was  all,  and  was  each. 
Was  grape,  and  was  pine^apple,  nectarine  and 
peach;  [told. 
Nay,  be  swore,  and  his  audience  believM  what  he 
That  under  his  touch  it  grew  apples  of  gokL— ^ 
Now  he  paus'd!— then  recounted  its  virtues 
again —  [grain: 
'Twas  a  wood  for  all  use,  bottom,  top,  baik,  and 
It  would  saw  into  seats  for  an  audience  in  full  pits* 
Into  benches  for  judges,  episcopal  pulpits; 
Into  chairs  for  philosophers,  thrones  too  for  kings, 
Serve  the  highest  of  purposes,  lowest  of  things  ; 
Make  brooms  to  mount  witches,  make  May-poles 

for  May-days, 

And  boxes,  and  ink-stands,  for  wits  and  the  la« 

4ies. — 

His  speech  pleased  the  vulgar,  it  pleas'd  their 

superiors,  [rfo^ 

By  Johnson  stopt  short.— who  his  mighty  poete- 

Applied  to  the  trunk— like  a  Sampson,  hisfaaon. 

o.     ,    .  ^^^  [and  shook  branches! 

Shook  the  roots,  shook  the  summit,  shook  stem» 

All  wastremour  and  shock!— now  descended  in 

U7  *u^^  f^""®"  .  .  [Wighted  floweit  I 

Wither'd  leaves,  withered  limbs,  blighted  fndtd, 

1  he  firagments  drew  critics,  bards,  playere  along. 

Whoheldbyweak branches,  andletgothestrotfig; 

E'en  Garrick  had  dropt  with  a  bough  that  waa 

rotten. 
But  he  leapt  to  a  sound,  and  the  slip  was  fofw 
gotten. 
Now  the  plant's  close  recesses  lay  open  to  day. 
While  JiAnson  exchiim'd^  stalking  stately  away. 
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**Here*i  rabbisb  eoough^till  my  homeward  retain. 
For  children  to  gather,  old  women  to  bam ; 
Not  practi8*d  to  labour,  my  sides  are  too  sore. 
Till  another  fit  season,  to  shake  yoa  down  more. 
What  future  materials  for  pruning,  and  cropping, 
And  cleaning,  and  gleaning,  and  lopping,  and 

topping !  [tree, 

Yet  mistake  noe  not,  rabble !  this  tree's  a  good 
Does  honour,  dame  Nature,  to  Britain  and  thee; 
And  the  frnit  on  the  top, — ^takeits  merits  in  brief, 
Makes  a  noble  dessert^  where  the  dinner's  roast - 

beef!» 


TO  A  LADY. 

Ybs;  wedloek's  sweet  bands  were  too  blest,  in 
her  lover 

If  Tirtae  her  likeness  could  find. 
What  Plato  >  has  fabled,  could  Julia  recover 

Her  k>6t  other  half,  from  mankind. 

What  joy  to  receive  all  the  good  you  impart, 

Thy  cares  on  another  recline. 
Another's  fond  bosom,  and  feel  that  his  heart 

Beats  all  the  same  measures  with  thine  1 

The  features,  the  virtues  of  both,  in  your  imce. 

How  sweet  the  confusion,  enjoy ! 
Tetmoreof  thyself  in  the  daughter  still  trace. 

And  mors  of  thy  lord  in  the  boy. 

Snch  bliss  rirals  Heaven—yet  what  grief,  what 
disgrace. 

Were  riot's  low  follower  thy  lot,  [chase, 

Were  he  whose  loud  pleasures  are  wine  and  the 

All  love's  silent  pleasures  fbigot ! 

What  misery  to  hear,  witbont  daring  reply, 

All  folly,  all  insolence  speaks ; 
Still  calling  the  tear  of  reproach  to  thy  eye. 

The  flosh  of  disdain  to  thy  cheeks ! 

Would  soft  macaronies  have  judgment  to  prize. 
Whom  arts  and  whom  virtues  adorn. 

Who  learnt  every  virtue  and  art  to  despise. 
Where  Catos  and  Scipios  were  bom  ? 

Would  wealth's  drowsy  heir,  witltout  spait  of 
Heaven's  fire, 

Eoshrin'd  in  his  dulness  completely. 
Awake  to  the  charmer,  her  voice  and  her  lyre. 

Ah!  charm  they  though  ever  90  sweetly? 
Bat  what  with  the  gamester,  ah  I  what  were  thy 

What  fortune's  caprices  thy  share !  [fate. 
To  sleep  upon  down  under  canopied  states 

To  wake  on  the  straw  of  despair ! 

Hie  timid  firee-thinker,  that  only  defies 
Those  bolts  which  his  Maker  can  throw ; 

Woold  he,  when  blaspheming  the  Lord  of  the 
skies. 
Yet  reverence  his  image  below  ? 

Would  slaves  to  a  court,  or  to  focCion's  banditti, 

Thy  temperate  spirits  approve; 
So  proud  in  their  chains  of  the  court  and  the  dty. 

Disdaining  no  chains,  but  of  love } 

*  PlatoPs  fable  is,  that  man  and  woman  origi- 
pally  were  one  being,  divided  afterwards  by  Ju- 
piter  for  their  pnnishment ;  that  each  part,  in 
perpetual  search  of  the  other,  never  recovers 
hWhie»  till  their  rcQiiioD. 


0 1  mild  as  the  Zephyr,  like  Zephyr  that  throws 
Its  sweets  on  the  sweet-breathing  May; 

But  not  on  the  lap  of  cold  winter  bestows. 
What  winter  will  never  repay. 

So  tum  thee  from  folly's  cold  aspect,  ah !  tarn 

From  vice's  hard  bosom  away ; 
The  wise  and  the  virtuous  thy  sweets  will  return, 

As  warm  and  as  grateful  as  May. 


ON  A  FERY  FINE  LADY. 

Fins  B— —  observes  no  other  rules 
Than  those  the  coterie  prize ; 

She  thinks,  whilst  lords  continue  fook, 
'Tis  vulgar  to  be  wise : 

Thmks  rudeness  wit  in  noble  dames. 

Adultery,  love  politj^ ; 
That  ducal  stars  shoot  brighter  fiames 

Than  all  the  host  of  li^ht. 

Yet  sages  own  that  greatness  throws 
A  grace  on  Spencer's  charms ; 

On  Hagley's  verse,  on  Stanhope's  pros^ 
And  gilded  Marlborough's  arms. 

For  titles  here  their  rev'rence  ends. 

In  general  wisdom  thinks 
The  higher  grandeur's  scale  ascends. 

The  lower  Nature's  sinks. 


ON  AN  ASIATIC  LADY. 

O  Tou  who  sail  on  India's  wealthy  wave. 
Of  gems  and  gold  who  spoil  the  radiant  east| 

What  oceans,  say,  what  isles  of  fragrance  ga,y 
This  foirer  treasure  to  the  joyful  west? 

What  banks  of  Ganges,  and  what  balmy  skies 

Saw  the  first  infant  dawn  of  those  unclouded  eyes? 

By  easy  arts  while  Europe's  beauties  reign. 
Roll  the  blue  languish  of  their  humid  eye  ; 

Rule  willing  slaves,  who  court  and  kiss  the  chain, 
Self-vanquish'd,  helpless  to  resist  or  fly ; 

Less  yielding  souls  confess  this  eastern  &ir. 

And  lightning  melts  the  heart  that  milder  firas 
would  spare. 

Of  gods,  enamour'd  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Let  Grecian  story  teN — the  gifts  display 

That  deck'd  Cassandm,  and  each  honoured  nanM 
Lov'd  by  the  god,  who  guides  the  golden  day: 

See !  Asia  triumphs  ip  a  brighter  scene; 

A  nobler  Phoebus  woos  her  siunmer's  smiling 
queen. 

Sablimer  sense,  and  sprightlier  wit  to  please. 

That  Phosbas  gave ;  he  gave  the  voice  and  lyre. 
That  waible  sweeter  than  the  spicy  breeze. 

He  gave  what  charms  meridian  sons  inspire  ;    • 
What  precMHis  rays  finom  light's  pure  fountain 

stream. 
What  waim  the  diamond's  blase  and  mby'sfiam* 
ingbeaau 
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7X>  THE  SAME, 


OM   HEX  DBE88. 

Aa  envioos  robe !  to  frustrate  Heaven's  intent. 
Concealing  beauty  from  the  eye  of  day  ; 

Beauty  to  man  by  gnracious  Nature  sent 
To  cheer  the  wand'rer  on  his  lonesome  way. 

One  pow'r  who  wak'd  Aurora's  smiling  light 
Gave  skies  their  azure,  and  gave  vales  their 
green, 

Form'd  the  quick  sense  for  wonder  and  delight, 
Made  eyes  to  see,  and  Laura  to  .be  seen. 

Cors'd  be  th*  eclipse  that  plunges  mom  in  night, 
And  jeaJous  clouds  that  shade  the  landscape's 

On  envious  robes  severer  curses  light,  [scene  ; 
That  veil  the  beauties  of  my  summer's  queen ! 

Ah  Laura!  cruel  Laura {^ why  constrain. 
In  art's  £uitastic  drapery,  Nature's  ease  ? 

Why,  form'd  to  empire,*  empire's  arts  disdun  > 
Why,  bom  for  pleasure,  still  refuse  to  please  ? 

Nor  yet  these  folds  on  fulds,-  this  load  of  dress, 
JShall  bar  approaches  to  poetic  love; 

Ko — ^where  the  graces  sport  in  sweet  recess, 
'Tis  fancy,  bold  intruder's  joy  to  rove. 

Taney,  pursuing  where  my  Laura  flies. 

With  wanton  gales  furbidden  charms  reveals. 

Betrays  her  slumbers,  and  with  ea^er  eyes 
The  panting  breast,  devouring,  dreams  it  feels. 

Fancy  indulgent  to  her  votary's  prayer. 

Shows  where, sequester'd  from  the Fultry  beam, 

Tlie  limpid  wave  but  ill  conceal'd  the  fair. 
With  virgins  sporting  in  her  Ganges'  stream. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

j^H  Laura  !  while  graces  and  songs. 
While  smilefs,  winning  smiles  you  impart; 

Indulgence  but  nnrses  desire, 

1  sigh  for  that  treasure,  your  heart 

Yes,  take,  too  presumptuous,  shecries^ 

All  that  virtue  can  wish  to  receive ; 
Yes,  take  all  that  virtue  can  grant, 
•     A  heart  I  had  never  to  give. 

The  maid  of  the  north,  like  the  lake. 
That  sleeps  by  her  peaceable  cot. 

Too  languisliing  lives  but  for  one. 
Forgetting  the  world,  and  forgoL 

]^  boni  uhere  my  Ganges  expands, . 

To  no  partial  channels  confin'd, 
UnGx'd  to  no  object,  I  flow 

With  iunocent  smiles  on  mankind* 

Our  Asia's  bright  dames,  like  their  sun. 
Cheer  all  with  benevolent  reign, 

Coy  moons,  Europe's  daughters,  but  light- 
A  single  disconsolate  swain. 


Oy  READING  THE  FOREGOTI^a 
rERSES- 

BT   MISS  o— — — * 

Ah!  Dorimant,  victim  to  love. 

Too  fiitally  caught  in  his  wiles, 
Can  you  in  fair  Laura  approve 

Tliose  diffusive,  tbose  general  smiles  ? 

If  inconstancy  dwells  with  that  fire 
Which  the  Sun-beams  of  A«ia  imparl 

Can  a  daughter  of  Europe  deare 
To  change  with  your  Laura  a  heart? 

No ! — ^happier  the  temp'rate  mind, 
Which,  fix'd  to  one  object  alone. 

To  one  tender  passion  confm'd. 

Breathes  no  wishes,  no  sighs,  bnt  for  one.— 

Such  blj^  has  the  maid  of  the  plain, 

Tho'  secluded  she  lives  in  a  cot; 
Yet,  rich  in  the  love  of  her  swain. 

She's  contented,  and  blesses  her  lot— 

Ah' !  pay,  if  deserving  thy  heart. 

The  too  undistinguishing  (air. 
Who  to  thousands  'can  raptures  impart, 
«  And  the  raptures  of  thousands  can  share? 

Ah !  say,  does  she  merit  those  lays  ? 

Those  lays  which  trae  passion  define  ?'^ 
No — ^unworthy  the  fair  of  thy  praise. 

Who  can  listen  to  any  but  Uiine. 


REPLY  TO  MISS  G 

Sappho,  while  your  Muse  of  fire, 
Listening  to  the  vocal  spheres, 

Sits  and  tempers  to  her  lyre 
Airs  divine  for  mortal  eiars: 

Viewing  higher  orbs  that  glow. 

Ever  constant,  ever  tme. 
Still  she  dreams  to  find  below 

Perfect  forms^  aa  Heaven  and  yoit 
Blame  not  Asia's  feir,  who  glances 

Random  smiles  in  heedless  ease, 
ShiCts  at  will  her  wayward  fancies. 

Pleasing  all,  whom  all  can  please; 

BImm  her  Bot--Hio  envied  treoMnre 
Is  the  tender,  feeTrng  heart, 

Bosoms  qnick  to  keener  ptaasufe 
Beat  alas  I  as  qaidc  to  flmrt. 

Who  with  eyes  that  ever  langntsh» 
Still  to  deserts  sighs  alone  ?* 

Who  consumes  her  yoQth  tittaguisli 
— She  who  keepe  an  heart  for  one. 

Tender  fore  repaid  with  treaton. 
Fortune's  frowns,  parental  power* 

Blast  her  in  the  vernal  season, 
Bend  her,  nneupportad  flofwer.   v 

Happier  she,  with  pKant  nature 
Fleeting,  fickle  as  the  wind  ;, 

She,  whopfoviBgonestivHbr, 
Tums  to  meet  another  kind. 

Blame  heinot    #ith  Aaia^rowni 
What  can  Aaia^  foir  pwmef 

What  ?  but  lessons  tau^  by  lQii«v% 
Like  the  traitor,  treariwwwgtoib 
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Vby  shcNiM  laith,  obseqatouB  duty. 
Sooth  an  e«stern  tyrant's  acorn? 

Who  btit  rifles  joylew  beauty 
Steals  the  honey,  leaves  the  thorn. 

Sadness  sits  by  Ganges'  fenntains ; 

How  can  echo  cheer  the  vale  f 
What  repeat  from  fragrant  mountains  1 

What  but  grief  and  borrouc's  tale } 

What  but  sjirieks  of  wild  despair  ? 

What  bat  shouts  that  murder  sleep ) 
There  the  «trag^Ung,  feinting  fair  ; 

There— but  see  my  Sappho  weep  1 

Change  the  strain  1— this  moumfttl  measure 

Mdts,  oppresses  virtnoQS  hearts- 
Sappho,  wake  thy  lyre  of  pleasure ! 
Sing  of  Europe's  happier  acts ! 

Sing  of  all  the  mingled  blessing 
Reason,  tempering  passion,  knows  ; 

AH  the  transport  of  possessing 
Unplack'd  beauty's  willing  rose! 

fling  of  that  reftn'd  sensatkm 
Mutual  mislting  bosoms  prove, 

Souls  exchang'd,  sweet  emanation. 
Separate  being  lost  in  love ! 

Rapture's  tears,  voluptuous  stream ! 

Languor  stealing  sorrow's  sighs  I 
Siog  of  love— thyself  the  thene ! 

Singof  lov»-*^yself  the  prise ! 


soyG. 

Hano  my  lyre  upon  the  wiHow, 
Sigh  to  wiiids  thy  notes  fyriom; 

Or,  akxig  the  foamy  bilk)w 
Float  the  wrecking  tempest's  scorn. 

Sprightly  sounds  no  more  it  raises, 
Sueh  as  Laura's  smiles  approve; 

Laura  scorns  her  poet's  praises, 
Calls  his  artless  friendship  love: 

Calls  it  love,  that  spurning  duty, 
Spuraing  Nature's  chastest  ties. 

Mocks  thy  teirs,  dejected  beauty » 
Sports  with  fallen  virtue's  sighs. 

Call  it  love,  no  more  pro&ning 
Truth  with  dark  suspicbn's  wound  | 

Or,  my  fair,  the  term  retaining. 
Change  the  sense,  preserve  the  sound. 

Tes,  His  k)ve*^thatname  is  given, 

Angels,  to  your  purest  flames: 

Su^  a  Iflive  as  merits  Heaven, 

I's  divinest  image  < 


tAURjPS  ANSWER. 


Soon  be  iby  lyre  to  wmds  consign'dt 
Or  hurl'd  beneath  the  raging  deep, 

Fo^  while  such  strains  seduce  my  nund. 
How  shall  my  heart  its  purpose  keep? 

Thy  artful  lays,  which  artless  seem. 
With  too  much  fondness  I  approve  ; 

Ah  1  write  no  more  on  such  a  theme,  • 
Or  Laun's  frioidBhip— eads  in  love. 


TO  MISS  G- 


Ah  leave,  you  cry,  the  harp  unstrung. 
For  fortune  shifts  her  fickle  wind :  | 

Resume  thy  lyre,  on  willows  hung, 
To  siog  the  fair,  no  longer  kind. 

No— nearer  view  my  alter'd  state, 
For  fear  too  high,  for  hope  too  low  ; 

Beneath  the  victor's  joyful  fate, 
Yet  far  above  the  captive's  woe. 

The  charms  of  sense  no  more  beguile ; 

On  reason's  lap  L  lay  me  down : 
If  claiming  now  no  beauties'  smile. 

Appears  it  just  to  meet  their  frown  } 

Light  insects  they,  of  gaudy  hues. 

Admire  the  glare  of  youthful  day. 
Still  bathe  in  mom's,  not  evening's  dews. 

From  shades  of  autumn  fleet  away. 
Behold  their  train  of  captains,  beaux  I 

Disdain  my  breast,  disdain  to  sigh  \ 
To  these  tbe  foir,  the  rivals  those, 

The  son  of  Jove's  be  my  reply : 

"  Ah  why  desert  th'  Olytopic  games  ? 

Aspire  to  victory  !**  Philip  cries: 
«  I  come,"  young  Ammon  fierce  exclaims, 

.<<  If  kings  my  rivals,  thrones  the  prize." 
Yes,  letter'd  maid  1  my  soul  approve, 

Tbe  seat  no  more  of  vain  desires : 
Extinguish'd  there  the  flame  of  love, 

Extiugoish'd  there  ambition's  fires ! 

To  save  from  vice,  from  folly  save. 
What  aid  can  beauty,  power  afford? 

Unworthy  love  to  call  thee  sl^ve. 
Unworthy  crowds  to  call  thee  lord  ! 

Pure  reason,  yes ;  pure  truth — but  why. 

Ah  why  1  rebellious  heart  declare. 
With  flattering  pulse  and  stifled  sigh. 

That  other  tenanU  harbour  there  ? 
Go— tranquil  Hope,  by  turns  to  dwell. 

Expelling  reason  pleasure's  court, 
expelling  passion  wisdom's  cell: 

Oo— reason's,  passion's  mutual  sport. 

Vain  dreamer  \ — ^rather  both  revere. 
But  neither's  sole  dominion  own : 

When  Heaven,  assign'd  to  each  their  sphere. 
It  never  meant  excluding  one  t 

Excluding  which  ? — objections  wait 
On  vain  pretensbns  either  forms  ; 

Alike  to  life's  salubrious  state 
Ye  both  are  fatal — calms  and  storms. 


TO  LAURJ^ 

OH  H£R  aiCinriMO  a  MYSTBaiOUS  LlTTBa  flOM  A 
MBTHODiarrniVIKS. 

TRftdoctov wakes  early— half  drestin  his  cassoCr 

He  steals  from  his  consort  to  write ; 
She  sleeps— «nd  sweet  Ueavte  is  invok'd  froiK 

his  hassoc, 
'     To  lepgtlien  tbe  trance  of  her  night 
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Kow  he  writeg  to  tbe  fiur«  with  what  fervour  be 

Heaven's  glory  coDoem'd  in  her&me ;  [paints 
How  he  raves  upon  grace,  and  the  union  of 

Idolatry,  raptures,  and  flame  ?  [saints 

lEquivocal  priest,  lay  solemnity  by. 

Deceiver  thyself,  or  deceiv'd  ! 
When  you  kneel  to  the  idol  of  beauty,  and  sigh. 

Are  your  ardours  for  Heaven  believ'd  ? 

Vill  the  heart  that  is  kindled  from  passions 
Ascend  in  pure  spirit  above  ?  [bdow 

Ah  !  analyse  better,  as  blended  they  glow 
The  flames  of  religion  and  love. — 

Quit  the  teacher,  my  fair  one,  and  listen  to  me, 

A  doctor  less  grave  and  severe ! 
Who  eternity's  joys  for  the  virtuous  can  see 

Consistent  with  happiness  here. 

Still  reverence,  I  preach,  those endeariogrelations 

Of  daughter,  of  parent,  of  wife : 
Yet  (  blame  not  your  relish  for  slighter  seitsatioas 

That  sweeten  the  medicine  of  life. 

Know,the  virtue  it  cherishes  Heaven  will  rewaid. 
But  attend  to  no  blasphemous  tales. 

That  the  blaze  of  the  Deity  shines  uoimpair'd. 
Though  human  infirmity  fails. 

JLbow  your  God  as  he  is,  wise,  good,  beyond 
No  tyrant  in  horrours  array'd,         [measure, 

But  a  father,  who  smiles  on  the  innocent  pleasure 
Of  amiable  creatures  be  made  !— 

Still  please,  and  pursue  his  benevolent  ends. 
Still  enrapture  the  heart  and  the  ear ! 

I  can  swear  for  myself,  and  believe  for  my  friends, 
Our  morals  improve  as  we  hear. 

If  the  passions  are  wakenM  by  harmony's  charm, 
Their  breezes  waft  health  to  the  mind. 

What  our  reason  but  labours,  vain  toil !  to  disarm. 
By  virtue  and  song  are  refin*d. 

Ah  I  listen  to  me,  in  whose  natural  school 

Religion  leads  truth  by  the  hand !— • 
Who  regulates  faith  by  a  mystical  rule. 

But  builds  his  foundation  on  sand ! 


When  you  vary  yourtfaarms  with  your  pttchesr^ 

To  me  'tis  a  weightier  affair. 
Than  who  writes  the  northera  dispatches, 

Or  sits  in  the  president's  chair.  ^ 

When,  by  nature  and  hrt  fbrm'd  to  pfeasa^ 
You  sing,  and  you  talk,  and  you  laugh. 

Can  I  forfeit  such  raptures  as  these. 
To  dream  of  the  chamberlain's  staff? 

Secure  under  Branswiok  and  Heaven, 

I  trust  the  state  vessel  shall  ride : 
To  Bute  let  the  rudder  be  given. 

Or  Pitt  he  permitted  to  guide. 

At  Almack's,  when  the  turtle's  well  drert. 
Must  I  know  the  cook's  country,  or  starve  f 

And  when  George  gives  us  liberty's  feast. 
Not  taste  'till  Newcastle  shall  carve? 

Yet  think  not  that  wildly  I  range. 

With  no  sober  system  in  view ; 
My  notkms  are  fix*d,  though  they  change^ 

Applied  to  Great  Britain  and  yon. 

There,  I  reverence  our  bright  ooostitntioq. 

Not  heeding  what  calunmy  raves. 
Yet  wish  for  a  new  revolutioQ, 

Should  rulers  treat  suljeets  as  slavesL 

Here,  the  doctrine  of  boundless  dominion. 

Of  boundless  obedience  is  mine ; 
Ah  !  my  fitir,  tocare  schism  in  opinioo, 

C6nfess  non-resistance  is  thine. 


TO  LAURJ. 


PAUWELL  TO  THS  BOSI. 


By  the  winds  of  unreconcil'd  principles  driven. 
Still  fluctuates  the  methodist's  plan ; 

Now  he  wishes  you  chaste  for  the  glory  of  Heaven, 
— ^Now  frail — for  the  pleasure  of  man. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

OK  POLITICS. 

Fkom  moments  so  precious  to  life. 

All  politics,  lAora,  remove ; 
Kuby  lips  must  not  animate  strife. 

But  breathe  the  sweet  language  of  love. 

What  is  party  ?— a  zeal  without  science, 

A  bobble  of  popular  fame, 
In  nature  and  virtue's  defiance, 

Tis  reason  cnslav'd  to  a  name. 

>Tiit  the  language  of  madness,  or  foshion. 
Where  knaves  only  guess  what  they  mean ; 

'Tis  a  clonk  to  conceal  private  passion, 
To  indulge,  with  applause,  private  spleen. 

Can  I,  plsc'd  by  my  Laura,  inquire, 

If  poisun  or  claret  put  out 
Our  CbuuhiU's  satirical  fire, 

If  Wilkts  lives  wall  ears  or  without  ?  - 


Go  rose-^  gaudy  gardens  wilt  thou  bloon. 

Far  from  the  silent  vale  of  peace  and  love  ? 
On  fluttering  insects  lavish  waste  perfume. 

Or  deck  the  fickle  wroath  that  fbily  wove  I 
And  yet  the  fragrance  of  thy  eveniag  hour. 

Ambrosial  odours,  yet  to  me  refuse  ? 
To  me,  who  pay  thy  sweets,  ungratefol  flower  ! 

With  rich  returns  of  inoentfe  from  the  Muse  ?-— i 
Who  but  the  Muse  transplants  thee,  short-liv'd 

From  mortal  regions  to  celestial  seats  ?  [rose  f 
By  memory's  fountain,  where  thy  budsdisdosa 

Eternal  beanties,  with  eternal  sweets. 


SONG  7X)  •  ♦  •  ♦. 


What  !  bid  me  seek  another  fotr 

In  untry'd  paths  of  female  wiles  } 
And  posies  weave  of  other  hair. 

And  bask  secure  in  other  smiles  ? 
Thy  friendly  stars  ne  longer  prise. 
And  light  my  course  by  other  eyes  ? 
Ah  no !  my  dying  lips  shall  ckee, 

Unaltei'dlove,asfoithprofessn«;    , 
Nor  praising  him  who  life  bestows. 

Forget  who  makes  that  gift  a  bleasmg. 
My  last  address  to  Heav'n  is  due; 
The  last  but  one  is  all— 4o  you* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADy...ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT.     365 


OH  MBV  BIINO  DtPRIVFD,  TROM  COSTOM  AND 
AILICACr,  OF  BNJOriNO  SOCIAL  FRIBND- 
•  ■IP  WITB    THE   FAIR   SEX. 

Had  soft  Aspas'iR^s  sex  been  maiif 

What  friendship's  hoi)'  chains 
Hail  link'd  our  beings,  fortune's  plan. 

Our  pleasures  and  our  pains  ? 

Alike  our  ruder,  milder  sports, 

Oor  studies  too  the  same, 
Companions  both  in  shades  and  conriSy 

In  paths  of  love  or  fame. 

By  briifht  collision,  patriot  beams 

Had  flushed  from  soul  to  soul. 
And  war  had  seen,  in  union's  streamSy 

Our  tide  of  glory  roll. 

There  fate,  that  strikes  the  noblest  breast. 

Had  surely rererenc'd  thine; 
The  thirsty  lance  I  then  had  blest 

For  only  wounding  mine. 
But  ah  !  my  swee<(er  downy  hours. 

Had  I  been  ciiang*d.  not  you  ; 
What  tranquil  joys,  if  kinder  powers 

Had  made  me  woman  too  ! 

Made  each  the  other*s  softer  care. 

One  table  then  had  fed. 
One  chamber  lodg'd  the  faithful  pair, 

Ah  do  not  blush ! — one  bed. 


Both  sitting  at  one  busy  loom 

In  nature's  vernal  bow'r, 
Had  rivallM  oatuve's  vernal  bloom. 

Creating  both  one  flow'r. 
Both  screened  from  sammer's  sultry  view. 

In  shades  by  haunted  stream. 
Had  own' J  the  moral  vision  true 

That  youtbftil  poets  dream. 

Sweet  wisdom,  conch'd  in  mystic  rhyme, 

Yet  bending  o*er  the  brook. 
Had  gathered  morals  more  sublime 

From  great  creation's  book ; 

And  felt  our  mixing  souls  refine 

In  purer  wisdom's  ray, 
The  being  virtue's  friend  and  thine 

Had  cleared  oar  mists  away. 

My  morning  incense,  ev'ning  pray'r. 

With  thine,  had  soar'd  above. 
With  thine  ascending  sweeter  there 

On  wings  of  song  and  love. 
Tain  dreams  !  Ibr  custom's  laws,  combin'd 

With  virtue's  stem  decree, 
Pivide  the  beings  natur^join'd. 

Divide  my  fair  from  me. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LABT, 

lAlirriKO  AT  IJIB  KBWS    OF  HBR  FBIBNO'S  MIS- 
FOXTUNBS. 

Ah  !  maid  too  genUe,  while  thy  tears  deplore 
The  virtuous  exile  on  a  foreign  shore. 
Thy  pulse  forgets  to  beat,  thy  cheek  to  glow, 
Dimthc,brighteye,ftK*d  monument  of  woe. 


l/jst  every  function,  vanish'd  every  sense : 
Is  this  thy  lot,  divine  benevolence? 
Approach  no  more,  such  bitter  anguish,  i 
So  soft  a  bosom  ;  flow  alone  the  tear. 
That  dew  of  Heaven,  O  maid  !  to  Heaven  allied, 
Thy  great  Redeemer  shed  for  man  and  died, 
(^ood  angels  mourn  creation's  glories  lost. 
And  mourning  please,  resemble  him  the  most ; 
Flow  then  thy  tear,  ordain'd  by  Heaven's  decree. 
For  bliss  to  others,  sweeter  bliss  to  thee  ! 
With  pity's  pangs  her  dear  sensations  fetA. ; 
The  shaft  that  wounds  thee,  drops  a  balm  to  heaL 
Thy  soul  expandmg,  like  a  vernal  flowet*, 
ShaU  glow  the  brighter  in  afOiction's  shower 
For  every  tear  to  suff  ring  virtue  given. 
Itself  approving,  and  approved  by  Heaven. 
Weep  then, but  weep  another's  fate  alone  ; 
Let  smiles  be  still  attendant  on  thy  own. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

How  blest  is  he  whom  nature's  gentle  hand 
Has  snatch'd  from  human  life  and  human  woes, 
Ev'n  in  his  childish  days,  ere  yet  he  knew 
Or  sin,  or  pain,  or  youthful  passion's  force  I 
In  earth's  soft  lap,  beneath  the  ftowery  turf. 
His  peaceful  ashes  sleep;  to  Heaven  ascends 
Th'  unspotted  soul,  declar'd  by  voice  divine 
A  guest  well  pleasing— Then  no  longer  moum«   * 
Thou  drooping  parent,  nor  bewail  him  lost— 
In  life's  first  bloom,  when  infant  reason  dawn'd^ 
And  the  young  mind,  unfolding  every  power, 
Gave  promise  fair  of  manhood,  transport  fiU'd 
The  mother's  bowim,  pondering  every  word 
And  action  there.     She  now  lamenting  loud 
Deplores  him,  from  her  vain  embraces  torn 
By  unrelenting  fate,  and  fierce  disease ; 
Like  eastern  storms  that  blast  the  open'mg  year. 


TO  MISS  N 3f, 

WRITTBII   AT  SHIGHTBBLMSTON. 

LotbltN m !  rise,  and  see 

Modest  mom  resemble  thee  I 

Ocean  smiles  with  your  repose. 

Come  to  seas,  where  Venus  rose  I 

Bathing,  Dr.  Pool  observes. 

Braces  all  the  optic  nerves. 

<'  Heavens,"  she  cries,  "  what  idle  whim  ! 

YouthfU  eyes  are  seldom  dim  $ 

Mine  can  mark  the  distant  sail. 

Or  lowing  herds  in  Sussex'  vale; 

Scarce  a  spire  or  cottage  smoke. 

Or  ctood  embracing  mountain  oak  ; 

An  object  scarce  of  land  or  sea 

Rises  unperceiv'd  by  me." 

True— but  eyes  that  distant  roam* 

Frequent  fail  for  scenes  at  home. 

Let  example  make  me  clearer, 

I'lace  yourself  at  ShergoW's  mirror  I 

Every  mild  reflected  grace. 

That  angel  form,  that  angel  face, 

A  world  of  wonders  all  can  view, 

Euvyonly  blind  and— you. 
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WKITIEM  AT  •BfOHTHtLUVTOVB. 

Ifo,  gentle  ladies ! — be  on  BHgbton'i  flood, 
Wbo  decked  with  N— — 'fi  name  ft  fteble  uge  ; 

For  yoQ,  the  guardians  dftheiblr  and  good. 
Has  armM  no  Utter  stingtf  of  Satan's  rage. 

Co  impious  necks  the  Muse  of  yengeanoe  treads, 
For  shameless  folly  dtps  ber  shifts  in  gall ; 

WVitei  droping  odours  on  your  Tirtoous  heads, 
The  dews  of  praise^  a  praciotts  ointment,  fall. 

Your  IT^— — m's  mind  in  erery  viKue  grew, 
In  every  grace,  beneath  yoar  sweet  control ; 

In  genuine  lustre  were  preserved  by  yon 
Her  pdfafti'd  form,  reflecting  all  the  sonl. 

Her  candid  smiles,  unconscious  of  their  worth, 
Her  Mush  of  naCme  without  other  dye ! 

You  tauf^t  her  oaodest  eyes  to  love  the  Earth, 
Or  soar  in  flammg  rapture  to  the  sky. 

Her,  the  best  gm«f  Hetv«li,  tegtMSooslbve 
Permitted  to  your  guidance— come  and  siNife 

The  joy  of  Tirtnous  soids,  wbow  toils  tfoprovo 
The  talents  trofCod  to  tfaefr  MitAU  tan\  . 

Come,  faithlul  servants— bear  a  voice  proclaim 
Your  hymn  of  triumph— ^is  no  song  of  mine; 

*T»  Heaven  that  calls  yon  to  part«ke  your  fame 
\tith  God  the  giver,  and  this  gift  divine. 


rERSES 


WUF^TB^  At  BftfOn  1  BimMlM. 

HsaB  Cbafks  lay  aheltaed,  firom  this  desert 
shore  [i^o^; 

Hekmdi'd  the  bark,  and  brav>d  the  tempest's 
He  trusted  here  the  bith  of  simple  swains. 
And  ocean,  fiiendlicr  than  the  Worcester  plains  *. 
No  beanteons  forms,  as  now  adom'd  it  then. 
The  downs  were  palhlOMi  without  haunt  of  men. 
One  shepherd  wander*d  oi^  the  knely  hill. 
One  village>maid  escpfor'dHlhedisCKnt  rfll. 
But  mark  the  glittering  soe^  succeeding  thcM^ 
See  peopled  all  the  shores,  and  healing  seas  ^ 
Yet,  friend  to  Britain,  flows  alike  the  wave 
With  India's  treasures,  and  defrauds  the  grave. 
Had  fate  now  placM  him  on  this  fairy  land. 
The  thoughtless  Charies  had  linger'd  on  the 

strand. 
Nor  danger  chili'd,  nor  high  ambition  fir'd 
That  wanton  bosom,  by  the  kyves  inspir'd  : 
His  languid  saib  the  monarch  here  had  f  uri'd. 
Had  gain'd  a  N n's  smile,  and  kMt  the  world. 

•  TO  MISS  G    '  ^-. 


FRiMi  JffticMitLiMriMb 

Cofit,  Stella,  let  us  dUnb  the  heights 

Where  purer  qihrits  low. 
And  upward  point  our  mental  Ilif h(a^ 

And  mock  the  tetnes  below* 

*  Matthew  xxV. 

•Charles  the  Ud.  aft^r  Che  battle  of  Wdrott- 
ter,  escaped  to  France  in  a  fishing-boat,  from 
Brigfathelmstone. 


And  turn  no  more  the  giddy  rounds 

Of  pleasure's  wanton  cbace^ 
But  range  beyond  material  bomi^Sv 

Eternity,  and  space  !— 

Come,  read  in  ocean's  ample  pagc^ 

Explain  the  cause  that  guides. 
That  bridles  now,  and  now  to  rage 

Precipitate  the  tides. 

In  fdory  see  the  planets  roll. 
Their  laws,  their  measure,  scan, 

Kor  there  confin'd,  expiorathe  soul,  ^ 
And  liberty,  and  man  I 

On  soaring  pinions  let  us  shoot, 

like  him,  the  bird  of  J6ve  I 
— «  MHiat  waste,"  she  cries,  **  m  sodi  pmilt. 

An  age  of  life  and  love ! 

**  With  eagle  flight  and  eagle  view 

Let  Newton  sdl  the  sky  1 
But  what  am  I  ?  or  what  are  you. 

Philosopher  ?— «  fly: 

^  Vain  msect !  now  aloft  he  springs 

To  drink  the  liquid  light. 
And  quenches  now  his  flaggmg  wings 

In  angry  seas  and  night. 

'<  Ah  fool!  toouit  his  reptile  state 

Amid  fresh  dfews  attd  flowen ! 
Be  bis  the  justly  purcha^d  &te. 

The  sbber  lesson  our*. 

«  From  clouds  descending,  let  us  try 

What  humbler  r^gwns  give! 
Let  others  soar  to  fiOl  and  ^ ! 

Tb  oun  to  dl«ep,  and  live.* 


ANSWER  1X>  THE  FORECOIMC 
rERSES. 


No  more  let  science  tenpt^ „ 

Beyond  the  bouud|  prncrib^  to  morttl 

No  more  advent'rous  mount  the  lofty  skiesb 
And  daring,  penetrate  the  realms  of  light. 

With  humble  mind  go  tnnt  thy  Mahei^  hmd 
In  every  siillltigndlcy,  fertile  plain; 

Adora  his  bountv  in  the  odtiirM  land, 
Revera  his  wMom  in  the  stormy  main! 

Nor  thoughtless  view  Ite  vast 
Whose  cotiiA 


Ferae, 
ivcn  dc 


Wboili  rushing  tide,  control'dby  Hea^ 
Forbean  to  violate  the  flow'iy  plains. 

Nor  yet  confine  to  aii»^tll5r  lHtti*riaftfiiM 
While  splendid  geilos  th«  fhcfe  or  HBUv^ti  adfliq; 

Nor  heedless  view  the  radiant  lampe  of  night. 
Nor  heedless  vidw  the  Siliititat  gilds  the  mon: 

But  turn  with  praise  to  Him  who  reigns  above. 
Supreme  o^er  works    IhU   spMk  ahnight^ 

power; 
O !  tura  a  grateful  bosom  breathing  Ufi^ 
And  learn  the  noblest  lesson— to  adora. 
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ON  THE  DRjiTH  OF  A  YOUNG 
GENTLEMAN. 

Go,  moorafbl  spirit,  wing  thy  dreary  way. 
Leave  a  lov'd  mansioiiy  leave  the  cheerful  day ; 
A  naked  wanderer  on  the  winter's  wind. 
Ah  leave,  reloctant,  youth  and  strength  behind ! 
Not  long  a  wanderer,  to  tliat  happier  shore 
Be  Heaven  thy  guide,  where  mouniiog*  is  no 
In  purer  mansions,  in  a  form  divine,       [more  I 
Imaortal  youth,  immortal  joy,  be  thine  1 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  FOUNTAIN. 

Oyou,  who  mark  what  flowrets  gay, 
What  gales,  what  odours  breathing  near^ 

What  sheltering  shades  from  summer's  niy 
Allure  my  spring  to  linger  here : 

Yet  see  me  quit  this  margin  green, 
Yet  see  me  deaf  to  pleasure's  cal]» 

Explore  the  thirsty  haunts  of  men» 
Yet  see  my  bounty  flow  for  all. 

O  lean  of  me— no  partial  rill. 
No  slumbering  selfish  pool  be  yon; 

But  social  laws  alike  fulfil ; 
O  flow  for  all  creation  too ! 


OM  TBI   COMTKRTINO   THK  LATB  MB*    WOO^- 
niSOH's      UOUtI,     AT     KINGSTON,     INTO     A 

rooB-Borssj   Avn   cutting    down  tbb 

OBBAT   WALK  OP   BIOB    TBKB8  BBI|0BB    IT. 

Wbbbb  the  broad  path-way  fronts  yon  ancient 

seat. 
Approach  not,  stranger,  with  unhallow'd  feet, 
Nir  mock  the  spot,  unshelter'd  now,  and  bare ! 
The  groTO't  old  honours  rose  majestic  there: 
It's  giant  arms  extending  to  defend 
Thy  reverend  temples,  man*s  and  virtue's  friend ! 
Secure  thy  walk  that  nnpiere'd  gloom  along, 
Ko storm  approached  to  silence  Homer's  song; 
No  beam  to  wound  thy  Heav'n-directcd  eye  : 
llie  world's  near  tumult  swept  unheeded  by. 
Now,  kiw  as  thine,  these  towering  heads  are  laid, 
No  more  embower  the  mansion  in  tlieir  shade, 
Time-hononr'd  pile !  that  owning  thee  its  lord. 
Saw  ancient  manners,  ancient  faith,  rettor'd  i 
In  renovated  youth  beheld  again 
Saturnian  days,  the  good  Eliza's  reign. 
With  thee  too  sheltering  many  an  angel  guest, 
Por  what,  but  Heaven,  serener  than  thy  breast?— 


Blest  nwnsion  then,""  simplicity's  abode. 
Where  smiling  Innocence  look'd  up  to  Ood, 
Where  nature'^  genuine  gracescharm'd  the  heart « 
Or  nature,  polirii'd  but  by  classic  art.    [beams. 
There  fancy,   wann'd    with  brightest,  chastest 
The  saint's  high  rapture,  and  the  poet's  dreams^ 
While  virtue  left,  delighting  there  to  dwell, 
Th^jpensive  mountain,  and  the  hermit's  cell.— 
There  the  good  teacher  held  by  turns  to  youth 
The  blaze  of  flction  and  pure  light  of  truth. 
Who,  less  by  precept  than  example  fii'd, 
Glow'd  as  he  taught,  inspiring  and  mspir'd. 

Nor  think,  gay  revellere,  this  awfiil  roof 
Echoed  no  sounds  but  wisdom's  harsh  reproof; 
The  social  board,  attendant  mirth,  was  there* 
The  »mile  unconscious  of  to  morrow's  care» 
With  every  tranquil  joy  of  wedded  life. 
The  gracious  childreo,  and  the  faithral  wifie. 
In  duice,  in  song,  in  harmless  sports  approved. 
There  j'outh  has  frolick'd,  there  soft  maids  haw 

lov'd. 
There  one,  distinguisb'd  one— 4iot  sweeter  blows 
In  simpler  ornament  attir'd,  the  rose. 
Hie  rose  she  cull'd  to  deck  the  nuptial  bower. 
Herself  as  fair — a  transitory  flower.— 
Thus  a  short  hour^— and  woods   and  turrets 

fall; 
The  good,  the  great,  tlie  beauteous,  perish  all. 
Another  age  a  gayer  race  supplies,    . 
Less  awful  groves,  and  gaudier  villas  rise. 
See  wisdom's  place  usurp'd  by  follsr's  sdtas. 
And  soorners  sit  on  virtue's  vacant  thrones. 
See  neighbouring  Combe's  old  genius  quit  its 

bowers,  [towers; 

Not  Warwick's  *  name    preserved   his  gothio 
Nor  distant  see  new  royal  domes*  deride 
What  half  remains  of  Wolsey's  ancient  pride ! 
While  yet  this  humbler  pile  survives  to  prove 
A  manskm  worthy  of  its  master's  love: 
Like  him,  still  welcomes  to  its  liberal  door 
Whom  ii\pst  he  honour'd,  honouring  moat  the 

poor; 
Like  him,  the  lisph^g  infant's  blessing  shares. 
And  age's  gratitude  in  silent  prayers.-— 
While  such  partake  the  couch,  the  flrugml  fotst. 
No  regal  chambers  boast  an  equal  guest ; 
For,  gracious  Maker,  by  thy  own  decree. 
Receiving  merey  is  receiving  Thee  I— 

>  Combe-Neville,  near  Kingston,  built  by  the 
king-making  earl  of  Warwick. 

*  rhe  new  apartmenu  at  Hampton  Court, 
raised  on  the  ruins  of  part  of  W^olsey's  palace. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  WALTER  HARTE, 

.  BY  MR.  CH4LMERS. 


ThS  Mlowiog  ^eMMotyipfonnatioiiy  pMhaps  impropvif  oollad  a  life,  19  jtevkoi 
fwiacipallf  from  tlie  notn  4Mi  ifr.  NidioUi'«  coUccdonof  poeiM,  laiigoisiiiid  by 
^mAom  no#oes  in  4iieCveiitleBaii*8  Mapsine,  die  aiitIior!8  vorks,  'and  Ae  vritfa^igt 
tif  his  ooBCam^iaviai.  Hit  laaMing  and  paraonal  worib,  natthnriof  wMah  bav^ 
«a8r  Imcb  called  in  ^eaion,  would  bave  pMMOiad  him  a  more  paatwular  naixm- 
aiae^ifkbadbeanpouiUetanoavartliemquisitB  matenab. 

His  father  the  Mm.  Walter  flaate  mas  leUaw  <£  Pamhaofce  .College,  Oz^ 
Ceri,  ynbsndaiy  ^  WaieB^  lOaoon  «f  Bdflol,  and  vicar  ef  >St.  Majy  Magda. 
lea,  Taunton,  .SaaMrsrtihiae,  iUhsing  ia  take  «he  oadisafiter  that  ^araintian 
whidiplaaedA  mev  iu/Mj  .an  Ae  Ahrone,  he  aaliBqQished  nllliit  prefennents^^in 
44101,  «Qd«etirad  to  Kaatburjiin  iBnrkiBghamshjae,  where  he  died  Februaiy  041^ 
4^80,  aged  eigbty^e.  Bbsoninfimns  os,  4hat  when  judge  Jefieiies  camera 
lEannton  airfiiBsin  <he  year  lOSSftoieKecnte  his  oommissioQ  npon  'the4infoptanato 
yewens  conoenMd  in  lionmooto^ «ebellian,  Mr^flarte,  then  ainisieV  «f  St.  Maiy 
•fagdakn'ai  waited  «i  >him  hi  ^rimOe,  andxemanstfjatadmnoh  against  his  sererities. 
The.  judge  listened  to  him  calmlj,  and  with  some  attendon,  and,  though  he  had 
imaer  Been  WmMbre,  adfaaosd  him  in  nJew  months  to  a  piebeudai  stall  ia  the 
clhiisal  ehuMifi  of  fiststol*  ^  I  ihai«fat,"  says  Jlr.  Warton,  who  has  introdncei 
Msatorgr  hs  Mi  nates  on  Pope,  <(  the  raider  mi^Jiot4islike  to  hear  thu  anec. 
4oteaf  Jeiecies,4he4»nlf  oneaotian  of  his  life  Oat  I  believe  does  him  aoj  credit.^ 

Old  Mr.  Haria^was  ao  mnch  respected  for  bis  piet  j  and  learning,  that  the  pre. 
tees  KiMer,  Hooper,  and  Wynne,  who  snocesiively  filled  the  see  of  Bath  and 
WeHs,  canlrived'tlwt  be  should  saoeive  the  psofite  of  his  prebend  -of  Wells  as  loof 
«lte  Jivad':  and  iMr.  fiinon  0aMo  lirt,  afterwa  the  oalebrated  lord  obancellor^ 
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offered  him  a  bishopric  in  queen  Anne's  time,  which  he  declined  with  graceful 
acknowledgements.  According  to  his  son's  account,  he  was  a  most  laborious 
student,  employing  ten  or  twelfe  hours  a  day,  without  any  interruption,  but  that 
of  casual  sickness,  for  fifty  years  successively.  His  principal  business  was  in  re- 
ferring  every  difficult  part  of  scripture  to  those  particular  passages  in  the  fathers, 
and  eminent  modern  divines,  who  had  explained  them  expressly  or  occasionally* 

The  time  of  our  poet's  birth  has  not  been  settled,  A  writer  in  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine  fixes  it  about  the  year  1707,  but  an  earlier  date  will  correspond  better 
with  circumstances.  If  he  was  born  in  1707,  his  lines  to  lady  Hertford  must  have 
been  written  at  eleven,  which  is  highly  improbable;  yet  there  is  some  difficulty  in 
adjusting  the  date  of  this  poem.  In  Lintot's  edition,  it  is  subscribed  September 
30,  1725,  but  Francis,  the  late  marquis  of  Hertford,  was  born  in  1719,  a  year 
after  his  father's  marriage,  and  when  Mr.  Harte^  according  to  the  above  account, 
could  have  been  only  eleven  years  of  age.  We  have  his  own  authority  that  all 
the  poems  published  in  this  volume  were  written  when  he  was  nnder  nineteen, 
consequently  the  date  of  1735  must  be  an  errour,  especially  if  CoUins's  account  of 
ihc  Hertfort  iamUy  be  correct.  But  here,  too,  there  is  something  that  requires  ex- 
planation, for  the  title  of  Beauchamp  was  not  conferred  on  the  family  for  many 
years  after  the  j^ublication  of  these  poems. 

He  received  his  education  at  Marlborough  school,  under  the  rev.  Mr.  Hildrop, 
to  whom  he  dedicates  the  few  divine  poems  in  the  volume  published  in  1727.  At 
what  time  he  went  to  Oxford  does  not  appear,  but  he  took  his  master's  degree 
June  SO,  1720,  according  to  the  last  edition  of  the  graduates  of  that  nnirersity, 
a  clear  proof  that  he  must  have  been  bom  long  before  1707.  With  Pope  he 
acquired  an  early  intimacy,  and  shared  rather  mor^  of  his  friendship  than  that 
poet  was  wont  to  bestow  on  his  brethren.  Pope  encouraged  his  poetical  enthu* 
siasm,  and  inserted  many  lines  in  his  poems,  and  Harte  repaid  the  instructions 
of  so  distinguished  a  preceptor,  by  compliments  introduced  not  without  elegance  and 
propriety  in  his  Essays  on  Painting  and  on  Satire,  and  elsewhere. 

In  1727,  he  published  the  volume  of  poems,  already  mentioned,  dedicated  to  the 
gallant  and  eccentric  earl  of  Peterborough  who  was,  as  the  author  acknowledges, 
the  first  ^^  who  took  notice  of  him."  This  volume  was  ushered  in  by  a  very  nu» 
merons  list  of  subscribers,  among  whom  is  the  name  of  Alexander  Pope,  for  four 
copies.  An  edition  of  these  poems  may  be  sometimes  picked  up,  dated  1739,  and 
printed  for  John  Cecil,  instead  of  Barnard  Lintot  the  original  publisher.  As  the 
same  list  of  subscribers  is  repeated,  it  is  probable  that  these  were  the  remaining 
copies  bought  at  Lintot's  sale,  (who  died  in  17^}  and  were  at  this-  time  published 
with  a  new  title  page. 

In  1730  he  published  his  Essay  on  Satire,8vo.  and  in  1735,  the  Essay  on  Reason, 
'  folio,  to  which  Pope  contributed  very  considerably,  although  no  part  of  hia  share 
can  be  exactly  ascertained,  except  the  first  two  lines.  He  afterwards  published 
two  sermons,  the  one  entitled  the  Union  and  Harmony  of  Reason,  Morality,  and 
revealed  lleligion,  preached  at  St.  Mary's  Oxford,  February  27,  1730—7,  which 
excited  so  much  admiration,  or  curiosity,  as  to  pass  through  five  editions.  The 
other  was  a  fast  sermon,  preached  at  the  same  place,  January  9,  1739 — 40. 
He  was  afterwards  vice-principal  of  St  Mary  Hall,  and  held  in  so  much  reputa* 
tion  as  a  tutor,  that  lord  Lyttclton,  who  iras  one  of  his  earliest  friends^  recom^ 
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toenfled  bim  to  the  earl  of  Chetterfield,  as  a  private  and  travelling  preceptor  to  hit 
natural  son.  With  this  yonng  man,  to  whom  his  lordship  addressed  those  letters 
ifhich  have  so  much  injured  his  reputation,  Mn  Harte  travelled  from  the  year 
1746  to  1750.  Lord  Chesterfield  is  s^d  to  have  procured  for  him  a  canonry  at 
Windsor,  in  1751,  <<  with  much  difficulty"  arising  from  his  college  connections, 
St.  Mary  Hall,  of  which  Dr.  King  was  principal,  being  at  that  time  noted  for 
jacobitism. 

In  1759,  he  published  his  history  of  Gustavus  Adolphus,  2  vols.  4to.  a  workoa 
irbich  he  had  bestowed  much  labour,  and  in  which  he  has  accumulated  very  valu- 
able materials.  An  edition  was  soon  published  in  German  by  George  Henry 
Martini,  with  a  preface,  notes,and  corrections,  from  the  pen  of  the  translator  John 
Gotlieb  Bohme,  Saxon  historiographer,  and  professor  of  histoty  in  the  umversitj 
of  Leipzic.  The  success,  however,  at  home,  was  far  inferior  to  his  hopes,  yet  suf- 
ficient to  encourage  him  to  publish  an  octavo  edition  in  1763,  corrected  and  im« 
proved.  At  this  time  he  resided  at  Bath,  dejected  and  dispirited  between  real 
and  imaginary  distempers.  In  November  1766,  a  paralytic  stroke  deprived  him 
of  the  use  of  his  right  leg,  affected  his  speech,  -and  in  some  degree  his  head.  He 
employed,  however,  bis  intervals  of  health,  in  preparing  the  Amaranth  for  the 
press,  which  was  published  in  1767.  In  the  following  year,  he  had  entirely  lost 
the  nse  of  his  left  side,  and  he  langnished  in  this  melancholy  condition  till  March 
1774,  when  he  breathed  his  last,  having  just  outlived  the  publication  of  the  celo. 
brated  letters  addressed  to  his  pupil  Mr.  Stanhope,  but  which  it  is  hoped  he  did 
Botsee.  At  the  time  of  his  death  he  was  vicar  of  St.  Austel  and  St.  Blazy  ia 
Cornwall. 

Frequent  mention  of  his  character  and  writings  occurs  in  Chesterfield's  letters. 

*<  Next  week  Harte  will  send  you  his  Gustavus  Adolphus  (March  30, 1^69,)  in 
two  quartos :  it  will  contain  many  new  particulars  of  the  life  of  that  real  hero,  as 
lie  bad  abundant  and  authentic  materials  which  have  never  yet  appeared,  it  will, 
upon  the  whole,  be  a  very  curious  and  valuable  history  :  though,  between  you  and 
me,  I  could  have  wished  that  be  had  been  more  correct  and  elegant  in  his  style. 
You  will  find  it  dedicated  to  one  of  your  acquaintance,  who  was  forced  (o  prune 
the  luxuriant  praises  bestowed  upon  him,  and  yet  has  left  enough  of  all  conscience 
to  satisfy  a  reasonable  man.  Harte  has  been  very  much  out  of  order,  these  last 
three  or  four  months,  but  is  not  the  less  intent  upon  sowing  his  lucerne,  of  which 
be  bad  six  crops  last  year,  to  his  infinite  joy,  and,  as  he  says,  profit." 

April  16,  1759.  *^  1  am  very  aorry  to  tell  you,  that  Harte's  Gustavus  Adol. 
pbus  doesnoMidieat  all,and  c6nseqnently  sells  very  little:  it  is  certainly  informing, 
and  full  of  good  matter  :  but  it  Is  as  certain  too,  that  the  style  is  execrable  :  where 
the  d-*-— Ihe  picked  it  np,  I  cannot  conceive,  for  it  is  a  bad  style,  of  a  new  and 
nngnlar  kind :  it  is  full  of  Latintsms,  Gallicisms,  Germanisms,  and  all  ism$  but 
Anglicisms :  in  some  places  pompons,  in  others  vulgar  and  low." 

November  97, 1762. ''  Harte  is  going  to  publish  a  new  edition  of  his  Gustavus, 
in  octavo  :  which,  he  tells  me  he  has  altered,  and  which,  i  could  tell  him,  he 
ehould  translate  into  English,  or  It  will  not  sell  better  than  the  former." 

December  18,  1763.  «<  Harte  has  a  great  poetical  work  to  publish,  before  U 
lMlon|( :  he  has  shown  me  some  parts  of  it;  he  had  entitled  it  Emblems :  but  I 
pecsoadedhim  to  alter  that  name  for  tiro  reasons :  the  first  was,  because  tliey  were 
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not  embksliM,  but  fables:  the  secood  was,  that,  if  they  had  been  emblems,  Qaail« 
liad  degraded  and  Tilified  that  name  to  such  a  degree,  that  it  is  impossible  to  mak^ 
vse  of  it  after  him :  so  they  are  to  be  caHed  iables,  though  moral  tales  would^  in 
my  miikl,  be  the  properest  name  ;  if  you  ask  roe  what  I  think  of  those  I  hair 
seen,  1  must  say  that  iuniplura  bonm :  qumdam  mediocriaj  et  qwedam.^^^^ 

September  3,  1764.  ^'  I  have  reoeired  a  book  for  you,  and  one  for  myself 
from  Harte.  It  is  upon  agriculture,  and  will  surprise  you,  as  1  confess  it  did  me. 
This  work  is  oot  only  English,  but  good  and  elegant  En^ish :  he  has  eren  scattered 
graces  upon  his  subject :  and  in  prose,  has  come  very  near  Virgil's  Georglcs  ia 
verse,  1  hare  written  to  him,  to  congratulate  his  happy  transformation/' 

November  28,  1765.  ^<  Poor  Harte  is  very  ill,  and  condemned  to  the  HotweU 
at  Bristol*  He  is  a  better  poet  than  a  philoeophor :  for  all  this  illness  and  meIao# 
choly  proceeds  originally  from  the  ill  success  of  his  Gustavus  Addphus*  HiOis 
frown  extremely  devout,  which  I  am  very  glad  of,  becaoee  that  is  always  a  eon» 
fort  to  the afOicted." 

July  %  1767.  <<  Poor  Harte  is  in  a  most  miserable  condtfioa :  he  has  laatosi 
aide  of  himself,  and  in  a  great  measure  his  speech :  notwithatanding  which,  he  if 
going  to  publish  his  DMne  Poems^  as  he  calls  them.  I  am  sorry  for  it,  as  he  had 
not  time  to  correct  them,  before  this  stroke,  nor  abilities  to  do  it  sinea.''-^ 

In  these  opinions  there  is  some  truth  and  some  flippancy.  His  lofdship,how«?m!^ 
must  hare  entertained  a  very  high  opinion  of  Mr.  Bante's  karaing  and  tmt^iily^ 
when  he  cendded  to  him  the  early  and  most  ini^nestoig  yeacs  ofihataaa  an  whom 
all  his  hopes  were  fixed ;  yet  Dr.  Maty  ei|mesws  his  wond^v,  that  he  thonM 
not  have  chosen  a  tutor  who  understood  a  little  better  the  external  dflcoi^ 
tions  which  his  lordship  priaed  so  highly.  ^<  Haste/'  says  Dr.  Maty,  ^<had  none 
of  the   amiable  connecting  qvidifications,  wWoh  the  ^arl  wished  in  his  son." 

^^It  was  impossible  Im  should  aucdeed  in  fiaishing  the  polish  of  his  education  in 
the  manner  lord  Chesterfield  w^ed :  and  It  is  a  matter  of  astonishment  that  the 
.earl  should  not  have  perceived  how  maoh  tte  tntw^n  example  must  have  defeated 
his  preci^ts.  The  tiuree  princqml  articles  he  reoammended  to  his  son,  were  his 
appearance,  his  elocution  and  his  style.  Mr.  Qaote,  long  accustomed  toae<dleie 
life,  was  too  awkward  both  in  his  person  mkl  address  to  be  able  to  familuuriBe-the 
graces  with  bis  yonng  pupil.  An  unhappy  impodhnent  in  his  speech,  j<NMd  to 
his  total  want  of  ear,  rendered  him  equally  «nfit  to  percmve  as  to  cornBcrtaaf 
defects  of  pronounciation,  a  careful  attention  to  wihioh  was  so  stronglf  necoaa* 
mended  in  all  lord  Chesterfield's  lettore,  as  ahsdntely  necessary  for  an  orator;" 

All  this,  however,  lord  Chesterfield  knew,  aad  yet  tqipiwntfd  Mr.  fiarte^  i^ 
pears  to  have  been  perfectly  satisfied  mMk  his  conduct,  and  treated  him  witt|praat 
kindtiess,  and  condescencUag  familiarity  as  Jong  as  ha  tiffed.  Dr.  Maly  saiipisiD 
ItaTeforgot  (hat  Harte  left  his  pupil  before  his  tocdship  had  jbiUy  devetopad  that 
abominable  plan  of  hypocrisy  aad  profligacy  whicl^  eotwJithstMidiQg  Ikto  bi^gs^ 
phers'  softenings,  has  irreoaveraUy  disgraced  his  memory ;  and  as  it  is  acknow« 
kdged  that  Mr.  Stanhopedid  not  practise  the ayatem  which  hisfatfaer  so.eh^^% 
and  artfully  recommended,  let  na  hope  that  he  was  jpnserred  by  the  better  Ibma. 
Nation  Mr.  Harte  had  laid. 

His  life  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  was  «  veiy  untortnnate  pablicaliosi.  Be  hai 
learning,  industry,  and  the  spirit  of  xeseaich :  and  he  had  aoquisad  Acoasideodila 
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^^ree  of  pdttteil  and  military  knowledge.  Ha  bad  besides  acoess  to  Ihe  Qost 
valoable  materials,  and  his  work  may  be  ooasidered  m  in  many  respects  original. 
But  either  tkrov^  aiectalioo,  or  by  means  of  some  desultory  oeorse  of  reading 
la  erery  langaage  bat  bis  own,  he  was  led  to  adopt  a  style  peculiarly  harsh  and 
pedantic,  and  often  uninteiiigible  by  the  irregalar  coastraction  of  bb  sentences,  by 
new  words  of  his  own  coinage,  or  by  old  words  used  in  a  new  sense*  The 
wonder  is,  tbat  in  all  thhi  be  fancied  hunself  <<  writing  in  a  style  less  laboured 
and  ornamental  than  is  usually  exhibited  by  the  flnent  writers  of  the  present  age." 
George  Hawkins,  his  bookseller,  we  are  told,  sometimes  objected  to  his  uncouth 
words  or  phrased,  while  the  work  was  in  the  press,  but  Harte  refused  to  change 
them,  and  used  to  add  with  a  complaisant  sneer,  <<  George,  that's  what  we  call 
writing!"  It  b,  such  writing,  however,  as  we  do  not  find  in  his  sermons  printed 
in  1737,  and  1740,  far  less  in  his  Essays  on  Husbandry,  which  ought  to  have 
been  mentioned  as  printed  in  I7i4,  And  which,  with  very  few  exceptions,  are 
distinguished  for  perspicuity  of  style^  and  for  more  elegance  than  that  subject  la 
generally  supposed  to  admit. 

The  life  of  Gustavus  probably  employed  many  of  his  years,  at  least  the 
plan  must  have  occupied  his  mind  for  a  very  considerable  time  before  he  b^an 
to  collect  his  materials.  The  undertaking  was  suggested  to  him  by  lord  Peter- 
borough,  with  whom  he  could*  have  had  no  communication,  except  previously  to 
the  year  1734,  when  his  lordship's  growing  infirmities  deprived  him  of  the  plea* 
snres  of  society,  and  in  the  following  year  of  life.  When  travelling  with  Mr.  Stan- 
bope,  our  author  procured  access  to  various  sources  of  information,  and  dwelt  so 
long  on  his  subject  with  a  fond  regard,  that  when  he  found  how  coolly  his  work 
was  received  by  the  world,  and  how  harshly  by  the  critics,  he  became  uneasy, 
fretful,  and  according  to  lord  Chesterfield,  seriously  ill  with  disappointment 
Dr.  Johnson  was  of  opinion,  that  the  defects  of  hb  hbtory  proceeded  not  from 
imbecility,  but  from  foppery :  and  it  b  certain  that  the  critics,  while  they  pointed 
out  the  defects  in  hb  style,  paid  due  encomiums  on  the  merit  of  the  hbtory  in 
other  respects. 

According  to  Boswell,  Dr.  Johnson  said,  <^  he  was  excesaively  vain.  He  put 
aopies  of  hb  book  in  manuscript  into  the  hands  of  lord  Chesterfield  and  lord 
Granrille,  that  they  might  revise  it  Now  how  absurd  was  it  to  suppose  that 
two  such  noblemen  would  revise  so  b^  a  manuscript.  Poor  man !  he  left  Loo. 
don  the  day  of  the  publication  of  hb  book,  that  he  might  be  out  of  the  way.  of 
the  great  praise  he  was  to  receive :  and  he  was  ashamed  to  return,  when  he  found 
bow  ill  hb  book  had  succeeded.  It  was  unlucky  in  coming  out  the  same  day 
with  Robertson's  Hbtory  of  Scotland.'*— 

Not  the  same  day',  for  Robertson's  Hbtory  was  published  a  month  sooner,  but 
HnrncCs  House  of  Tudor  came  out  the  same  week ;  and  after  perusing  these,  poor 
KHtePs  style  could  not  certainly  be  endured.  It  was  not,  however,  so  veiy  ah. 
tnrd  to  submit  his  manuscript  to  lord  Chesterfiekl  or  lord  Granville,  if  they  per. 
niitted  him,  and  the  former  certainly  did  peruse  it,  althoi^h  he  might  tldnk  it 
too  generafly  contaminated  for  a  few  friendly  hints  or  corrections. 

With  Pope^  Harte  appears  to  have  been  on  very  intimate  terms,  and  we  find 
V$  encomiastic  Una  among  the  testhnonies  of  authors  prefixed  to  (he  Dnndad. 
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He  had  even  attained  so  much  character  both  as  a  poet  aod  a  philosopher,  that 
the  Essay  on  Man  was  at  first  attributed  to  him*  It  maj  not  be  impertinent  t» 
introduce  here  an  anecdote,  related  hj  Dr.  Wartop,  who  was  very  intimate  with 
Harto.  Pope  told  Mr.  Ilarte,  that  in  oidcr  to  disguise  his  being  the  author  of 
the  Second  Epistle  of  the  Essay  on  Mao,  he  made^  in  the  first  edition,  the  foU 
lowing  bad  rhjrme  ; 

A  cheat !  a  whore !  that  starts  not  at  the  name. 
In  all  the  hms  of  coort,  or  Dntry-Lane. 

<^  And  Harte  remembered  to  hate  often  heard  it  urged,  in  inquiries  about  the 
author,  whilst  he  was  unknown,  that  it  was  impossible  it  could  be  Pope's,  oa 
account  of  this  very  passage.''—  Warton,  it  may  be  added,  always  spoke  with 
respect  of  Harte's  abilities. 

From  every  evidence,  he  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  extensive  learning,  and 
acquainted  not  only  with  the  best  authors  of  his  time,  but  with  the  classics,  the 
fathers  of  the  church,  and  other  eminent  writers  of  antiquity,  which  Dr.  Maty, 
rather  inconsiderately,  calls  ^^  Gothic  erudition.^'  It  is  true  that  he  often  dis- 
covers that  kind  of  reading  which  b  seldom  read,  but  the  illustrations  he  has  ap- 
pended to  the  poems  in  the  Amaranth  from  the  fathers,  8cc.  are  generally  apt  and 
judicious.  Towards  the  close  of  life,  he  cheered  his  painful  and  solitary  hours  by 
devotional  reading. 

He  died  unmarried,  and  at  one  time  seems  to  have  considered  the  married  state 
as  unfavourable  to  the  exertions  of  genius.  In  his  Essay  on  Painting,  he  very 
ungallantly  recommends  that  the  artist  should  be 

*'  Untouch*d  by  cares,  uocumber'd  with  a  wife." 

Notwithstanding  the  unfortunate  reception  of  his  history,  he  projected  ana* 
tber  undertaking  of  the  same  kind.  This  wc  learn  from  the  concluding  passage  of 
his  Gustavus :  in  which  he  says  his  intention  was  to  carry  the  history  of  Germany 
down  to  the  peace  of  Munster,  but  that  he  was  deterred  by  the  magnitude  of  the 
undertaking.  Ho  adds,  however,  in  a  note,  that  he  had  completed  the  history  of 
the  thirty  years  nar,  from  the  breaking  out  of  the  troubles  in  Bohemia  in  1618 
to  the  death  of  Gustavus  in  1632.  These  papers,  with  whatever  else  he  left,  ara 
supposed  to  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  his  servant  Edward  Dore,  who  after- 
wards kept  an  inn  in  Bath.  Dore  and  his  family  are  no  more,  and  the  ipanu* 
scripts  are  probably  irrecoTcrably  lost.  We  have  his  own  authority  also,  that  ha 
intended  to  have  written  a  criticism  on  the  poetry  of  Dryden,  which  he  seems  to 
have  appreciated  with  just  taste.  The  Advertisement  to  Religious  Melancholy, 
from  which  this  information  is  taken,  is  inserted  almost  entire,  by  Dr.  Warton  ia 
his  edition  of  Pope,  as  the  result  of  a  conference  between  Pope  and  Uarte. 

II arte 's  poems  in  general  are  entitled  to  considerable  praise,  although  it  may 
probably  be  thought  that  he  was  a  better  critic  thaa  a  poet,  and  exhibited  more 
taste  than  genius.  His  attachment  to  Pope  led  him  to  an  imitation  of  that  writer'a 
manner,  particularly  in  the  Essay  on  Reason  and  that  on  Satire,  which  are  now 
added  to  his  other  wdrks.  His  Essay  on  Reason  has  been  somewhere  called  a 
fine  philosophical  poem.  It  might  with  more  propriety  b«  called  a  fine  Chrbtiaa 
poem,  as  it  has  more  of  religion  than  philosophy,  and  might  have  been  aptly  enti« 
tied  An  Essay  on  Revelation.  The  Essay  on  Satire  has  some  elegant  passages, 
but  is  desultory,  and  appears  to  have  be^n  written  as  a  compliment  to  the  Don* 
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tiad  of  Pope,  wliose  optnions  he  followed  as  far  as  thej  respected  the  merits  of 
the  doDces  whom  Pope  libelled. 

For  hb  Essay  on  Painting,  he  pleads  that  it  was  written  at  intenrals,  upoa 
such  remarks  as  casually  occurred  in  his  reading,  and  is  therefore  deficient  in  con- 
Dection.  He  adds  that  he  had  finished  the  whole  before  he  saw  Da  Fresnoy, 
which  may  readily  be  belicTed*  He  discoTers,  however,  a  very  correct  notion  of 
An  art  which  was  not  at  that  time  much  studied  in  this  country,  and  has  laid 
down  many  precepts  which,  if  insufficient  to  form  a  good  painter,  will  at  least 
prcTent  his  falling  into  gross  improprieties.  So  much  knowledge  of  the  art,  and 
acquaintance  with  the  works  of  the  most  eminent  painters, ,  argues  a  taste  sur- 
prising at  his  early  age.  He  had  some  turn  for  drawing,  and  made  several 
sketches  when  abroad,  which  were  afterwards  engraved  as  head  pieces  for  the 
poems  in  the  Amaranth.  In  this  Essay,  he  delights  in  images,  which  although  in 
general  pleasing  and  just,  are  perhaps  too  frequently,  and  as  it  were  periodically 
introduced.  With  all  his  admiration  of  Pope,  he  was  not  less  attached  to  Drydea 
as  a  model,  and  if  he  has  less  harmony  than  Pope,  has  at  the  same  time  less 
monotony. 

His  transUtions  are  faithful  and  not  inelegant.  His  acquaintance  with  the  elas- 
tics was  very  intimate,  and  he  has  decorated  bis  Essays  on  Husbandry  with  a 
profusion  of  apt  illustrations. 

The  Soliloquy  occasioned  by  the  chirping  of  a  Grasshopper  is  tender  and 
plajrfnl,  but  his  other  small  pieces  are  not  entitled  to  particular  notice. 

The  Amaranth  was  written,  as  he  informs  us  ^^  for  his  private  consolation  under 
a  lingering  and  dangerous  state  of  health.'*  There  is  something  so  amiable,  and 
we  may  add  so  heroic  in  this,  that  it  is  impossible  not  to  make  every  allowance 
for  defects  ;  bnt  this  collection  of  poems  does  not  upon  the  whole  stand  so  much 
In  need  of  indulgence  as  may  be  expected.  Some  of  them  were  sketched  when  he 
was  abroad,  and  now  were  revised  and  prepared,  but  others  may  perhaps  be  the 
eflusions  of  a  man  in  sickness  and  pain.  Yet  there  arc  more  animated  passages  of 
geniune  poetry  scattered  over  this  volume  than  we  find  in  his  former  works. 

The  whole  of  the  Amaranth  is  of  the  serious  cast,  such  as  became  the  situa- 
tion of  the  author.  We  have,  indeed,  heard  of  authors  who  have  sported  with 
unnsnal  glee  in  their  moments  of  debility  and  decay,  and  seemed  resolved  to  meet 
death  with  an  air  of  good  humour  and  levity*  Such  a  state  of  mind,  where  it  does 
leally  occur,  and  is  not  affectation,  is  rather  to  be  wondered  at^  than  envied. 
It  Is  not  the  feeling  of  a  rational,  and  an  immortal  creature. 

In  these  poems  he  adopts  various  measures,  accordipg  to  his  subject.  The 
transition  from  the  ode  to  the  heroic,  in  the  Ascetic,  he  justifies  by  the  example 
of  Cowley,  and  from  tiie  nature  of  the  precepts,  which  are  most  suitable  to  the 
solemnity  of  heroic  verse.  The  Ode  to  Contentment  has  many  splendid  passages 
and  the  recurrence  of  <<  All,  all  from  Thee,  &c."  is  particularly  graceful.  The  ex- 
clamation of  <^  Bless  me/'  is,  however,  a  puerility  unworthy  of  the  general  strain 
of  this  poem. 

In  the  Vision  of  Death,  he  professes  to  Imitate  Dryden  by  the  introduction  of 
more  triplets  and  alexandrines  than  *<  he  might  otherwise  have  done."  But  if  by 
this  he  avoids  the  perpetual  restraint  of  the  couplet,  there  is  too  much  of  visible 
artifice  in  the  method  he  takes  to  relieve  himself.  This,  however,  is  one  of  the  most 
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inge»ioiis  fables  of  which  iminortalii  j  is  the  subject ;  tiie  figiue  aad  habitatioii  of 
Death,  are  poetically  conceived  and  expressed^  and  the  address  ef  Death  is  energe* 
tic  and  striking. 

The  Courtier  and  Prince  is  one  of  the  most  instmdiTe  and  interesting  tables 
in  our  luDgoage.    Its  length  will  perhaps  be  objected|  but  not  by  those  who  at- 
tend to  ih^  many  scattered  beauties  of  sentiment  aad  imagioalion,  and  whatever 
opinion  may  be  entertained  on  the  merit  of  this  and  his  other  poeiB3|  it  ought  not  ' 
to  be  forgot  that  iu  all  he  prefers  no  higher  daims  thaa 
•^TiMunuHbof  vene^  andviieeof  IVatfe^ 
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POEMS 


OF 


WALTER  HARTE; 


to  nU  aiOMT  HOIIOURASLB 

CHARLES  EARL  OP  PETERBOROW  AND 
MONMOUTH. 

Myloi4, 

1  fhncttkt  pablie  will  be  much  rarprised, 
wfaen  I  iay  your  loidaliip  wu  tbe  first  pciton 
who  im  pteMed  to  take  doCioq  of  me.  How 
little  I  dwerve  «>miicb  pertiality,  Ileevetbe 
wnorid  to  JndKe.  Yet  thin  nroeh  I  can  effirm ; 
I  oaly  wish  that  these  fioeiiM  may  lire  to  poste- 
ffHy,  tobeamemorial  of  flie  giatitodtiBtber  than 
thrgwliis 

Qfl  your  ktdihipft 
Aoathumlile,  moifceUigad, 

t  datilU  seiraiit, 

W.  HAavm. 


ADVeRTBEMBICr. 

It  will  ha  neoanary  toiofiMrm  thd  reader,  that 
the  author  was  under  niiiateeii  when  all  these 
^foeoM  isere  writtflu. 

lei^  hsve  to  say  a  word  or  two  of  my  Es- 
aay  on  Pamtinf.  Ats  perfonnanoe  is  by  no 
neaiiseonraotia  all  itsparta;  Ihadneither 
health,  leitore,iMor  abilitMS  equal  to  my  de- 
li^ >Twas  written  at  mtorfala,  upon  auch 
remuti  aa  casually  oocunred  in  my  reading. 
Ofooafsenoenetconnaiian  mnstbeeKptet^ 
«d:  thD«gh  Imlglit  allege,  that  Hocaee  asas 
flilMIe  in  his  Art  of  Poetry.  Ihadfinisbed 
the  whole,  before  ereri  sawDu  Fcasnoy 
Mi 


AN  ESSAY  ON  PAINTING. 

TO  THB  RIGHT  HONOURABLB  THOMAS  BAAL  OP 
rSMBBOKB. 


£ira£AN  dw  («y^^- 

Plutarch,  de  audiend.  Poet* 


•Poema 


Est  picture  loqueos,  mutum  pictura  poema. 


Whatbtbb  yet  in  poetry  held  true. 

If  duly  weigh'd  holds  just  in  painting  too : 

Alike  to  profit,  and  delight  they  tend ; 

The  means  may  Tary,  hut  the  same  their  end* 

Alike  from  Heaven,  congenial  first  they  came, 

The  same  their  labours,  and  their  praise  the 


Alike  by  turns  they  touch  the  conscious  heart. 
And  each  on  each  reflects  tbe  ligfau  of  art 

Yon  nobler  youths  who  listen  to  my  bys. 
And  scorn  by  vulgar  arts  to  merit  praise  : 
Look  cautious  round,  your  genius  nicely  know, 
Aud  mark  how  fiir  its  utmost  stretch  will  go  ^ 
Pride,  envy,  hatred,  labour  to  conceal* 
And  sullen  prejudice,  and  party-zeal ; 
Approve,  examine,  and  then  last  believe—— 
For  friends  mislead,  and  critics  still  deceive. 
Who  takes  his  censure,  or  hi^  praise  on  trust, 
la  kind,  *tis  true,  but  never  can  be  just 

But  whsra'a  the  man  with  gea*roas  leal  in- 
ipur'd. 
Dear  in  each  age,  in  ev*ry  ait  admir'd  ? 
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Blest  with  a  genius  strong,  *  bat  nnoonfin'd, 
A  spritely  wit,  with  sober  judgment  join 'd, 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  patient  mind  ; 
il  vig'rous  fancy,  such  as  youth  requires, 
And  health,  and  ease,  and  undisturb'd  desires. 
Who  spares  no  pains  his  own  defects  to  know. 
Who  not  forgives,  but  ev*n  admires  a  foe ; 
By  manners  swayM,  which  stealing  on  the  heart. 
Charm  more  through  ease,  and  happiness,  than 

art. 
Stich  Titian  was,  by  nature  formed  to  please, 
Bliist  in  his  fortunes,  bom  to  live  at  ease  l 
Who  felt  the  poet*s,  or  the  painter's  fire. 
Now  dippM  the  pencil,  and  now  tun'd  the  lyre : 
Of  gentlest  manners  in  a  court  refinM, 
A  friend  to  all,  belov'd  of  all  mankind; 
The  Muse's  glory,  as  a  monarch's  care,  * 
Dear  to  the  gay,  the  witty,  and  the  fair ! 

But  ah  !  how  long  wiU  nature  ask  to  give 
A  soul  like  his,  and  bid  a  wdbder  live } 
Rnr^y  a  Titian,  or  a  Pope  appears. 
The  forming  glorv  of  a  thousand  years ! 

A  proper  taste  we  all  derive  from  Heav*n, 
WouM  all  but  bless,  and  manapce  what  is  gtv'n. 
Some  secret  impulse  moves  in  cv'ry  heart. 
And  nature's  pleas'd  witli  gentle  strokes  of  art ; 
Most  souls,  'tis  true,  this  blessing  faintly  charms; 
A  distant  /lame,  that  rather  shines,  than  warms : 
Like  rays,   through  wintry  streams   reflected, 

falls 
Its  dubious  light,  in  glimm'ring  intervals. 

Like  Maro  (iret  with  trembling  hand  design 
Some  humble  work,  and  study  line  by  line: 
A  Roman  urn,  a  grove  encircled  bow'r, 
The  blushing  cherry,  or  the  bending  flow'r. 
P^iinful,  and  slow  to  noble  arts  we  rise, 
And  long  long  labours  wait  the  glorious  prize ; 
Yet  by  degrees  yonr  steadier  hand  shall  give 
A  bolder  graoe,  and  bid  each  olgect  live. 
So  in  the  depths  of  some  sequester'd  vale, 
The  weary  peasant's  heart  b^ios  to  fail : 
Slowly  he  mounts  the  huge  high  cliff  with  pain. 
And  prays  in  thought  be  might  return  again : 
*V'ti\  opening  all  at  once  beneath  his  eyes. 
The  verdant  trees,  and  glittering  turrets  rise : 
He  springs,  he  triumphs,  and  like  light'ning  flies. 
Ev'n  Raphael's  self  from  rude  essays  began. 
And  sbadow'd  with  a  coal  his  shapeless  man. 
Time  was,  when  Pope  for  rhymes  would  knit  his 

brow. 
And  write  as  tasteless  lines — as  I  do  now. 
,   'Tis  hard  a  sprightly  fancy  to  command. 
And  give  k  respite  to  the  lab'ring  hand ; 
Hard  as  our  eager  passions  to  restrain. 
When  priests,  and  self-denial  plead  in  vain : 
When  pleasures  tempt,  and  inclinations  draw. 
When  vice  is  nature,  and  our  will  the  law. 
As  vain  we  strive  each  trivial  fault  to  hide. 
That  shows  but  little  judgment,  and  more  pride. 
Like  spme  nice  prude,  offensive  to  the  sight. 
Exactness  gives  at  best  a  cold  delight;  > 

I  Sit  vir  talis,  qualis  ver^  sapiens  appcUari 
possit,  nee  moribus  modo  perfectus,  sed  etiam 
fcienti^,  &  omni  facultatc  dicendi,  qualis  for- 
tasne  adbuc  nemo  fuerit.    Quintllian. 

-  <  Titian  was  created  count  Palatine  by  Chailes 
V.  and  most  intimately  aoquauted  with  ArkMto, 
Aretine,  &c. 

<  Odiofa  cura  est— Optima  enim  sont  manme 


Each  pamftil  stroke  diiigasts  the  lively  miodi 
For  art  is  lost,  when  overmudi  refin'd. 
So  nice  reformers  their  own  faith  betray. 
And  school-diyines  distinguish  sense  away. 
To  err  is  mortal,  do  whatever  we  enip 
Some  faulty  trifles  wiO  oonfiass  the  man. 
Dim  spots  suffuse  the  lamp  that  gilds  the  sky. 
If  nicely  trac'd  through  Galileo's  eye. 
^^Hsest  are  they,  who  each  mad  whim  repress. 
And  shun  gross  errours,  by  comautting  less. 
Stil!  let  due  decencies  preserve  3roar  iSune, 
Nor  must  the  pencil  speak  the  master's  shame* 
Each  nobler  soul  in  ev'ry  age  was  giv'n 
To  bless  mankind,  for  arts  descend  from  Heav'o* 
Gods !  shall  we  then  their  pioos  use  profane, 
T  oblige  the  young,  the  noble,  or  the  vain! 
Whoever  meditates  some  great  design. 
Where  strength  and  nature  dawn  at  ev*ry  Ihie, 
Where  art  and  fancy  full  perfection  give. 
And  each  bold  figure  glows,  and  seems  lo  live: 
Where  lights  and  shades  in  sweet  disunkm  play, 
Rise  by  degrees,  or  by  degrees  decay ; 
Far  let  him  shun  the  busy  noise  of  life, 
Untouch'd  by  cares,  uncumber'd  with  a  wifet» 
Bear  him,  ye  Muses  1 '  to  sequester'd  woods^ 
To  bow'ry  grottoes,  and  to  silver  floods^  I  [reign. 
Where  Peace,  and  Friendship  hold  their  gentle 
And  Love  unarm'd  sits  smiling  on  the  plain. 
Where  Nature's  beauties  variously  unite. 
And  in  a  landscape  open  on  the  sight 
Where  Contemplation  lifts  her  silent  eye. 
And  lost  in  vision  travels  o'er  the  sky. 
Soft  as  his  ease  the  whisp'riug  Zephyrs  blow. 
Calm  as  his  thoughts  the  gentle  waters  flow : 
Hush'd  are  his  cares,  extinct  are  Cupid's  fires^ 
And  restless  hopes,  and  impotent  desires. 

But  Nature  *  first  must  he  your  dailing  care ;; 
Unerring  Nature,  without  labour  fair. 
Art  from  this  source  derives  her  true  designs. 
And  sober  judgment  cautiously  refines. 
No  look,  no  posture  must  mishap'd  appear: 
Bold  be  the  work,  but  boldly  regular. 
When  mercy  pleads,  let  scftness  melt  the  eyes; 
When  anger  storms,  the  swelling  muscles  rise. 
A  soft  emotion  breathes  in  simple  love. 
The  heart  just  seems  to  beat,  the  eye  to  move. 
Gently,  ah!  gently.  Languor  seems  to  die. 
Now  drops  a  tear,  and  now  steals  out  a  sigh. 
Let  awful  Jove  his  lifted  thunders  wield; 
Place  azure  Neptune  in  the  watry  field. 
Round  smiling  Venus  draw  the  faithless  boy. 
Surmise,  vain  hopes,  and^hort^enduring  joy. 
But  should  you  dress  a  nymph  in  monstrous  rufi^ 
Or  saintly  nun  profane  with  modish  snuff: 
Each  fool  will  cry,  O  horridly  amiss ! 
The  painters  mad,  mend  that,  and  alter  this. 

Fit)m  Heav'n  descending,  beauteous  Nature 
came. 
One  clear  perfection,  one  eternal  flame, 

accerslta,  &  simplicihus  ab  ips4  veritatepio- 
fectis  similia.  Quintil.  Lib.  8.  Cap.  3.  in  Proem. 

^Aptissima  sunt  in  hoc  nemora,  sylvaeque; 
qu6dilla  ooeli  libertas,  locorumque;  amaenitas 
sublimem  animum,  &  beatiorem  spiritumparent. 
Quintllian. 

s  Videantnr  omnia  ex  Naturii  rerum  homi- 
numque  fluere— Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  est ;  sine 
quo»  csBtera  nuda,  jejunga,  infiima,  iogntiu 
QuiotiL  lib,  6.  cap.  2. 
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WlMMe  lovely  ligbts  on  er'ry  t>bjeot  fall 
By  doe  degrees,  yel  still  distinguish  all. 
Yet  as  the  best  of  hiortals  are  sometimes 
Not  quite  ^cempt  from  folly  or  from  crimes ; 
There  are,  who  think  that  nature  is  not  free 
From  some  few  symptoms  of  deformity. 
Heooe  springs  a  doubt,    if   painters  may  be 
To  err,  who  copy  nature  in  a  foult,        [thought 
Led  by  some  servile  rule,  whose  pow'r  prevaifs 
On  imitatioii,  when  lb'  eiample  hils* 
Foets,  and  painters  here  employ  your  skill ; 
Be  this  the  doctrine  of  your  good  and  ill, 
Boough  to  pose  tbe  critics  of  a  nation, 
Nice  as  the  rules,  of  Puritan- salvation. 

Yet  if  the  seeds  of  art  we  nicely  trace  ^; 
There  dawns  a  heav'nly,  alUinspirini?  grace, 
Ko  tongue  expresses  it,  no  rule  contains; 
rrbe  i^lorious  cause  unseen)  th'  effect  remains : 
Fram'd  in  the  brain,  it  flows  with  easy  art. 
Steals  on  the  sense,  and  wins  the  yielding  heart, 
A  pleasing  vigour  mixt  with  boldness  charms. 
And  ham>ineM  completes  what  passion  warms. 

Nor  is  it  thought  a  trifle,  toexpi&ts 
The  various  shapes,  and  foldings  of  the  dress  7, 
'W'tth  graceful  ease  the  penc  il  to  command, 
And  copy  nature  wjth  a  hasty  hand. 
Through  the  clear  robe  the  swelling  muscles  rise. 
Or  heaving  breasts,  that  decently  i^u rprise ; 
As  some  coy  virgin  with  dejected  mien      [seen, 
Conceals  her  cl\Arms,  yet  hop^  they  may  be 
Be  ev'ry  person's  proper  habit  known  ^, 
Peculiar  to  his  age,  or  sex  alone. 
In  flowing  robesi  the  monarch  sweeps  aloag, 
Large  are  the  foldings,  natural,  and  strong : 
Wide  ample  lights  in  spreading  glories  piay. 
And  here  contrasted,  deeper  shades  decay. 
The  virgin-pow'rs  who  haunt  the  silver  fluods. 
And  hoary  bills,  and  consecrated  woixls, 
Soft  strokes,  and  graceful  negligence  demand, 
Tlie  nice  resultance  of  an  easy  hand ; 
Loose  to  the  winds  their  airy  garmuuls  fly 
Like  filmy  dews,  too  tender  for  the  eye. 

But  e'er  these  charms  are  to  perfection  wrought, 
Adapted  manuals  must  be  nicely  bought. 
Gay  vivid  cokHirs  must  the  draught  inspire, 
Now  melt  with  sweetness  and  now  bum  with  fire. 
A  northern  sky  must  aid  the  steady  sight, 
Else  the  shades  alter  with  the  transient  li.zbt 
Methinks  the  loaded  table  stands  displayed. 
Each  nicer  vase  **  in  mystic  order  laid." 
Here  ocean's  mistress  heaps  around  her  shells 
Beauteous,  and  recent  from  the  sea-green  cells; 
The  taper  pencils  here  are  rang'd  apart, 
There  chalk,  lead,  vials^  and  loose  schemes  of 

art 
5^0  when  bold  Cliurchill  with  a  gen'rul's  care 
Kyea  his  biave  Britons  crowding  to  I  he  war ; 

*  Tradi  omnia,  quae  ars  effioit,  non  possunt. 

Quintil.  Lib.  8.  cap.  lO. 
Vide  etjam  quae  sequuntur  de  Pictore* 

'  Noo  refert  quid  facias,  sed  qoo  Joco.  Nam 
omatttf  omnis  non  tam  su&,  quam  im  cui  ad* 
bibetor^  oonditiooe  ooostaL 

QuintiL  Lib.  11.  cap.  1. 

*  RadMere  peraome  aeit  eonvenlentia  cuique ; 
R«f  picere  exemplar  vitB  monimque,  jubetx> 
Uoctum  iiBitatoieai* 

Horat  de  Art.  Poet 
Toi*.  zri. 


Watchful,  and  silent  move  the  duteons  bands. 
One   look  excites  them,  and  one  breath  com« 
mands, 

Hail  happy  Painting  !  to  confirm  thy  sway. 
Ocean,  and  air  their  various  tributes  pay. 
The  purple  insect  9  spreads  her  wings  to  thee, 
Wafls  o'er  the  breeze,  or  glitters  on  the  tree. 
Earth's  winding  veins  unnumber'd  treasures  hold^ 
And  the  warm  champian  ripens  into  gold, 
A  clearer  blue  the  lazuli  bestows,    , 
Here  umber  deepeus,  there  vermillion  glows. 
For  thee,  her  tender  greens,  and  floureto  rise. 
Whose  colours  change  in  ever-mingling  dyes  ; 
Ev'n  those  fair  groves  (for  Eden  first  design'd) 
Weep  in  soft  fragrance  through  their  balmy  rind: 
Transparent  tears !  that  glitter  as  they  run, 
Warm'd  with  the  blushes  of  the  rising  Sun. 

Here  cease  my  song — a  gentler  theme  io- 
spires 
Each  tender  thought,  and  wakes  the  Iover*s  fires. 
Once  more  your  aid  cele^itial  Muses  bring; 
Sacred  the  lays !  nor  to  the  d^af.we  sing. 

In  ancient  Greece  '<>  there  liv'd,   unknown  to 
A  nymph,  and  Mimicina  was  her  name,    [fame^ 
Smit  by  a  oeighb'ring  youth  betimes  she  fell 
Victim  to  love,  and  bade  the  world  farewell. 
Thoughtful  and  dull  she  pin'd  her  bloom  away 
In  lonely  groves,  nor  saw  the  cheerful  day, 
Thi*  might  be  borne — but  lo !  her  lovely  swaiii 
Must  part,  ah,  never  to  return  again  ! 
One  mutual  kiss  must  mutual  passion  sever^ 
One  look  divide  'em,  and  divide  for  ever! 
See,  now  she  lies  abaudou'd  to  despair. 
And  to  rude  winds  unbinds  her  flowing  hair: 
Beauteous  neglect  I  when  melting  to  her  woesg  ' 
A  Sylvan  maid  from  her  dark  grotto  rose: 
(Long  had  she  vieu'd  the  solitary  fiiir. 
Her  bleeding  bosom  heav'd  with  equal  care) 
A  heav'uly  picture  iu  her  hand  she  bore. 
She  smil'd,  she  gave  it,  and  was  seen  no  moreL^ 
Pleas'd  Mimicina,  speechless  with  surprise, 
Ey'd  the  iair  form,  and  lightning  of  the  eyes: 
She  knew — ^and  sigbin:^  gave  a  tender  kiss; 
Her  noble  passion  was  content  with  this: 
No  more  bis  abseuce,  or  her  woes  deplor'd. 
And  as  the  living,  she  the  dead  ador'd. 

llius  Painting  rose,  to  nourish  soft  desires. 
And  gentle  hopes,  and  friendship's  purer  fires! 
Thus  stjll  the  lo\cr  must  his  nymph  adore, 
And  sigh  to  charms,   that  ought  to  charm  no 

more. 
Thus  when  these  eyes,  with  kind  illusions  blest, 
Suvvcy  each  grace  Parthenia  once  posiiest : 
Her  winning  sweetness,  and  attractive  ease. 
And  pentle  s!ijile8  that  never  fail'd  to  please; 
Heav'iis* !  how  my  fancy  kindles  at  tlje  view, 
An<i  my  fond  heart  intents,  and  bleeds  anew  ! 
Fair  faithless  viigin  !  with  constraint  unkind. 
Misled  by  du'y,  and  through  custom  blind : 
Perhaps  ev'n  now,  from  pride  and  interest  free, 
Thou  shar'st  ca^h  ])ang  of  all  I  felt  ibr  thee  ;    : 
\h,  no — my  pray'ns,  my  tears,  my  vows  resign^ 
Alas,  'tix  now  a  crime  tb  call  me  thine. 
To  act  the  tender,  or  the  friendly  part ; 
No->— batej  fo^gbt  me,  tear  me  from  my  heart 

*Thecochineel« 

'<*  This  story,  with  several  others,  is  mention- 
ed by  roost  ancient  writeis.  1  have  cbosen  it  as 
the  most  poetical. 
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HARTE'S  poems; 


Vet  Bfill  thy  s!Diles  in  brcathinc:  paint  inspire, 
Sti  1  thy  kind  glances  set  my  soul  on  fire. 
Thither  each  hoar  I  lift  my  thoughlfu!  eye. 
Now  drop  a  tear,  now  softly  breathe  a  sijjh  j 
Sacred  *till  death  my  irentlest  vows  shtL'\  he, 
And  the  l^t  gasp  of  life  be  breath 'd  for  thee  ! 
You  too,  O  Scnipture,  shall  exalt  my  lays* 
Pictura's  sister-candidate  for  praise ! 
Soft  Raphael's  air  divine,  Antonio  *'  shows; 
And  all  Le  Brun  in  mimic  Picart'"  glows. 
Hither  ye  nations,  now  direct  yonr  eyes, 
Risecrown'd  with  lustre,  gentle  Albion  rise ! 
Now  thy  soft  HMiar,  now  thy  Smith  appears, 
A  faultless  pattern  to  succeeding  years ; 
There    sacred  domes   **    in  lengthening  Tistas 

charm. 
And  British  beauties  here  ibr  ever  warm. 

Most  painters,  of  less  judgment  than  caprice, 
Are  like  old  maidens  infamously  nice : 
It  matters  nought  if  rules  be  false  or  tnie. 
All  shou'd  be  modish,  whimsical  and  new ; 
Fond  of  each  change,  the  present  still  they  praise^ 
Sd  women  love—and  actors  purchase  plays. 
Aa  if  self.love,  or  popular  offence, 
Keceiv'd  a  sanction  to  mislead  our  sense ; 
Or  party -notions,  vapours,  faith,  and  zeal 
Were  all,  at  proper  times,  infallible. 
True  wit,  and  true  religion  are  hut  one, 
Tho*  some  pervert  'em,  and  ev*n  most  have  none. 
JSVlio  thinks  what  others  never  thought  before, 
Acts  but  just  that  his  sons  will  act  no  more. 
Yet  on  a  time,  when  vig'rous  thoughts  demand. 
Indulge  a  warmth,  and  prompt  the  daring  hand : 
On  purpose  deviate  from  the  laws  of  art, 
And  boldly  dare  to  captivate  the  heart; 
Breasts  warmM  to  rapture  shall  applaud  your  fire, 
.  May  disapprove  you,  but  shall  still  admire. 
The  Grecian  artist  at  one  dash  supply'd 
What  patient  touches,  and  slow  art  deny*d. 
So  when  pale  Florio  in  the  gloomy  grove 
Sits  sadly  musing  on  the  plagues  of  love, 
When  hopes  and  fears  distract  his  tim'rous  mind, 
And  fancy  only  makes  the  nymph  unkind: 
Besp'rate  at  last  he  rushes  from  the  shade, 
Jiy  force  and  warm  address  to  win  the  maid: 
His  brisk  attack  the  melting  nymph  receives 
With  equal  warmth,  he  presses,  she  forgives ; 
One  moment  crowns  whole  tedious  years  of  pain. 
And  endless  griefs,  and  health  consumed  in  vain. 

Of  er'ry  beauty  that  conspires  to  charm 
Man*s  nicer  judgment,  and  his  genius  warm. 
To  just  invention  be  the  glory  giv'n, 
A  particle  of  light  deriv'd  from  Heav'n. 
Unoumber'd  rules  t'  improve  the  gift  are  shown 
By  ev*ry  critic,  to  procure  it,  none. 

Some  colours  often  to  the  rest  impart 
New  graces,  more  thnf  happiness,  than  art. 
Tliis,  nicely  study'd,  will  your  fame  advance. 
The  greatest  beauties  seldom  come  by  chance. 

Some  gaze  at  ornament  alone,  and  then 
So^ value  paint,  as  women  value  men. 
It  matters  nought  to  talk  of  truth,  or  grace, 
Religion,  genius,  customs,  time,  and  place. 
So  judge  the  vain,  and  young;  nor  envy  we : 
They  cannot  think  indeed — but  they  may  see. 


"  Two  engravers,  famous  for  their  prints  co- 
pied from  Raphael  and  Le  Brun. 

13  Alluding  to  Hollar's  Etchings  in  the  Mo- 
-  nasticon. 


Fjtcessive  beauty,  like  a  flash  of  light. 
Seems  more  1o  weaken,  than  to  please  the  sight. 
In  one  gay  thought  luxuriant  Ovid  writ. 
And  Voiture  tires  us  but  with  too  mqch  wit- 
Some  all  their  value  for  grotesque  express. 
Beauty  they  prize,  but  beauty  in  excess: 
Wliere  each  gay  figure  seems  to  glare  apart. 
Without  due  grace,  proportion,  shades,  or  art. 
('l*he  sad  remains  of  Goths  in  ancient  times. 
And  rev'rend  dulnej«,  and  religious  rhymes)       "^ 
So  youthful  poets  ring  their  music  round 
On  one  eternal  harmony  of  sound. 
"  The  lines  are  gay,"  and  whosoe'er  pretendg 
To  search  for  more,  mistakes  the  writef  s  ends. 

Colours,  like  words,  with  equal  care  are  sought. 
These  please  the  sight,  and  those  express  the 

thought. 
But  most  of  all,  the  landscape  seems  to  please 
With  calm  repose,  and  rural  images. 
See,  in  due  lights  th'  obedient  objects  stand. 
As  happy  ease  exalts  the  master's  hand. 
Sec,  absent  rocks  hang  trembling  in  the  sky. 
See,  distant  mountains  vanish  from  the  eye ; 
A  cUirker  verdure  stains  the  dusky  woods  ; 
Floats  the  green  shadow  in  the  silver  floods ; 
Fair  visionary  worlds  surprise  the  view, 
And  fancy  forms  the  golden  age  a-new.  ^ 

True  just  designs  will  merit  honour  still ; 
Who  begins  well ,  can  scarcely  finish  ill. 
Unerring  truth  must  guide  your  hand  aright. 
Art  without  this  is  violence  to  sight. — 

The  first  due  postures  of  each  figure  trace 
In  swelling  out-lines  with  an  easy  grace. 
But  the  prime  person  mostly  will  demand 
Til'  unweary*d  touches  of  thy  patient  hand : 
There  thought,  and  boldness,  strength,  and  art 

C(/nspire, 
The  critic's  judgment,  and  the  painter's  fire : 
It  lives,  it  moves,  it  swells  to  meet  the  eye : 
Behind,  the  mingling  groupes  in  softer 8bado>w8 
die. 
Never  with  self-design  your  merits  raise. 
Nor  let  your  tongue  be  echo  to  your  praise. 
To  wiser  heads  commit  such  points  as  these, 
A  modest  blush  will  tell  how  much  they  please. 

In  days  of  yore,  a  prating  lad,  they  say. 
Met  glorious  Reubens  journeying  on  the  way: 
Sneering,  and  arch  he  shakes  his  empty  head, 
(For  half-leamM  boys  will  talk  a  Solon  dead) 
"Your  servant,good  sir  Paul,why,what,  the  devil. 
The  world  to  you  is  more  than  fairly  civil; 
No  life,  no  gusto  in  your  pieces  shine. 
Without  decorum j  as  without  design" — 

Sedate  to  this  the  Heav*n-bom  artist  smil*d, 
"  Nor  thine,  nor  mine  to  speak  our  praise,  my 

child ! 
F.ach  shall  expose  his  best  to  curious  eyes, 
And  let  th'  impartial  world  adjust  the  prize." 

Let  the  soft  cok>ur8  sweeten  and'  unilb 
To  one  just  form,  as  all  were  shade,  or  light 
-  Nothing  so  frequent  charms  th' admiring  eye« 
As  well  tim'd  fancy,  and  a  sweet  surprise. 
So  when  the  Grecian  "  labour'd  to  disclose 
His  nicest  art,  a  mimic  lark  arose: 
TUe  fellow-birds  in  circles  round  it  play'dt 
Knew  their  own  kind,  and  warbled  to  a  shade. 


I'See  Pliny's  Natural  History,  liU  35.  cap. 
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9a  Vandervurt  m  later  times  excelPd. 
Atid  nature  livM  in  what  our  eyes  beheld. 
He  too  can  oft  (in  optics  deeply  rca<\) 
A  noon-day  darkness  o*er  his  chamber  spread :  '4 
TIic  transient  ob;ects  sudden  as  they  pass 
O'er  th«*  small  convex  of  the  victual  glass, 
T.-ansferr*d  from  thence  by  inat;ric's  powerful  call. 
Shine  in  qnick^tories  on  the  f^kioniy  wall  $ 
Groves,   mountains,  pvers,    men   surprise   the 
sisrht,  [wavy  light. 

Trembles  the  dancing  world,  and  swims    the 
Each  varyin?  fi^nre  in  drio  place  dispose  *», 
These  boldy  heighten,  touch  but  faintly  those. 
Conti^ruousobiecbt  place  with  juiirment  nigh, 
Ea  •h  due  proportion  *< welling  on  ihe  eye. 
Rem  >ti»r  riews  insensibly  decay, 
And  I'«rht4,  and  shad  jws  sweetly  drop  away, 
III  bluish  white  the  farthest  mounts  ari«5e. 
Seal  from  the  eye,  and  melt  into  the  skies. 
Hence  sacred  domes  in  len^h'ning  ailes  extend, 
Hound  coin  inns  swell,  and  rising  arc'ics  bend  : 
OWiquer  views  in  stde-lonar  vistas  jrlam^e. 
And  bend  in?  tcroves  in  fancy  seem  to  iianee. 
Two  equal  Ii.:hrs  desci>uding  from  the  sky, 
O^erpow'r  each  other,  and  confuse  the  eye 

The  greatest  pleasures  tire  the  most,  and  such 
Still  end  in  vices  if  enjoy'd  too  much. 
Th<i*  painters  often  to  the  shades  retire. 
Yet  tooltmg  ease  but  serves  to  quench  the  fire. 
Wlng'd  with  new  praise,   methink<  th^y  bildly 
O'er  airy  Alps,  a;id  seem  to  touch  the  sky.     [dy 
Still  true  to  fame,  here  well-wr<Ki;tht  bust.i  de- 
H<iC'>  turrets  nod,  and  arcSie^  sink  siwav.      f  cay, 
Kv'n  the  bare  walU,   whose  breathiug   d^ures 

glow'd 
Wi  h  each  warm  stroke  that  livinsr  art  bestow'd, 
Or  si  »w  decay,  or  hostile  time  invades, 
And  all  in  silence  the  fair  fresco  fades. 
lva<.'h  image  yet  in  fancyM  thoughts  we  view, 
And  strong  ide.i  forms  the  scene  a-new : 
Delusive,  she,  Paulo's  free  stroke  supplies,  [eyes. 
Ilevjves  the  fat^,  and    |>oints   th'    enlighi'nin^ 
Tis  tb'^iught  each  science,   but  in  part,  can 
A  length  of  toils  for  human  life  at  most:     [boast 
(Sii  vast  is  art !)  if  this  remark  prove  true, 
'Tis  dangerous  sure  to  think  at  ouoe  of  two, 
And  hard  lo  judge  if  greater  praise  there  be 
To  plense  in  painting,  or  in  poetry ; 
Ydt  Painting  lives  less  injurM,  or  confin'd. 
True  to  th'  idea  of  the  master's  mind : 
la  ev'ry  nation  are  her  beauties  knawn. 
In  ev'ry  age  the  language  is  her  own : 
Nor  time,  nor  change  diminish  from  her  fame ; 
Her  charms  are  universal,  and  the  same. 
C),  could  such  blessings  wait  the  poet^s  lays. 
New  beauties  still,  and  still  eternal  prais-e ! 
£v*n  though  the  Muses  ev'ry  strain  inspire, 
£?cak  his  voice,  and  animate  his  lyre  : 
■£v'n  tho*  their  art  each  image  sbou'd  combine 
In  one  clear  light,  one  harmony  divine ; 

■*  This  practice  is  of  no  late  invention*  Bap- 
tista  Porta,  who  flourished  about  the  year  1500, 
gives  an  ingenious  account  of  it  in  his  Nacural 
Magic,  lib.  17.  How  useful  this  may  be  to 
young  painters,  is  not  my  province  to  determine. 
*^  Singula  quaeque,  locum  teucant  sortiU.  de- 
center. 
Hocamat  oliscunun^  vult  hoc  sub  luce  yideri. 

orat. 


Vet  ah,  how  soon  tbekrasual  bliss  decays. 
How  great  the  pains,  hov  transient  is  the  pra'.se! 
Language,  frail  flowV,  is  in  a  moment  lost, 
(That  only  pruduct  human  wit  can  b  last) 
Vow  gay  in  youth,  its  early  honours  rise, 
N6w  hated,  ctirst,  it  fades  away,  and  dies. 

Yet  versR  first  rose  to  soften  human  kind. 
To  mend  their  manners,  and  exalt  their  raiod. 
See,  savage  bea<<ts  stand  listening  to  the  lay, 
A- id  men  more  furious,  and  more  wild  than  they; 
Kv'n  shapeless  trees  a  second  birth  receive, 
Rocks  move  to  form,  and  statues  seem  to  live. 
Immortal  H>mer  felt  ths  sacred  rage, 
And  pious  Orpheus  tiught  a  barb'rous  age ; 
Succeeding  painters  thence  deriv'd  their  light. 
And  dur-it  no  more  than  those  vouchsafed  to  write* 
At  last  t'  adorn  the  gentler  arts,  appears 
Illustrious  Zexixis  from  a  length  of  years. 
Parrhasius'  hand  irith  soft'ning  strokes  exprest 
The  nervous  motions,  and  the  folded  vest: 
Pregnant  of  life  his  rounded  iigur<>s  rise. 
With  strong  relievo  swelling  on  the  eyes. , 
Kvenor  bold,  with  fair  A  pellet  came. 
And  happy  Nicias  cr  »wn'd  with  deathless  fame. 

.At  len;»th  from  Greere,  of  impious  arms  afraid. 
Painting  withdrew,. and  sought  th*  Italian  shade; 
What  time  each  science  mt*t  its  du6  regard, 
And  patrons  took  a  pleasure  to  re^rd. 
But  ah,  how  s  y>n  must  glorious  times  decay. 
Due  transient  joy,   just  known,    and  sjaich'd 

away ! 
Rv  the  S3  me  foes,  which  Painting  shunn'd  b'sfore, 
Kv'n  here  she  bleeds,  and  arts  expire  once  more. 
Ease,  lust,  and  pleasures  shake  a  feeble  state, 
Gothic  iuvisions,  and  d-Mnestic  hate ;        [sume, 
Ti file's  j«low  decays,-  what  these  ev»n  spare,  con- 
And  ft/>me  lies  burvM  in  the  depths  of  Rooie  1 
Long  slumberM  Painting  in  a  stupid  trance 
Of  heavy  zeal,  antl  monkish  ignorance  : 
(When  faith  itself  for  mere  dispute  was  giv*n, 
Snhtile  was  wise,  and  wranglers  went  to  Heav'n.) 
Till  glorious  Cimabue  •*  restored  her  crown. 
And  dipp'd  the  pencil,  studious  of  renown* 
VIasacciotau';l<t  the  finished  piece  to  live, 
And  added  ev'ry  grace  of  perspective. 
Rx^et  cbrrt»ctness  Titian's  hand  bestow'd, 
And  Vinci's  stroke  with  living  labour  glow'd. 
Ntntt  Julio  rose,  who  ev'ry  language  knew, 
Liv'd  o'er  each   age,    and    look'd    all    nature 
through. 
In  happy  Paulo  strength  and  art  conspire. 
The  Graces  please  us,  and  the  Muses  fire. 

h.arh  nobler  secret  others  boast  alone, 
Ry  curious  toil  Caracci  made  his  own  : 
iidphaePs  nice  judgment,  Angelo*s  dcs*gn, 
C  >rreggio's  warmth,  and  Gn  do's  pleasing  line. 
Thrice  g  orions  times,  when  ev'ry  science  charms. 
When  rapture  litis  us,  and  religion  warms  I 
Vocal  to  Heav'u  the  swelling  org;ms  blow, 
A  shriller  consort  aids  the  notes  l)elow ; 
Above,  around  the  picturM  saints  appear, 
And  Hst'ning  seraphs  s  utic  and  bend  to  hear. 

Tbemie  Pamting,  by  some  happy  genius  led, 
O'er  the  cold  North  in  slow  approaches  spread. 
Ev'n  Britain's  isle,  that  blush'd  with  hostile  gore, 
Rcceiv'd  her  laws,  unknown  to  yield  bcdbfe; 

.^*  Giovanni  Cimabue,  bom  at  FiOrcnce  in  the 
year  HW.  He  was  the  person  who  revived  paim- 
iu^  after  its  uufoituiiatc  extirpation. 
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Relenting  now,  her  savage  heroes  stand, 
And  melt  at  ev'ry  stroke  fnioi  Eleu bens'  band. 
Still  in  his  right  the  gracefol  Jervas  sways, 
Sacred  to  beauty,  and  the  fair  one's  praise. 
Whose  breathing  patut  another  life  supplies. 
And  calls  new  wonders  forth  from  Mordaunt's 

eyes. 
AndThomhill,  generous  as  hi^  art,  design'd 
At  once  to  profit,  and  to  please  mankind. 
Thy  dome,  O  Paul's,  which  heavenly  views  adorn. 
Shall  guide  the  hands  of  paihtcrsyet  unborn; 
Each  melting  stroke  shall  funrign  eyes  engage. 
And  shine  unrival'd  through  a  future  age. 

Hail  happy  artists !  in  eternal  lays 
The  kindied-muses  shall  record  your  praise ; 
Whose  heav'nly  aid  inspir'd  you  first  to  rise. 
And  fixM  your  fisme  Immortal  in  the  skies; 
There  sure  to  last,  'till  Nature's  self  expires, 
locrOBsing  still,  and  crown'd  with  clearer  fires :' 
High-rais'd  above  the  blasts  of  public  breath. 
The  voice  of  hatred,  and  the  rage  of  death. 
Ah,  thus,  for  ever  may  my  numbers  shine. 
Bold  as  your  thoughts,  but  easy  as  your  line ! 
Then  might  the  ^use  to  distant  ages  live, 
Contract  new  beauty,  and  new  praise  receive: 
Fresh  strength,  and  light  ev'n  time  itself  bestow, 
Soften  each  line,  and  bid  the  thouprht  to  gluw ; 
(Fame's  second  life)  whose  lasting  glory  fears 
Nor  Change,  nor  envy,  nor  dc>  ouring  years. 
Then  should  these  strains  to  Pembroke's  hands 
be  borne — 
Whom  native  graces,  gentle  arts  adorn, 
Hononr  unshaken,  piety  resigned, 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  gen'rous  mind. 

Yet  if  by  chance,  enamt.ur'd  of  his  praise. 
Some  nobler  bard  shall  rise  in  future  days, 
(When  from  his  Wilton  walls  the  strokes  decay. 
And  all  art* s  fair  creation  dies  away : 
Or  solid  statues,  faithless  to  their  trust. 
In  silence  sink,  to  mix  with  -vulgar dust;) 
Ages  to  come  shall  Pembroke's  fame  adore, 
I)t  ar  to  the  Muse,  'till  Homer  be  no  more. 


ACONTWS  TO  CYDIPPE, 
FROM  OVID. 

AjtCL'MEMT. 

In  a  religious  assembly  at  the  temple  of  Diana  in 
•  Delos,  Acontins  was  much  enamoured  with 
Cydippe,  a  lady  of  remarkable  wit  and  beau- 
ty. Besides  this,  her  fortune  and  family 
were  much  above  his  own  :  which  made  him 
solicitous  bow  to  discover  his  passion  in  a 
successful  manner.  At  last  he  procured  a  very 
beautiful  apple,  upon  which  he  wrote  a  dys- 
tic  to  this  purpose,  «*  1  swear  by  chaste  Diana 
I  will  for  ever  be  thy  wife."  So  soon  as  he 
had  written  it,  ho  threw  the  apple  directly  at 
the  feet  of  Cydippe,  who  imagining  nothing  of 
the  deceit,  took  it  up,  and  having  read  the  in- 
scription, found  herself  obliged  by  a  solemn 
,oath  to  marry  Acontins.  For  in  those  times 
all  oaths  which  were  marie  in  the  temple  of 
Diana  were  esteemed  invk>lable.  Some  time 
afterwards,  her  father,  who  knew  notliiiig  of 
whnt  had  happened,  espoused  her  (o  another 
lover.    The  marriage  was  just  upon  the  point 


of  celebr^on,  when  Cydippe  was  «eiaed  with 
a  violent  fever.  Acontios  writes  to  her,  b« 
reminds  her  o€  a  former  solemn  obUgatkn,  aad 
artfully  insinuates  that  her  distemper  is  in- 
flicted as  a  just  punishment  from  Diana. 

Oncs  more,  Cydippe,  all  thy  f^ars  remove^ 
'Tis  now  too  late  to  dread  a  cheat  in  love. 
Those  rosy  Hps,  in  accents  half  divine, 
Breath'd  the  soft  promise  in  the  Deliao  shrine; 
Dear  awful  oath !  enough  Cydippe  swore. 
No  human  ties  can  bind  a  virgin  more. 
So  nuy  kind  Heav>n  attend  a  lover's  pray'r. 
Soften  thy  pains,  and  comfort  my  despair. 
Seei  the  waim  blush  your  modest  cheeks  inflaoie; 
Yet  is  there  cause  for  anger  or  for  shame  I 
Recal  to  mind  those  tender  lines  of  love. 
Deny  you  cannot — tho'  your  heazt  disprove. 
Still  must  I  waste  in  impotent  desires, 
And  only  hope  rerive  the  feinting  fires  ? 
Yet  did'st  thou  promise  to  he  ever  mine — 
A  conscious  borrour  seem'd  to  shake  th^  shrine. 
The  pow'r  consenting  bow*d ;  a  beam  of  light 
Flash'd  from  the  skies,  and  made  the  temple 

bright. 
Ah !  then  Cydippe,  dry  thy  precious  tears: 
The  more  my  fraud,  the  more  my  love  appeara.  • 
Lore  ever-watchful;  ev'n  by  nature  charms; 
Inflames  the  modest,  and  the  wise  disarms; 
Fair  yet  dissembling,  pleasing  but  to  cheat 
With  tender  blandishment,  and  soft  deceit. 
Kind  speaking  motions,  melancholy  sighs. 
Tears  that  deli'ght,  and  eloquence  of  eyes. 
Love  first  the  treach'rons  dear  design  inspired. 
My  hopes  exalted,  and  my  genius  fir'd : 
Ah !  sure  I  cannot — must  not  guilty  prove  ; 
IJeceit  itself  is  laudable  in  love  1 
Once  more  inspii'd  such  tender  line^  I  send. 
See,  my  hand  trembles  lest  my  thoughts  o&nd« 
Heroes  in  war  inflam'd  by  beauty's  charms. 
Tear  the  sad  virgin  from  her  parents  arms; 
I  too,  like  these,  feel  the  fierce  flames  of  lo%«9 
Yet  check  my  rage,  and  modestly  reprove. 
Ah,teach  me,  Heav'n,  some  language  to  persuade^ 
Some  other  vows  to  bind  the  faithless  maid  ; 

0  Lovf>  all-eloquent,  yuu  only  know 
To  touch  the  soul  with  elegies  of  woe ! 

If  treach'ry  fail,  by  foroe  I  urge  my  right, 
Sheath'd  in  rough  armour,  formidably  btight: 
So  Paris  snatch'd  his  Spartan  bride  away» 
A  half  denying,  half  consenting  prey; 

1  too  resolve—- >-whate'er  the  dangers  be. 
For  death  is  nothing  when  compared  to  thee. 
Were  you  less  fair,  I  then  might  guiltless  prove, 
And  moderate  the  fury  of  my  love ; 

But  ah  !  those  charms  for  ever  most  inspire : 
Each  look,  each  motion  sets  my  sool  on  fire. 
Heav'n's  with  what  pleasing  ecstasies  of  pain 
Trembling  I  gaze,  and  watch  thy  glance  m  vain. 
How  can  I  praise  those  golden  curis  tb^t  deck 
Each  glowing  cheek,  or  wave  around  thy  neck: . 
Thy  swelling  arms,  and  forehead  rising  fiur, 
Hiy  modest  sweetness,  and  attractive  nir^ 
Adjoin  to  these  a  uegtigence  of  grace, 
A  winning  accent,  and  enchanting  face. 
Dear  matchlesscharms  I  I  cense  to  name  the  rest. 
Nor  wonder  thou  that  love  inflames  my  breaJL 

Since  all  alike  to  Hymen's  altars  bend. 
Ah,  bless  at  once  the'lo^tnT,  and  the  fiiend. 
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let  envy  rage,  and  interest  disapprore, 
Bnry  and  int'rest  must  submit  to  love. 
By  pray*r8  and  tows  Hesione  was  won 
To  share  the  joys  of  hostile  Tclamon. 
Softgen'roQS  pity  touchM  the  captive  dame  * 
Who  arm'd  Achilles  with  a  lover*s  flame. 
To  bless  the  wretched,  shows  a  soul  divine — 
Be  ever  angry— but  be  ever  mine. 
YH  can  nopray'rs  thy  firm  resentment  move  ? 
Wretch  that  I  was  so  ill  to  fix  my  love  1 
See,  at  thy  feet  despairing,  wild  I  roll, 
Grief  swells  myheart,  and  anguish  racks  my  soul; 
There  fix  my  doom ;  relentless  to  my  sighs. 
And  lifted  hands,  and  supplicating  eyes. 
Then  wilt  thou  say  (for  pity  sure  must  move 
A  virgin's  breast)  "  How  patient  is  his  love! 
Ev'n  my  heart  trembles,  as  his  tears  I  see  ; 
The  youth  who  serves  so  well,  is  worthy  me." 
Still  must  I  then  in  sad  destructiou  moan  ? 
My  cause  unheeded,  and  my  grief  unknown. 
Ah,  no — Acontius  cahnot  write  in  vain: 
Bure  ev'ry  wretch  has  licence  to  complain  ! 
Bat  if  you  triumph  in  a  lover's  woe. 
Remember  still  Diana  is  your  fbe : 
Diana  listened  to  the  vows  yon  made, 
And  trembled  at  the  chaoge  her  eyes  siirvey»d. 
Ah,  think,  repent,  while  yet  the  time  is  giv'n. 
Fierce  is  the  vengeance  of  neglected  Heav»n  ! 
By  Dian*8  band  the  Phrygian  matron  fell,    , 
Sent  with  her  race,an  early  shade  to  Hell. 
Chan^'d  to  a  stag,  Acteon  poar>d  away. 
In  the  san^  mom  the  chaser  and  the  prey. 
Altbea  rag*d  with  more  than  female  bate. 
And  hurlM  into  the  flames  the  brand  of  fate. 
Like  these  oflTeiisivcpunish'd  too  like  these, 
Hc9v*n  blasts  thy  joys,  and  heightens  the  disease. 
Nor  think  Cydippe,  (as  my  fears  foresee) 
A  thonght  unworthy  of  thyself,  or  me ! 
Think  not  I  frame  this  seeming  truth,  to  prove 
Thy  stem  disdain,  a  pions  firaud  in  love  j 
Rather  than  so,  I  yet  abjure  thy  charms. 
And  yield  thee,  scornful,  to  another's  arms ! 
Alas,  for  this  pale  sickness  haunts  thy  bed. 
And  shooting  aches  seem  to  tear  thy  head ; 
A  sadden  vengeance  waiu  thy  guilty  loves ; 
Absent  is  Hymen,  Dian  disapproves. 
Think  then,  repent— recal  the  parting  breath 
O'er  thy  lipshov'ring  In  the  hour  of  death. 
See,  on  thy  cheeks  the  fading  purple  dies. 
And  shades  of  darkness  settle  on  thy  eyes. 
But  whence,  ye  pow'rs^  or  wherefore  rose  that 

pray»r> 
Still  must  I  mourn  in  absence,  or  despair ; 

Forc»d.  if  she  dies,  the  promise  to  resign ^ 

Ev»n  if  she  lives,  I  must  not  caH  her  mine  ! 

Like  some  pale  ghost  artnmd  thy  house  I  rove. 
Now  bum  ifi  rage,  and  now  relent  with  love : 
A  thousand  needless  messages  I  make, 
A  thousand  mouraful  speedies  give,  and  take. 
O  that  my  skill  the  sov»rcign  virtues  knew 
Of  ev'fy  herb  that  drinks  the  early  dew, 
Then  might  I  hear  thy  moans,  thy  sickness  see, 
Nor  were  it  sure  a  crime  to  gaze  on  thee. 
Perhaps  ev^  now,  (as  fear  foresees  too  well) 
The  wretch  I  carse,detest,  avoid  like  Hell, 
Beside  thee  breathes  a  love-dejected  sigh, 
And  marks  the  silent  glances  of  thy  eye. 
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Some  feint  excuse  be  raises,  to  detain 
Thy  swelling  arm,  and  press  the  beating  vein: 
Now  o'er  thy  neck  his  glowing  fingers  rove. 
Too  great  a  pleasure  for  so  mean  a  love ! 
Villain  beware !  the  sacred  nymph  resign,-^. 
Avoid,  detest  her,  dread  wbate'er  is  mlpe; 
Elsewhere  a  lover's  preference  I  give. 
But  cease  to  rival  here,  or  cease  to  live. 
The  vows  you  claim  by  right  of  human  laws, 
I  At  best  but  serve  to  vindicate  my  cause. 
To  thee  alone  by  duty  is  she  kind ; 
Can  parents  alienate  a  daughter's  mind  ? 
Fi  rst  weigh  the  crime,the  vengeance  next  explore^ 
The  fether  pmmis'd,  but'  the  daughter  swore : 
That  merely  vain  on  human  faith  relies  | 
But  this  obtests  the  sanction  of  the  skies. 

Here  cease  my  woe»— ab,  whither  am  I  bom, 
A  woman's  triumph,  and  a  rival's  scorn  ? 
Vain  are  my  vows,  unheeded  is  my  pray'r. 
The  scatt'rinf  winds  have  lost  'em  all  in  air; 
Yet  think  Cydippe,  e'er  thy  lover  dies  ! 
Banish  that  wretch  for  ever  from  thy  eyes  ; 
Scorn,  envy,  censures  are  conferr'd  on  me. 
And  pain, — and  death  is  all  he  brings  to  thee. 
Gods!  may  *ome  vengeance  crimes  like  these  atcme^ 
And  snatch  his  life,  to  mediate  for  thy  own  I 
Nor  think  to  please  avenging  Cynthia's  eyes 
With  streams  of  blood  in  holy  sacrifice : 
Heav'n  claims  the  real,  not  the  formal  part, 
A  troubled  spirit,  and  repenting  heart. 
For  ease,  and  health,  the  patient  oft  requires 
The  piercing  steel,  and  bums  alive  io  fires ; 
Not  so  with  you-^h,  but  confirm  the  vow ! 
One  look,  one  promise  can  restore  thee  now  j 
Again  thy  smiles  etcmal  joys  bestow. 
And  thy  eyes  sparkle,  and  thy  blushes  glow. 

Suppose  from  me  for  ever  you  remove. 
Once  must  you  fall  a  sacrifice  to  love ; 
And  then,  ah,  then  will  angry  Cynthia  close 
Thy  wakeful  eyes,  or  ease  a  matron's  throes  ? 
Yet  wilt  tbou  ever  find  a  cause  for  shame  ? 

fiQ  Kiii-e a  mother  cannot,  must  not  bliime. 

Tell  her  the  vow,  the  place,  the  sacred  day 
r  gazM  on  thee,  and  gaz'd  my  heart  away  t 
Then  will  she  surely  say  (if  e'er  she  knetr 
But  half  that  tender  love  1  feel  for  you) 
"  Ah,  think  Cydippe,  and  his  consort  be ; 
The  youth  who  pleas'd  Diana,  pleases  me  l** 
Yet  if  she  asks  (as  women  oft  uiquire) 
Tell  her  my  life,  my  nation,  and  my  sires 
Not  void  of  jrouthfiil  vanities  I  came. 
Nor  yet  inglorious  in  the  world  of  fame; 
From  ancient  race  I  drew  my  gen'rous  blood» 
Where  Cea's  isle  o'erlooks  the  watry  flood : 
Add,  that  I  study  ev'ry  art  to  please. 
Blest  in  my  genius,  bora  to  live  at  ease. 
Wit,  merit,  learning  cannot  fell  to  move, 
And  all  those  dearer  blessmgs.  lost  in  love  f 
Ah  1  had  you  never  sworn,  'twere  hard  to  ohnse    • 
A  love  Uke  mme— and  will  you  now  refuse  ? 

In  midnight  dreams  when  wakeful  fancy  keeps 
Its  dearest  thoughts,  and  ev'n  in  slumber  weeps^ 
Diana's  self  these  mooraful  strains  inspir'd, 
And  Cupid  when  I  wak'd,  my  genius  fir'd. 
Methinks,  ev'n  now,  his  piereinga  rrows  move 
My  tender  breast,  and  spread  the  pains  of  love* 
Like  me  beware,  unhappy  as  thou  art ! 
Direct  at  thee  Diana  aims  her  dart 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  thy  faithless  heart 
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1  he  loves  ihott  never  can  'st  etgoy,  resign ; 
Nor  rashly  lose  another  life  with  thine» 
Then  will  we,  eager  as  our  joys,  retno\e 
To  Diau's  shrine,  the  patroness  of  love  I 
High  o'er  her  head  in  triumph  shall  be  placM 
The  golden  fruit,  with  this  inscripti<in  graced  ', 
«*  Ye  hapless  lovers,  hence,  for  ever  know 
Acontius  gain'd  the  nymph  wbo.caii.s>d  his  woe !" 
Here  cease  my  hand— 1  tremble,  lest  each  line 
Should  wound  asoul  sogriev*d,suiouch'dastbine 
No  more  my  thoughts  th'  ungrateful  toil  pursue  j 
Pleasure  farewell,  and  thou,  my  dear,  adieu  ! 

TARTOFPINDAWS  FIRST  VYTHlAh 
Om:  PJllAPHRAbEU. 

XfvcU  phf/A^  '  Avo;jc»  — 

ARGUMENT. 

This  ode  is  addressed  to  Hieron  king  of  Sicily,  a? 
is  also  the  first  of  the  Olympics.  Pindar  takcA 
occasion  to  begin  with  an  encomium  on  music, 
finely  describing  its  effects  upon  the  passions. 
"We  must  suppose  this  art  to  be  one  ofhishcro*s 
more  distinguishable  excellencies ;  as  it  ap- 
pears from  several  passages  in  the  ode  above. 
From  thence  he  expatiates  in  the  praise  of* 
poetry  ;  and  inveighs  very  severely  upon  those 
who  either  contemn,  or  ly^ve  no  taste  for  that 
divine  science.  Their  misfortunes  and  punish- 
ments are  instanced  by  those  uf  lyphoeus: 
whom  the  poets  imagine  to  be  imprisoned  by 
Jnpiler  under  mount  j^tua.  The  digres- 
isions  in  this  ode  are  the  most  inartificial  und 
surprising  of  any  in  the  whole  author.  We 
are  onfe  more  in  the  hero's  native  country  ^ 
every  thing  opens  agreeably  to  the  eye,  and 
the  poeni  proceeds  after  Pindar's  usual  man- 
ner. 

•TROPHB   I. 

Gbmtlb  lyre,  begin  the  strain ; 

Wake  ihe  string  to  voice  airain.    • 

Idusic  rules  the  world  above  ; 

Af  usic  is  the  food  of  love. 

Soft'ned  by  the  pow'r  of  sound. 

Human  passions  melt  away': 

Melancholy  feels  no  wound, 

Envy  sleeps,  and  fears  decay. 
Entraiic'd  in  pleasure  Jove^s  dread  eagle  lies, 
^'or  grasps  the  bolt,  nor  darts  his  fiery  eyes. 

ANTISTROFHE  (. 

See,  Mars  awak'd  by  loud  alarms 
Kolls  o^erthe  field  his  sanguine  eyes. 
His  heart  tumulioous  beats  to  arms. 
And  terrours  glare,  and  furies  rise ! 

Hark  the  pleasing  lutes  complain, 

In  a  softly-biealhing  strain ; 

Ix>ve  and  slumber  seal  his  eye 

By  the  gentle  charms  opprest : 

From  his  rage  he  steals  a  sigh. 

Sinking  on  Dione's  breast, 

BPODE  L 

Versc,gentle  Verse  from  Heav'n  descending  came. 
Curst  by  the  wicked,  hateful  to  the  vain : 
Tyrants  and  slaves  profane  his  sacred  name, 
I>eaf  to  the  tender  lay,  or  vocal  strain, . . , 


In  fires  cf  Hell  Typbocus g1ow9. 
Imprisoned  by  the  wrath  of  Jove ; 
No  ease  his  restless  fuiy  knows. 
Nor  sounds  of  joy,  nor  pleasing  IcAe. 
Where,  glitthinc:  faintly  on  the  eye, 
Sicilian  iT.tna  props  the  sky 

Wiih  mounsaius  of  eternal  snow  ; 
lie  darts  his  liery  eyeb  iu  vain, 
And  heaves,  and  roars,  and  bites  his  chain 
In  impotence  of  woe. 

STROMIB    II. 

Angry  flames  like  scarlet  glowing. 

Ficry  luirtnls  tver  flowing, 

Snooke  along  ♦ho  with'ring  plain 

Ere  they  rush  into  the  mnin. 

When  the  sable  veil  of  night 

Stretches  o'er  the  shaded  sky, 

Fires  of  sulphur  gleam  with  lirht, 

Burning  niok?  disparted  fly. 
Sudden,  by  turns  the  flashing  flames  arise, 
t  our  down  the  winds,  or  tremble  up  the  skies. 

ANTISTROPUE   11. 

In  fair  Sicilia's  rich  domain. 
Where  flow'rs  and  fi  nits  eternal  bhvw, 
Wheie  Plenty  spreads  her  peaceful  reign. 
And  seas  surround,  and  fountains  flow. 

Bright  Religion  lift^  her  eye, 

Wandering  through  the  kindred-sky. 

Hail  thou,  everlasting  Jove, 

Parent  of  th*  Aonian  quire  ; 

Touch  my  raptur'd  suul  with  love. 

Warm  me  with  celestial  fire  I 

BFODS  II. 

The  pious  mariner  when  first  he  sweeps 
The  foaming  billows,  and  exalts  his  sails, 
Propitiates  ev'ry  pow'r  that  ndcs  the  deeps. 
Led  by  new  hopes,  and  borne  by  gentle  gales. 
So  ere  the  Mu.se,  disas'd  to  sing. 
Emblazons  her  fair  hero's  praise: 
(What  time  she  wakes  U»e  trembliog  string, 
Attemper'd  to  the  vocal  lays) 
Prostrate  in  humble  gui^e  she  bends. 
While  some  celestial  po«V  descends 

To  guitie  her  airy  flights  along : 
God  of  the  silver  bow,  give  ear ; 
(Whom  Tencdes,  and  Chrysa  fear) 
0(>sei  vant  of  the  song  I 

SIROPUE  III. 

Gentle  wishes,  chaste  desires. 

Holy  Hymen's  purer  fires  : 

Lives  ot'  innocence  and  pleasure. 

Moral  virtue's  mystic  treasure  j 

Wisdom,  eloquence,  and  love. 

All  are  blessings  from  above. 

Hence  regret,  distaste,  dispraise, 

G^uilty  nights,  uneasy  days : 
Repining  jealousies,  calm  friendly  wrongs. 
And  fiercer  envy,  and  the  strife  of  tonguea* 

ANTtSTItOPHB   IIL 

When  Virtue  bleeds  beneath  the  laws. 
Or  ardent  nations  rise  in  arms. 
Thy  morcies  judge,  the  doubtful  cause. 
Thy  courage  ev'ry  breast  alarms. 
Kindling  with  heroic  fire 
Once  again  I  sweep  the  lyre. 
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Fair  as  »uininer*s  evening  skins^ 
Fu  Is  thy  life  serene,  and  glorious  ; 
Hapuy  beroj  great  and  wise, 
O'er  Uiy  foes,  and  self  victorious. 


rzr^  EPISODE  OF  ORPHEUS  JND 
EURYDICE, 

TIAKSLATED   FBOM  THE   FOURTH   GEORGIC   OP 
VIRGIL. 

At  chorus  SBqualis  Dryadum— 

H  K«  sudden  death  the  monntain-Dryads  moam'd 
And  Rhodope*s  iitgb  brow  the  dirge  returned: 
BIfakOrythyatiembicd  atth^irwoe, 
And  silver  Uebrus  inunnur>d  in  his  flow. 
"While  to  his  mournful  harp,  unseen,  alone, 
Pe^pairing  Orpheus  warbled  out  his  n)oan. 
"U'iih  rosy  dawn  his  plaintive  lays  begun. 
His  plaintive  voice  sung  down  the  setting  Sun. 

Now  in  the  frantic  bitterness  of  woe 
Silent  he  treads  the  dreary  realms  below. 
His  loss  in  tender  numbers  to  deplore, 
And  louch'd  the  souls  who  ne»er  were  touch'd 

bt'fore, 
Mov*d  with  the  pleasing  harmony  of  song, 
The  shadowy  spectres  rtnind  the  poet  thrcng : 
Numerous  as  birds  that  o'er  the  forest  play, 
(When  evening  Phoebus  rolls  .the  light  away : 
Or  when  high  Jove  in  wintry  seasons  pours 
A  snddtn  deluge  from  descending  show'rs.) 
-  The  mother's  ghost,  the  father's  rev'nmd  shade, 
Tlic  blooming  hero,  and  th'  unmarry'd  maid: 
The  new-l)orn  heir  who  soon  lamented  dies. 
And  feeds  the  flames  before  bis  parent's  eyes ; 
All  whom  Oicytus'  sable  water  bounds, 
And  Styx  with  thrice  three   wand'riug  streams 
surrour^ds. 

See,  the  dread  regions  tremble  and  admire ! 
£v*n  Pain  uninov'd  standi  heark'uing  to  the  lyre. 
Intent,  Ixioo  stares,  nor  seem<s  to  feel 
The  rapid  motions  of  the  whirling  wheel. 
Th'  nnfulding'cnakes  aioundthe  furies  play. 
As  the  pale  sisters  listen  to  the  lay. 

Kor  was  the  poet's  moving  suit  deny'd. 
Again  to  realms  above  he  liears  his  bride, 
'  When  (stein  decree  !)  he  turns  his  longing  eyes... 
'Tis  done,  she's  lost,  for  evy r  ever  flies — 
Too  small  the  fault,  too  lasting  was  the  pain, 
Cuald  love  but  judge,  or  Hell  relent  again  ! 
Aroaz'd  he  stands,  and  by  the  glimpse  of  day 
Jnst  sees  th'  unbody'd  shadow  flit  away. 
When  thus  she  cry'd— "Ah,  too  unthoughtful 
Thus  for  one  look  to  violate  thy  vows !      [spouse. 
Fate  bears  me  back,  again  to  Hell  1  fly, 
Eternal  darkness  swims  before  my  eye  ! 
Again  the  melancholy  plains  I  see,  [thee !" 

Ravish'd   from   life,  from  pleasure,  and  from 
She  said,  and  sinking  into  endless  night. 
Like  exhalations  vanish'd  from  the  sight.  ' 
In  vain  he  sprung  to  seize  her,  wept,  or  pray*d. 
Swift  glides  away  the  visionary  shade. 

How  wilt  thou  now,  unhappy  Orpheus,  tell 
Thy  second  loss,  and  melt  the  pow'rs  of  Hell  ? 
Cold  are  those  lips  that  blest  thy  soul  before, 
And  her  fair  eyes  must  roll  on  thine  no  more. 
Sev'n  tedious  moons  despairing,  wild  he  stood, 
And  told  bis  woes  to  Strymon's  freezang  flood. 


Beneath  his  feet  eternal  snows  were  spread, 
And  airy  rocks  hang  nodding  o'er  his  head. 
The  savage  beasts  in  circles  round  him  play. 
And  rapid  streams  stand  tist'nin^  to  the  lay. 

So  when  the  shcphei-d  swaiu  with  curious  eyes 
Masks  the  fair  n<st,  and  makes  the  young  his 
Sad  Philonu'l,  in  poplar  sbad«»i»  alone,       [prize: 
In  vain  renews  her  lamentable  moan. 
From  night  to  morn  she  chants  her  tender  love. 
And  mournful  music  dies  along  the  grove. 

No  thoiii»lits  of  pleasure  now  his  soul  employ. 
Averse  to  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy  : 
Wild  as  the  winds  o'er  Thrauia's  plains  he  roves. 
O'er  the  bleak  mountains,  and  the  leafless  groves. 
When  stung  with  rage  the  Bacchanalian  train 
Rush'd  to  the  bard,  and  stretchd   him  on  tho 

plain  i 
(N^or  sounds,  nor  pray'rs  their  giddy  fury  move. 
And  he  mui^t  cease  to  live,  or  learn  to  love) 
See,  from  his  shoulders  in  a  moment  flies  ^ 
His  bleeding  head,  and  now,  ah  now  he  dies ! 
Vet  as  he  dy'd,  Eurydice  be  moum'd, 
Eurydice,  the  trembling  banks  relum'dj 
Eurj'dicc,  with  hollow  voice  he  cry'd/ 
Eurydice,  ran  muriy^ring  down  the  tide. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LADT 
HERTFORD, 

UPON  THB  BIRTH  OF  LORD  BBAUCHAMP. 

Once  more  inspired,    I   touch    the  trembling 

string } 
A^Tiat  Muse  for  Hertford  will  refuse  to  sing  ? 
Thine  are  the  fav'rite  strains,  and  may  they  be 
Sacred  to  praise,  to  beauty,  and  to  thee ! 

Sudden,  mc  thinks,  in  vision  I  survey 
The  glorious  triumphs  of  th*  expected  day ; 
Fair  lovely  sights  in  opening  scenes  appear. 
And  airy  music  trembles  on  my  ear ; 
Surrounding  eyes  devour  the  beauteous  boy. 
And  ev'ry  bosom  beats  with  sounds  of  joy. 

Rise  from  thy  slumbers,  gentle  infant,  rise! 
Mfl  thy  fair  head,  unfold  thy  radiant  eyes. 
Whose  love!y  light  must  other  cou.ts  adorn. 
And  wound  the  hearts  of  beauties  yet  unborn, 
Sub<lue  the  sex,  that  triumphs  in  its  pri<le. 
And  humble  those,  who  charm  the  world  beside. 

Desceiid,ye  geutle  Nine  !  descend,  and  spread 
I«aureis  and  bnys  around  his  infant-head. 
Hid  noble  pas.-ions  in  his  bosom  roll. 
And  beams  of  fancy  dawn  upon  his  soul  j 
In  soflen'd  music  bid  his  accents  flow. 
Piercing,  and  gentle  as  descending  snow  : 
Bid  him  be  all  that  can  his  birth  commend  j 
The  daring  patriot,  and  unshaken  friend ; 
Admir'd,  yet  humble,  modest,  though  severe. 
Abroad  obliging,  andat^ome  sincere; 
Good,  just,  and  affable  ni  each  degree: 
Such  is  the  father,  such  the  son  shall  ^  ^     .    , 

These  humble  strains,    indulgent    Hertford, 
spare ; 
Forgive  the  Muse,  O  fairest  of  the  fail !       ' 
First  in  thy  shades  (where  silver  Kennet  glides. 
Fair  Maribro'g  turrets  trembling  in  his  tides : 
Where  Peace  and  Plenty  hold  their  gentle  reign. 
And  lavish  Nature  decks  the  fruitful  plain : 
Where  the  fam'd  mountain  lifts  ite  walks  oabigAi 
As  varying  prospects  open  oa  the  eye) 
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To  lote'i  soft  theme  I  tun'd  tbe  warbUng  lyre. 
And  borrowM  from  ihy  eyes  poetic  fire. 
September  tbe 
30tb,  1725. 


THE  ARMY  OF  ADRASrUS, 

Ann    Ut»    ALLIES,      MAKCHING     FKOM    AR006 

TO    THB    SIBOf      Of     THEBES, 

PBOM     TBI  4th   THEBIAD    OP    STATIU8. 


BARTERS  POEMS. 


Jamque  91108  circum- 


Abouhd  the  pomp  in  mourning  weeds  arniy'd, 
Weeps  the  pale  father,  and  thetreinblinir  maid: 
The  screaming  infants  at  the  portals  stand, 
And  clasp,  and  stop  the  slow.proceeding  band. 
Each  parting  fecc  a  settled  horrour  wears. 
Each  low-held  shield  receives  a  flood  of  tears. 
Some  with  a  kite  (sad  sign  of  future  harms) 
Round  the  clos'd  beaver  glue  their  clasping  arms. 
Hang  on  the  spear,  detain  *cm  as  they  go. 
With  lifted  eyes,  and  eloquence  of  woe. 
Those  warlike  chiefs,  whom  dread  Rellona  steeVd, 
And  arro*d  with  souls  unknowing  once  to  yield. 
Now  touched  with   sorrows,  bide  their  tearful 

eyes, 
And  all  the  hero  melts  away  and  dies. 

So  the  pale  sailor  lanchingfrom  the  shore, 
Leaves  the  dear  prospects  that  must  charm  no 

more: 
Here  shrieks  of  anguish  pierce  his  pitj'ing  ears- 
There  strangely  wild,  a  floating  world  appears— 
Swift  the  fair  vessel  wings  her  watry  flight. 
And  in  a  mist  deceives  the  aking  sight : 
The  native  train  in  sad  distraction  weep, 
Now  beat  their  breasts,  now  tremble  o'er  the  deep. 
Curse  ev»ry  gnle  that  wafts  the  fleet  from  land, 
Ijreattie  the  last  sigh,  and  wave  the  circling  hand. 

You  now,  fair  ancient  Truth!  conduct  along 
Th*  adventurous  bard,  and  animate  his  son:;: 
Each  godlike  man  in  proper  lights  display,^ 
And  open  all  the  war  in  dread  array. 
You  too,  bright  mistress  of  th'  Aonian  quire. 
Divine  Calliope »  resume  the  lyre : 
The  lives  and  deaths  of  mighty  chiefs  recite, 
1  he  waste  of  nations,  and  the  rage  of  fight. 


^  SIMILIE, 

UPON   A   SET  OS   TEA-DHINBERS. 

So  fairy  elves  their  moming-table  spread 
^  0»er  a  white  mushroom's' hospitable  head  : 
In  acorn  cups  the  merry  goblins  quaflf. 
The  pearly  dews,  they  sing,  they  love,  they  laugh; 
Melodious  music  trembles  through  the  sky. 
And  airy  sounds  along  the  green-wood  die. 

THE  SAME. 

DlfCKStn'KD   IN  AONCIBNT  METRE. 

So,  yf  deepe  clerkes  in  tyraesof  yoresaine  trev, 
Or  poeto  eynt,  perdie,  nought  wtbly  vcw» 


The  dapper  elfins  thcyr  queint  festes  bedigfat 
Wyth  mkkle  plesauoce  on  a  mushroom  lite : 
In  acome  cupprs  they  quafien  daint  liquere. 
And  rowle  belg..rdes.  and  defflie  datinoe  yfere; 
Ful  everidele  they  nakin  rouskie  sole. 
And  sowns  aerial  1  adowne  tlie  grene  woode  flote. 


A  SOLlLOQUr, 

OCCASIONED   BY   THE   CHIRriyo  OP  A  CBASSHOPrBB. 

Havpy  inseci !  ever  blest 
With  a  more  than  mortal  rest, 
Rosy  de>^s  the  leaves  among, 
Humble  joys,  and  gentle  song! 
Wretchf  d  poet !  ever  curst. 
With  a  life  of  lives  the  worst, 
^1  desprinden<-e,  restless  fears, 
Endless  j^'alonsies  and  teirs. 

In  the  burning  su^mmer,  thou 
Warblest  on  tbe  verdant  bough, 
Me<litating  chearful  play. 
Mindless  of  the  piercing  ray; 
Scorch'd  in  Cupid's  fervours,  1 
Ever  weep  and  ever  die. 

Proud  to  gratify  ihy  will, 
Ready  Nature  waits  tbee  still : 
Balmy  wines  to  thee  she  poun. 
Weeping  through  l|ie  dewy  fiow'rs  1 
Rich  a9  those  by  Hebe  giv'n 
To  the  thirsty  sons  of  Heav'o. 

Yet  alas,  we  both  agree. 
Miserable  thou  like  me  ! 
Kach  alike  in  youth  rehearses 
CJentle  strains,  and  render  verses  ^ 
Ever  wand 'ring  far  from  home; 
Mindless  oC  the  days  to  oome, 
(Such  as  aged  Wii»u?r  brings 
Tniiibling  on  hi;!  icy  wingj') 
Both  alike  at  last  we  die; 
Tnou  art  Uarv'd,  and  so  am  (  I 


7///;  SWRr  OF  ARETHUSA. 

IRANSLAIRD    FROM   THE  .Vm  BOOB    OF  OVID'S 
METAMOKPIIOSES. 

Connectiou  to  the  former. 
Tlie  poet  describes  Cer«s  wandering  over  the 
world  in  great  aflaiciion,  to  sejirch  after  her 
daughter  Proserpina,  who  was  then  lost.  At 
last  Arcthwsa  (a  river  of  Sicily)  informs  the 
goddess  that  her  daughter  was  stolen  away  by 
1  Into,  and  carried  down  into  Hell.  Now  it 
was  ordained  by  fiite,  that  Prosperine  should 
return  again,  if  she  tasted  not  of  any  fhiitin 
the  other  world.  But  temptations  were  stronjr, 
and  the  woman  could  not  resist  eating  six  or 
se^-en  kernels  of  a  pomegranate.  However, 
to  mitifEte  the  sentence,  Jupiter  decreed  that 
she  should  reside  bot  half  tbe  year  wHh  Pluto. 
■»«  PW8  therest  with  her  mother.  Upon  tfaeso 
tccnM  Ceres  is  very  well  pacified,  and  in  com- 
^!5f"S**  desires  Aretbuaa  to  relate  her  life, 
and  fcr  what  ttmam  die  was  changed  into  a 
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Hl'sh'd  in  suspcnce  the  gathering  waters  stood. 
When  thus  began  the  parent  of  the  flood ; 
What  time  emerging  from  the  wave,  she  prest 
Her  yerdant  tresses  dropping  on  her  breast. 

'*  Of  all  the  nymphs  Achaia  boasts,"  (she  said) 
"  Was  Arethusa  once  the  fairest  maid. 
Kone  lov'd  so  well,  to  spread  in  early  dawn 
The  trembling  meshes  o'er  the  dewy  lawn : 
Tbo'  dress  and  beaaty  scarce  deserved  my  care. 
Yet  ev'ry  tongue  confessM  me  to  be  fair. 
The  charms  which  others  strive  for,  I  resign. 
And  think  it  ev*n  a  crime  to  And  them  mine ! 

"  It  chanc'd  one  mom,  returning  from  tt|e 
Weary  1  wander'd  by  a  silver  flood :  [wood, 

The  gentle  waters  scarce  were  seen  to  glide. 
And  a  calm  silence  stilPd  the  sleeping  tide; 
High  o*er  the  banks  a  grove  of  watry  trees 
Spread  its  dark  shade  that  trembled  to  the  breeze. 
(My  vest  suspended  on  the  boughs)  I  lave 
My. chilly  feet,  then  plunge  beneath  the  wave  | 
A  ruddy  light  my  blushing  limbs  dispread. 
And  the  clear  stream  half  glows  with  rosy-red. 
When  from  beneaUi  in  awful  murmurs  broke 
A  hollow  voice,  and  thus  portentous  spoke: 

**  *  My  lovely  nymph,  my  Arethusa  stay, 
Alpheus  calls  ;"  it  said,  or  seem'd  to  say — 

"Naked  and  swift  1  flew,  (my  clothes  behind) 
Fear  strung  my  nerves,  and  shame  enrag'd  my 

mind' : 
80  wing'd  with  hunger  the  fierce  eagle  flies, 
To  drive  the  trembling  turtles  through  the  skies: 
So  wing'd  with  fear  the  (rembling  turtles  spring, 
When  the  fierce  eagle  shoots  upon  the  wing. 

**  Swift-bounding  from  the  god,  I  now  survey 
Where  breezy  Paophis  and  Cyllene  lay. 
Elib'  fair  structures  open'd  on  my  eyes; 
And  waving  Erymanthus  cools  the  skies. 
At  length  unequal  ibr  the  rapid  chase 
Tremble  my  limbs,  the  god  maintains  the  race : 
O'er  hills  and  vales  with  furious  haste  I  flew  : 
O'er  hills  and  vales  the  god  behind  me  drew. 
Kow  hov'rlng  o'er,  his  length'nmg  shadow  bends, 
(  His  lengthening  shadow  the  low  Sun  extends) 
And  sudden  now,  his  sounding  steps  drew  near; 
At  least  1  seem'd  his  sounding  steps  to  hear. 
Kow  sinking,  in  short  sobs  I  gasp'd  for  breath. 
Just  in  the  jaws  of  violence  and  death. 
'  Ab,Cynthia  help !' ('twas  thus  in  thought  I  pray'd) 
*  Ah,  help  a  ravish'd,  miserable  maid ! ' 
The  virgjn-pow'r  conseqting  to  my  pray'r, 
Biflfus'd  around  a  veil  of  clouded  air: 
Lost  in  the  gloom  he  wanders  o'er  the  plain. 
And  Areth'jsa  calls,  but  oalls  in  vain ; 
In  misty  steams  th'  impervious  vapours  rise. 
Perplex  bis  guesses,  and  deceive  his  eyes. 

"  What  fears  I  felt  as  thus  enclos'd  1  stood. 
What  chilling  borrours  trembled  thro'  my  blood? 
80  pantt  the  fawn  in  silence  and  despair. 
When  Uie  grim  wolf  runs  howling  thro*  the  hiir : 
So  sits  the  lev'ret,  when  the  hound  pursues 
His  trembling  prey,  and  winds  the  tainted  dews. 

''Sudden  my  cheek  with  flashing  colour  bums. 
Pale  swoons,  and  sickly  fears  suooeed  by  tarns : 
Cold  creeps  my  blood,  its  pulses  beat  no  more : 
Big  drops  of  sweat  ascend  from  ev'ry  pore ; 
Adown  my  locks  the  pearly  dews  distill. 
And  each  full  eye  pours  forth  a  gushing  rill; 
Now  all  at  once  my  melting  limbs  decay. 
In  •De  dear  stream  disBoMig  &st  away.** 


"  The  god  soon  saw  me  floating  o'er  the  plain. 
And  straight  resum'd  hiswarry  form  again — 
Instant,  Diana  smote  the  trembling  joound ; 
Down  msh  my  waters  with  a  murm'ring  sound  ; 
Thence  darkling  thro'  th'  infernal  regbns  stray. 
And  in  the  Delian  plains  review  the  day." 


jiNGERIANUS  DE  CJBLIA, 

(bpic.  40.) 

QnuM  dormiret   Amor,   rapuit  clam  pulchra 
pharetranf 

CsHa,  surreptft  flevit  Amorpbaretri. 
"  Noli  (Cypris  ait)  sic  flere  Ctipido ;  pharetraill 

Pnlchra  tibi  rapuit  C«elia,  restitn^ 
Non  opns  est  illi  calamis,  non  ignibns :  nrit 

Voce,  manu,  gressu,  pectore,  fronte,  octiUi.»* 


CUPID  MISTAKEN. 

PttOM  THE   SPOltrS   OF   CUPID,   WRIITEN   BT   AN- 
GEKIANUS. 

IMITATED  AND  BNLARGBD. 

As  fast  beside  a  murm'ring  stream. 
In  blissful  visions  Cupid  lay, 
Chloe,  as  she  softly  came, 
Snatch'd  his  golden  shafts  away. 

From  place  to  place  in  sad  surprize 
The  little  angry  godhead  flew: 
Trembling  in  his  ruddy  eyes 
Hung  the  pearly  drops  of  dew* 

So  on  the  rose  (in  blooming  May, 
When  purple  Phoebus  rises  bright) 
Liquid  gems  of  silver  lay, 

Pierc'd  with  glitt'ring  streams  of  light. 

Fair  Venus  with  a  tender  languish 
Smiling,  thus  her  son  address 
As  he  murmur'd  out  his  anguish 
Trembling  on  her  snowy  breast : 

*<  Peace,  gentle  infant,  I  implori!^ 
Nor  lavish  precions  tears  in  vain; 
Chloe,  when  tfiejest  is  o'er, 
Brings  the  useless  shafts  again* 

"  Can  Chloe  need  the  shafts  of  love, 
Voung,  blooming,  witty,  plump,  and  fair  ? 
Charms  and  raptures  round  her  move,  ^ 

Murm'ring  sighs,  and  deep  despair. 

«  Millions  for  her  unheeded  die. 
Millions  to  her  their  blessings  owe  ; 
Ev'ry  motion  of  her  eye 

Murders  more  than  Capid's  bow.*' 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADT^ 

FTTH   MIU   PirrOll'S  mSCBLLAMT* 

These  various  strains,  where  ev'ry  talent  ohamu^ 
Where  humour  pleases,  or  where  passion  \ 
(Strains  I  where  the  tender  and  subliiDe  < 
A  Sappho's  sweetness,  and  a  Homer's  fire) 
Attend  their  doom,  and  wait  with  glad  suiprise 
Th'  impaitial  justice  of  Cleora's  eye^ 
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*Ti8  htrd  to  say,  what  mysteries  of  fete. 
What  titms  of  foiriine  on  px>d  writers  wait. 
The  party-slave  will  wound  'eui  as  he  cau. 
And  damos  the  merit,  if  he  hates  the  man. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  bardH  with  wit  and  laurels  crowned, 
Bless'd  in  er.ch  strain,  in  ev'ry  art  renownVI, 
Misled  by  pride,  and  taught  to  sin  by  pow'r. 
Still  search  around  for  those  they  may  devour; 
Like  savajje  monarcbs  on  a  guilty  throne, 
Who  crush  all  might;  that  can  invade  their  own. 
Others  who  hate,  yet  want  the  soul  to  dare, 
So  ruin  bards — as  beau^  dcHieive  the  fair: 
On  the  pU!as»d  ear  their  soft  deceits  employ  5 
Smiling  th(y  wound,  and  praise  but  to  destruy. 
These  are  th»  unhappy  cringes  of  modem  days, 
Aud  can  the  best  of  pwts  hope  for  praise  ? 

How  suiiill  a  part  tjf  human  blessings  sbare 
The  wi!>e,  Uic  good,  the  noble,  or  tlie  folr ! 
Short  is  the  date  unhappy  wit  can  boast, 
A  b'aze  of  glory  in  a  moment  lost, 
F»rtuup,  stilt  envious  of  the  great  man's  praise« 
C'lrses  tbe  coxromb  with  a  lergih  of  days. 
S>  (Hoct'>r  dead)  amid  the  female  quire, 
Unmanly  Paris  tnnM  the  silver  lyre, 

Atteml  ye  Britons  1  in  so  just  a  cause 
Tis  sure  a  fscandal,  to  withhold  applause  ; 
Kor  let  posterity  reviling  say, 
Thus  unrpgarcled  Fcnton  pass'd  away  ! 
Yet  if  the  Muse  may  faiih  or  merit  claim, 
(A  Muse  too  just  to  bribe  with  venal  fame) 
Soon  Shalt  thou  shine  "  in  majesty  avow'd  ; 
As  thy  own  goHd«'SS  breaking  thro'  a  cloud."  ' 
Fame,  like  a  nation-d<?bt,  tho'  long  delayed, 
With  mighty  interest  must  at  last  be  paid. 

Like  Vinci's  strokes,  thy  verses  we  bpho!d  j 
CoireciJy  graceful,  aud  with  labour  bold. 
At  Sappho's  woes  we  breathe  ^  tender  sigh, 
And  the  soft  sorn»w  steals  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Here  Spenser's  thoughts  in  solemn  numbers  roll, 
iiere  lofty  Mil<on  seems  to  lift  the  soul. 
There  sprightly  Chaucer  charms  our  hours  away 
With  stories  quaint,  and  gentle  roundelay. 
Muse !  at  that  name  each  thought  of  pride 
recall. 
Ah,  think  how  soon  the  wise  and  glorious  fall  I 
What  though  the  sisters  ev'iy  grace  impart, 
To  smooth  thy  verse,  and  captivate  the  heart: 
What  though  your  charms,  my  fair  Cleora !  sbin^ 
fright  as  vour  eyes,  and  as  your  sex  divipe : 
Yet  shall  the  vei^ses,  and  the  charms  decay. 
The  boast  of  y^uth,  tbe  blessing  of  a  day ! 
Nt>t  Chaucer's  beauties  could  survive  the  rage 
Of  wasting  envy,  and  devouring  age : 
One  mjnjried  heap  of  ruin  now  we  see : 
Thus  Chaucer  is,  and  Fenton  thus  shall  be  I 


TO  MR.  POPE. 


To  move  the  springs  of  nature  as  we  please, 
Totbmk  with  spirit,  but  to  write  with  ease: 
With  living  words  to  warm  the  conscious  heart, 
Or  please  ibe  soul  with  nicercharmsof  art. 
For  this  the  Grecian  soar'd  in  epic  strains. 
And  softer  Maro  left  the  Mantuan  plains : 
lleiodk)US  Spenser  felt  tbe  lovei'b  fire. 
And  awful  Milton  strung  his  Heav^lly  lyre. 

■  £pi6tie  to  Southerae, 


Tis  yours,  like  these,  with  curious  toil  to  fnce 
The  powers  of  language,  harmony,  and  grace. 
How  nature's  self  with  living  lustre  shines; 
How  judgment  strengthens,  and  how  art  re6nes  j 
How  to  grow  bold  with  cons<'iou>«  sense  of  fame. 
And  force  a  pleasure  which  we  dare  not  blame: 
To  charm  us  more  thro*  negligence  than  pains. 
And  ^ive  ev'n  life  and  action  to  the  straius : 
T^d  by  some  law,  whose  pow'rful  impulse  guides 
Kach  happy  stroke,  and  in  the  sou!  presides : 
Some  feirer  fmagc  of  perfection,  giv'n 
T'  inspire  mankind,  itself  deriv*d  from  Heav'o. 

O  ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with  pra-se  ; 
Blest  in  thy  life,  ami  blest  in  all  thy  lays! 
Add  that  the  sisters  ev'ry  thought  refine : 
Orev*n  thy  life  be  faultless  as  thy  line; 
Yet  envy  still  with  fiercer  rage  pursues. 
Obscures  the  viitue,  and  defames  the  Muse. 
A  soul  like  thine,  in  pains,  in  grief  resigned. 
Views  wiih  vain  scorn  the  malice  of  mankiud : 
Not  critics,  but  their  planets  prove  unjust : 
And  are  they  blamM  who  sin  because  they  nmst  ? 

Yet  sure  not  so  must  all  perusi*  thy  lays  ; 
I  cannot  rival — and  yet  dare  to  praise. 
A  thousand  charms  at  once  my  thoughts  engage, 
Sappho^s  soft  sweetness,  Phidar's  warmer  rage, 
Statius*  free  vigour,  VirgiPb  studiuus  care. 
And  Homer^s  force,  and  Grid's  easier  air. 

So  seems  some  picture,  wheie  exact  design. 
And  curious  pains,  aud  stiength  and  sweetness 
join :  [tows. 

Where  the  free  thought  its  pleasing  grace  bfts- 
Andeach  warm  stroke  with  living  colour  glows: 
Soft  without  weakness,  without  labour  fair ; 
Wrought  up  at  once  with  happiness  and  care ! 

How  blest  the  man  that  from  ihe  Morld retnovei 
To  joys  that  Mordauot,  or  his  Pope  approves; 
Whose  taste  exact  each  author  can  explore, 
And  live  the  prei>enl  aud  past  age»  o^er : 
\^'ho  free  from  i»ri<le,  from  penitence,  or  strife. 
Move  calujy  furnard  to  the  verge  of  lifer 
Such  be  my  days,  and  such  my  fortunes  be. 
To  live  by  rcasr)n,  aud  to  write  by  fliee  ! 

Nor  deem  this  v'crse,tho'  humble,  thy  disgrace; 
All  are  not  born  the  glory  of  their  race : 
Yet  all  are  bom  t'  adore  the  great  man*s  name,  • 
And  trace  his  footsteps  in  the  paths  to  fame. 
The  MuiT,  who  now  thih  early  homage  pays. 
First  leam'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays: 
A  Muse  as  yet  unhonour*d,  but  unstain*d, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gaio'd; 
UiibittssM  or  to  censure  or  commend. 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend  ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  tliose  virtues  known. 
And  fix  her  fame  immortal  ou  thy  own. 


THE  SIXTH  TBEBJtD  OF  STATWS. 

TRAMSLATBD    Unt)    £NGLISH ;    Wnn   MOTES. 

Curritnr  ad  vocem  jucundam,  k,  carmen  amies 
Thebaidos,  letam  fecit  cum  Statins  urbero, 
Prumisttque  dienp :  Unt&  dulcedioe  captos 
Afficit  ille  animos-*^  Jut.  Sat  7, 


ARCUMENT  TO  TBB   WBOtB  THSBAIO. 

Oboipos  the  son  of  Laius^  king  of  llkcbesi  was 
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m  his  tnfincy  expos'd  to  wild  beasts  upon  tbe 
moontains ;   but  by  some  miracaious  preser- 
TatJon  h«  escayed  this  danger,  and  afterwards, 
by  mistake,  slew  his  own  father,  as  they  con- 
tended for  tbe  way.  He  then  married  Jocasta, 
queen  of  Thehes.  whom  he  Knew  not  to  be  h.s 
mother,  and  had  by  her  two  sonit,  Etheoclcs 
and  Po'ynices ;    who,  after  their  father  had 
put  out  his  eyes,  and  banished  himself  from 
Thebes,  agreed  between  themselves  to  govem 
year  by  year  interchangeably.  But  this  agree- 
ment was  ill  observed.     £tbeoc)es,  when  his 
date  of  government  was  expired,  refused  to 
resign  it  to  Polynices :  who,  in  his  rage,  fled 
to  Adnistus,  kin<  of  Argos,  to  implon^  assist- 
ance against  his  brather.     Adrastus  received 
tbe  young  prince  with  all  imaginable  t(*nder- 
ness,  and  gave  him  in  marrin;;e  to  his  fair 
daughter  Dei pyle,  as  the  oracles>  had  apfioiut- 
ed.     He  then,  with  the  assistance  of  his  allies, 
undertakes  to  settle  Polynices  on  the  thix>nc, 
anrl  to  depose  Etheocies.     l^pon  this,  Thebes 
is  besiegeid,    and    after   several    encounters, 
tbe  difference  is  at  last  decided  by  the  duel 
and  death  of  the  two  brothers.     This  is  the 
main  action  of  the  poem. 
Besides  this,- by  way   of  an  undcr-action>  the 
poet  has  interwoven  another  distinct  siory. 
The  goddess  Venos  is  resolved  to  revenge  her- 
•  self^  upon  the  T^mnians,  because  they  neg- 
lected all  sacrifices  to  her.     She  lirst  disgu»ts 
the  men  with  their  wives,  an  J  then  in  return 
spirits  up  the  women  into  a  resolution  of  mur- 
dering their  husbands.     This  horrible  design 
was  executed  by  each  of  them,  except  Hyp- 
sipyle,   who  saved  her  father  Thoas.     Some 
time   afterwards  this    alsi>   was   discovered. 
Hypsipyle,  to  avoid  the  fury  of  the   women 
fled  to  the  sea-shore ;   where  she  was  taken 
by  the  pirates,  and  presented  by  them  to  kuig 
Lycurgus,  who  made  her   nurse  to  his  son 
Archemorus.  The  dominions  of  this  prince  lay 
directly  in  tlie  way  from  Argos  to  Thebc*. 
As  Adrastus  and   his    allies  were  roarchin;; 
thither,  the  troops  were  ready  to  perish  for 
want  of  water.     They  chanced  in  a  wood  to 
meet  Hypsipyle^who  pitying  their  misfortunes, 
lays  down  in  haste  her  young  child,  and  shows 
theifa  a  spring  that  could  never  be  drained. 
She  receives  the   thanks  of   Adrastus,   and 
having  at  his  request  recited  her  own  adven- 
tnres,  retunis  back,  and  finds  the  young  in- 
font  Archemorus  just  kiU'd  by  a  serpent.     Her 
coafbsion  and  fears  are  described  in  an  excel- 
lent speech  upon  that  occasion.    Tlie  Grecians 
kill  the  serpent,  and  in  honour  of  the  dead 
prince  perform  all  tbe  rites  of  burial ;  which 
is  the  subject  of  this  present  book. 
First  of  all  it  begins  with  an  historical  account 
of  the  Nemaean  games,  then   follows  the  fu- 
oeral,  with  a  more  particular  description  of 
hewing  the  forests,  and  offering  their  hair  to 
the  deceased.    The  anguish  of  Adrastus,  the 
lameotatkms  of  Eurydke,  and  the  silence  of 
Hypsipyle.  are  extremely  well  adapted  to  na- 
ture.    A  monument  is  erected  to  the  memory 
of  Archemorus,  which  is  ornamented  with  the 
whole  story  in  sculpture.     After  this  succeed 
tbe  funeral   games;    the  ebahot-Face,  the 


foot-race,  the  discns,  the  fisrht  with  the  caeHjis, 
the  wrestling,  and  8h»»otinj?of  arrows;  which 
last  en«l8  with  a  pnvUpy,  foreboding  that  none 
of  the  confederate  princes  should  return  from 
tbe  war,  except  Adrastus. 


gooN  mournful  fame  through  ev'ry  town  pro- 
claims 
The  rites  of  sepulture,  ami  Grecian  games : 
What  mighty  chiefs  should  glory  give  or  gain, 
Prepared  to  combat  on  the  listed  pUiu. 
Theie  honours  first  the  great  Alcides  paid 
To  please  old  Pelop's  venerable  shade : 
Wh;n  time  near  Pisa  lie  inhumed  the  dead. 
And  bouni  with  olive-wveaths  his  dusty  head. 
These,  with  new  hopc»  glad  Pho>  is  next  bestow'd^ 
When   python  sunk  beneath  her  bowyer  g(xl.^ 
The-^  at  ill  religion  to  Palaxmon  pays 
(Religion  Minded  with  a  kugth  of  days) 
When  han^iinsT  o'er  the  deep  in  anguish  raves 
His  ruyal  mother  •  to  the  mounding  waves ; 
O'er  eith'»r  Isthmus  floats  the  mingled  moan. 
And  distant  I'hcbe  answers  ^jroan  for  groan. 
The  pious  games  be;;in,  with  loud  alarms. 
Here  the  youtiic  wai\'ioiirs  iiist  pieludc  in  arms: 
r.ach  hloom'Tig  ycv»^h  At>nii  send-*  to  fame. 
And  each  dear  obj.'CT  tothe  I'yrian  dame; 
Who  once  emhm'd  in  blood,  shall  heap  around 
Hi^'h  hilts  «»f  shin,  au:l  delu-e  all  the  ground. 

The  youthful  s;iilor5i  thufe  with  early  care 
Thuir  anu>expcr.cucc,  a.id  for  sea  prepare  : 
On  some  suitxjth  lake  iheir  lighter  oars  essay. 
And  Icani  the  dangc  li  o!  the  watry  way ; 
But  once  grown  boid,   they   laach    before  the 

W  U'l 

Eager  end  ivvift,  nor  turn  thoir  eyes  behind* 

Aurora  now,  fair  daughter  of  the  day, 
WarmM  the  clear  cirient  w'ix'.\  a  b'ushinv:  ray; 
Swift  from  mankind  the  pow'r  of  slumbers  flew ; 
And  the  pale  Moon  her  ^liuim'ring  beams  with- 
drew. 
0*er  the  loug  woods  the  matin  dirges  run. 
And  shrieks  of  sorrow  wake  ttie  rising  Sun. 

Th'  unhappy  father,  father  now  no  more. 
His  bosom  beat,  his  ajrcd  hairs  he  tore : 
Bcs'.de  him  lay  each  oni  uneut  of  state. 
To  make  him  wretched,  as  they  made  him  great. 
Wi'h  more  than  female  grief  the  motlier  cries, 
And  wringing  both  her  hands,  obtests  the  skies; 
Bendini;  she  weeps  upon  th'  extendwl  slain. 
Bathes  ev'ry  wound,  returns,  and  weeps  again, 

fin  I  when  the  kiugs  in  sad  and  solemn  woe, 
Enter»d  the  dome,  majestically  i4ow  : 
(As  if  jvist  then  the  trembling  babe  was  found. 
And  life's  last  blood  came  issuing  thro'  the  wound) 
Breast  took  from  breast  tlie  melancholy  strain. 
And  patising  nature  wept,  and  sob'd  again. 
Coufus'd  each  Grecian  bangs  his  guilty  head,  . 
And  weeps  a  flood  of  tears  to  wail  the  dead. 

Mean  while  Adra>tus  bears  tbe  friendly  part. 
And  with  kind  words  consoles  the  father's  heait. 
He  marks  th'  eternal  orders  of  the  sky. 
And  proves  that  man  was  bom  to  grieve  and  dte; 
Now  tells  him  Heav'u  will  future  children  seud 
To  heii  his  kingdom,  and  his  years  defeud, 

>  Xieuoothoc* 
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Id  fain  the  cfaarmer  pleads,  unboiinded  flow 
The  parent's  tears,  in  violence  of  woe. 
He  bears  no  more  than  storms  that  thond'ring 
Jlegard  the  sailors  vows,  or  piercing  cries,   [rise. 
And  the  vild  hoirour  of  their  stony  eyes. 

Apart,  a  crowd  of  friends  the  bier  bcstrow 
With  cypress-boughs :  then  place  the  straw  be- 
low, [spread. 
The  second  rank  with  short.Iiv'd   flowers  they 
Which  soon  must  fade*  and  wither  like  the  dead. 
Arabian  odours  from  the  third  diffuse 
A  grateful  smoke,  and  weep  in  fragrant  dews. 
Above  from  heaps  of  gold  bright  colours  stream. 
And  deeper  purple  shoots  a  sanguine  gleam. 

Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay 
In  lonely  woods,  to  mangling  dogs  a  prey. 
Beart-wounded  at  the  sight,  in  anguish  stands 
Eurydice,  and  spreads  her  trembling  hands ; 
Then  turns  her  eyes,  half  dying  with  a  groan, 
For  kindred  miseries  so  like  her  own. 
Arms,  scepters,  jewels,  on  the  dead  they  throw. 
And  sacrifice  all  grandeur  to  their  woe. 
As  if  the  hero,  deck'd  with  warlike  spoil. 
Was  home  in  triumph  to  the  ftui'ral  pyle. 
Yet  as  due  rites,  with  kind  affection  paid. 
Can  add  some  honours  to  the  infant-shade ; 
Hence  rose  magnificence,  and  solemn  tears. 
With  presents  suited  to  maturer  years. 

Long  time  wilh  early  hope>s  Lycnrgug  fed 
A  breed  of  coursers  sacred  to  the  dead. 
A  glitt'ring  helm  was  safely  plac*d  apart, 
And  purple  trappings  of  Sidonian  art : 
And  ironsecrated  spears,  (a  deadly  store) 
Kadiant  nndkeen,  as  yet  unstain'd  with  gore. 
The  pious  mother  thus,  de<'eiv'd  too  late 
Like  her  fond  spouse,  reservM  a  crown  of  state. 
And  royal  robes,  overwrought  with  rising  flow'rs; 
The  silent  growth  of  solitary  hours. 
These  and  the  rest  at  oncp,  the  furious  sire 
Dooms  in  distraction  to  the  greedy  fire. 

Meanwhile,  assembled  by  the  seer's  commands. 
To  raise  the   pyre,  crowd    thick  the   Grecian 

bands, 
From  Nemee  these,  and  Terope's  lofty  crown. 
Tumble  whole  heaps  of  crashing  forests  down : 
Their  airy  brows  the  naked  hills  display. 
And  earth  once  more  beholds  the  face  of  day.    . 
Deep  groan  the  groves :  on  rufHing  pinions  rise 
Birds  after  birds  i  the  angry  savage  flies. 
Itaicred  through  time,  from  age  to  age  it  stood, 
A  wide-spread,  gloomy,  venerable  wood  ; 
Older  than  man,  and  evVy  sylvan  maid. 
Who  haunts  the  grot,  or  skims  along  the  glade. 
Stietch'd  o*er  the  ground'tbe  towering  oaks  were 

■een. 
The  foodful  beech,  and  cypress  ever  green : 
The  nuptial  elm,  and  mountain-holm  entire, 
The  pitchy  tree  that  feeds  the  fun'ral  fire : 
The  resin  soft,  and  solitary  yew, 
FSor  ever  dropping  with  unwholesome  dew  ; 
The  poplar  trembling  o*er  the  silver  flood. 
The  warrior  ash  that  reeks  in  hostile  blood, 
Tb'  advent'rous  fir  that  sails  the  vast  profound. 
And   pine,   fresh   bleeding  from  tb'   odorous 


jyi  at  one  time  the  nodding  forests  bend, 
4nd  with  a  crash  together  all  descend, 
I^oud  as  when  blost>ring  Boreas  issues  forth. 
To  bring  tb^  sweeping  whirlwind  from  the  north : 


Sudden  and  swift  as  kindling  flames  >risa» 
Float  o'er  the  fields,  and  blace  unto  the  skies. 
The  sinking  grove  resounds  with  frequent  { 
Sylvanus  starts,  and  hoary  Pafes  moans. 
I'l-embling  and  slow  the  guardian-nymphs  retire. 
Or  clasp  the  tree,  and  perish  m  the  fire. 
So  when  some  chief    (the  city  storm'd)  coi»> 
.  mands 
Revenge  and  plunder  to  his  furious  hands: 
Ere  yet  he  speaks  the  domes  in  ruin  lay ; 
They  strike,  they  level,i}eize  and  bear  away* 

Sacred  to  Heav'n  and  Hell,  the  mourners  rear 
Two  massy  altars,  pointing  in  the  air. 
The  pious  rites  begin,  in  mournful  strains 
The  music  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains; 
Whose  pow'rful  sounds  th'  unwilling  ghosts obejE, 
And,  pale  and  shiv'ring,  mount  the  realmsof  day. 
First  Pelops  taught  these  melancholy  strains^ 
When  Niobe's  fond  o£&pring  prest  the  plains : 
Six  blooming  youths,  and  six  fair  virgins  fell. 
Sent  by  fierce  Cynthia  to  the  shades  of  Hell, 
Incence  and  oil  upon  the  pile  they  throw. 
And  mighty  monarchs  mighty  gifts  bestow, 
Higb-rais'd  in  air  the  mournful  bier  is  bora* 
Dejected  chiefs  Lycurgus'  train  adorn ; 
The  female  sex  around  the  mother  crowd, 
And  weep  and  sob,  and  vent  their  griefs  alond  i' 
Behind,  Hypsipyle's  soft  sorrows  flow 
Silent,  and  fast,  in  eloquence  of  woe. 
Each  heaving  bosom  draws  a  deeper  sigh. 
And  the  hie:  passion  bursts  from  ev'ry  eye. 
1*hus  while  the  crystal  tears  unbounded  tan. 
In  piercing  shrieks  Rurydice  began. 
"  Ah  !    dearest  child  I    amid  these  nBOumM 
dames 
I  never  thought  to  give  thee  to  th'^  flames ! 
How  could  1  rJream  of  sorrows  and  of  death 
I^  the  first  moments  of  thy  infant  breath  ? 
How  could  I  dread  these  bloody  wars  to  see  ; 
Or  deem  that  Thebes  should  ever  murder  thee  } 
WhatjBudden  vengeance  wiixg'd  with  wrath  di- 
Pursiies  me  still,  and  curses  all  my  line  ?     [vine 
Yet  Cadmus'  sons  in  e^^se  and  plenty  liv«. 
Blest  with  each  joy  th'  indulging  pow'rs  cangivej; 
So  mourning  dames  in  sable  weeds  appear, 
To  bathe  the  last  cold  ashes  with  a  tear, 

<*  Wretch  that  1  was,  too  fondly  to  believe 
A  faithless  slave,  a  wand'ring  fugitive  ! 
Pious  she  told  the  melancholy  tale 
With  fair  invention,  pow'rful  to  prevail ; 
Is  this  that  guardian  of  the  Lemnian  state,     « 
Wl)o  snaU'h'd  her  father  from  the  jaws  of  fiite} 

'*  Ah  no !  herself  the  bloody  furies  join'd, 
^nd  vowM  like  those,  destruction  to  mankind  I 
Is  this  her  care;  to  leave  in  wooils  alone 
Her  prince,  nay  more,  an  in&nt  not  her  own  } 
Suppose  through  pity  or  neglect  she  stray'd, 
(While  my  dear  child  lay  trembling  in  the  shade) 
Unknowing  of  the  monsters  wild  and  vast, 
AVho  haunt  the  gloomy  groves,  or  dreary  waste; 
Each  murm'ring  fount  that  quivers  to  the  breeae, 
Each  dymg  gale  that  pants  upon  the  traes. 
Sudden  by  tuiDs  distract  an  infisnt'S  eaiB, 
And  death  attends  th'  imaghiBiy  iean. 

'*  Hail  thou  dear  in£Knt  I  wretched««arly  giiccts    ' 
Mnrder'd  by  her  who  ought  to  kve  thee  most 
Whose  hands  sustain'd  thee,  and  whose  mono 
charm'd,  [wmM: 

Whose  eye  o'enaw  thee^  and 
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Wlw  diyld  thy  cbeeka  whh  Araams  of  crystal 
drowned,  [sound. 

And  taugkttiiy  ^roice  to  frsme  the  laalt*ring 
Uingfateful  wretch,  may  grief  thy  years  conMme, 
And  pains  eternal  bend  thee  to  (he  tomb ! 
Tear  her,  ye  warriors,  tear  her  from  my  eyes. 
Deaf  Id  her  vows,  her  penitence,  or  cries: 
Deqp  m  her  bosom  drive  th'  avenging  dart. 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  her  faithless  heart 
In  the  same  moment  PU  resign  my  breath. 
Satiate  with  fury,  and  content  in  death  J" 

She  spake,  and  starting  saw  the  Lemnian  maid, 
As  in  the  silence  of  her  soni  she  pray^ : 
Soddn  her  rage  Tekindies  at  the  view, 
And  trickling  down  her  cheeks  descend  the  drops 

of  dew. 
'*  Bear,  oh  yechieft,  this  female  curse  away. 
Who  adds  a  horrour  to  the  fnn'ral  day. 
Who  with  a  smile  profisiies  the  matron's  moan, 
And  triumphs  m  misfortunes  not  her  own." 
She  said,  and  sinking  diew  a  ftdnter  sigh. 
Bageatop'd  her  vone^  and  grief  o'erwhelmed 

her  eye  J 
Thenpe  skiwly  moving  thro^  the  crowd  she  went 
By  -aileht  steps,  in  suHen  discontent. 

So  when  the  holy  priest  with  curious  eyes, 
Dooms  some  Hit  heifer  to  the  sacrifice. 
Or  the  gaunt  Ikm  behrs  her  thro*  the  wood. 
As  doam  her  sale  distils  the  life-warm  blood : 
The  mother-beast,  dejected,  and  abne. 
Fours  to  the  winds  her  lamentable  moan. 
With  mournful  kicks  she  paces  from  the  plain. 
And  often  goes,  and  often  turns  again. 

"Hie  ftthcr  now  unbares  his  reverend  head ; 
His  silver  locks  he  scatters  &er  the  dead : 
Tben  with  a  sigh,  the  veneiable  man 
Thus  to  the  parent  of  the  gods  began. 

*'  If  Jove's  almighty  wisdom  can  deceive. 
Curst  ia  the  man  who  fondly  will  believe  I 
These  sacred  hairs,  kmg  from  the  razor  free, 
1  bore,  a  pkns  gift  reserv'd  for  thee : 
What  time  Opheltcs*  youthful  cheeks  resign 
Their  tender  down,  an  offering  at  thy  shrine. 
In  vain    the  sullen  priest  refused  my  pray'r. 
And  acatt*ring  winds  disperst  it  all  in  air. 
Tsar  then  my  fingers,  tear  them  from  my  head. 
The  la<t  sad  office  to  the  worthy  dead!" 

Mean  while  the  kindling  brand  awakes  the 
Th*  unwilling  pareots  silently  retire ;  [fire, 

High-lifted  shields,  that  intercept  the  light 
In  one  dark  cirde,  hide  the  mournful  sight. 
The  flying  em'ralds  crackle  in  the  bJazc, 
And  fiery  rabies  strean^  with  sanguine  rays. 
In  shining  rills  the  treoBbling  silver  Sows, 
And  dearer  gold  with  flaming  lustre  glows. 
In  balmy  ckMids  Anbia's  odours  rise. 
To  waft  their  grateful  fragrance  to  the  skies. 
Rich  urns  of  milk,  tott'ring,  their  streams  in-. 

dine,  i 
Mingling  with  bload,  and  ting'd  with  sable  wine. 

Sev^i  mournful  cohorts  (as  their  chieftains 
lead) 
With  arms  reverst  pace  sfowly  round  the  dead ; 
Now  moving  to  the  left,  enclose  the  pyce» 
And  scatter  heaps  of  dust  to  sink  the  fire. 
Thrice  jmn  their  spears,  thrice  clash  their  sound- 
ing shields  I 
Four  limes  the  females  shriek,  and  clamour  fills 
the  fields. 


Remote  from  these,  another  fire  they  feed 
With  iirsdhig  victims  of  the  woolly  breed. 
Intent  in  thought  the  pkms  augur  stands. 
Approves  the  rites,  inspires  the  fainting  bands : 
Calmly  dissembling  in  his  anxious  mind 
Each  sad  presage  of  miseries  behind. 

Returning  firom  the  right  with  loud  aUrms, 
Again  the  warriors  beat  their  clatt'ring  arms: 
Shields,  lances,  helms,  the  sinking  flames  o*er«  • 

spread, 
A  friend's  last  pledges  to  the  warlike  dead. 
Full  on  the  winds  the  swelling  mtisic  floats. 
And  Neraee*s  shades  poor  back  the  length'niag 
notes. 

So  when  the  trumpeter  with  lab'ring  breath 
Shakes  the  wide  fields,  and  sounds  the  chaige  of 

death : 
The  blood  fermenting  feels  a  gentle  heat. 
Quick  roA  the  eyes,  and  fast  the  puiseji  beat : 
£'er  yet  their  rage  the  martial  god  controls, 
Nor  swells  their  nerves,  nor  ru!«heson  their  souls. 

Now  careful  Night  in  sober  weeds  array 'd. 
O'er  the  clear  skies  extends  her  dosky  shade. 
They  bend  the  copious  goblet  o'er  the  pyre. 
And  quench  with  wine  the  yet  -remaining  fire. 

Nine  times  his  course  bright  Lucifer  had  roll'd. 
And  ev'oing  Vesper  decked  his  rays  with  gold : 
Now  o'er  the  urn  the  sacred  earlh  they  spread: ' 
And  raise  a  monument  to  grace  the  dead. 
Here  in  relief  the  Lemnian  virgin  stands. 
Who  points  the  grateful  spring  to  Grecia's  bands: 
There  young  Opheltes  breathes  his  dying  moan. 
And  seems  to  shiver,  and  turn  pale  in  stone  ; 
In  waving  spires  the  serpent  floats  along. 
And  rolls  his  eyes  in  death,  and  darts  his  forky 
tongue. 

By  this,  the  pleas'd  spectators  in  a  row, 
Throng  the  green  Circus,  and  enjoy  the  show. 
Deep  in  the  bosom  of  a  vale  it  stood, 
Sacred  to  sports,  and  overhung  with  wood : 
A  darker  green  its  grassy  surface  crowns. 
And  smoothly  swims  the  car  along  thedowni. 
Long  ere  the  dawn  of  mom  the  mingling  throng 
Spreads  o'er  the  plam,  and  man  bears  man  along : 
(Not  half  such  numbers  crowd  the  sacred  space. 
Wliere  yearly  honours  dead  Palsmon  grace ;) 
Confus'd  delight !  the  fiiir,  the  gay,  the  sage. 
And  boastful  youth,  and  deep-disceming  age. 

Twice 'fifty  steers  along  the  plains  they  drew. 
As  many  mother-cows  of  sabfe  hue ; 
As  many  heifers  raise  their  youthful  horns, 
Whose  front  as  yet,  no  blaze  of  white  adorns. 

High  o'er  the    people,    wrought  with  lively 
giace. 
Shine  the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race: 
Each  speaking  figure  seems  to  louch  the  soul. 
And  life  and  motion  animate  the  whole. 
Here  lab'ring  Hercules  with  anguish  preat 
The  Puaring  lion  to  his  man  y  bteast. 
Inspired  with  art  th*  historic  tigiires  rise. 
And  ev'n  in  sculpture  live,  and  meet  the  eyes. 
Here  revYend  inachus  extends  his  side 
O'er  the  green  margin  of  his  silver  tide  j 
Trausfonu'd,  behind  him  fearful  1<$  stood, 
And  cropt  the  grass  beside  her  Other's  flood  ; 
She  mixes  with  the  herd  her  mournful  cries, 
And  often  turns,  and  watcl  es  Argus'  eyes. 
Her,  from  the  Pharinu  coasi  indulging  Jove 
TransfcriM  imoioitui,  to  the  realm:»  aimy: 
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still  in  her  fanes  the  sable  Meropbian  bows. 
And  eastern  Ma^i  pay  their  early  vows. 
Here  Tantalus  amid  thepow'rs  divine 
Lifts  the  deep  s^ibletrrown'd  with  spark  ling  wine: 
Nor  stands  (as  poets  sing;  in  streams  below. 
Still  dlh^t  with  life,  yet  faied  still  to  woe» 
The  wretch  for  ever  pines,  the  streams  for  ever 
flow. 
There  Pelops  lashes  on  with  loosened  reins 
Neptune*s  fl^'  t  coursers  o'er  the  smoking  plains: 
behind  his  rival  ti'er  the  rapid  steed 
Hangs  immiuent — and  drives  with  equal  speed. 
Arrysius  here  in  thoughtful  posture  stands : 
There  brave  Chora^hus  lifts  his  bleeding  hands. 
Here  ain'rous  Jove  descending  an  of  old. 
Impregnates  Danae  withashow'rofgold. 
Her  blushes  Amymone  strivts  to  hide, 
Comprestby  Neptune  in  the  silver  tide. 
Alemena  there  young  Herculctf  admired. 
As  her  head  blazes  with  three  lambent  fires. 

Here  Belns*  sons  at  Hymen's  altars  stand. 
And  join  with  hearts  averse  the  friendly  band : 
A  faithless  smile  of  ill-dissembled  grace 
ScemM  mo^t  to  flatter  in  l!)g>*sthus'  face : 
As  the  calm  villain  with  severe  delight 
Acts  in  his  mind  the  murders  of  the  night. 

Now  ev'ry  bosom  beats  with  hopes,  or  fear, 
The  clamours  thicken, and  tl)e  crowd  draws  near. 
Inspire  the  muse,  to  sing  each  hero's  deeds, 
O  pow'r  of  verse  I  and  name,  andgen*rou9  steeds. 
Before,  afar,  Arion  Ix^ats  the  plain  ;  [inaoe  : 
Loose  to  the  breeze  hi^rh-danc'd  his  floating 
Immortal  steed  !  whom  first  th'  earth-sbaker's 

hand  « 

TamMto  the  Icsh,  and  drove  along  the  strand: 
Though  restless  as  the  wintry  surges  roll, 
And  furious  still,  and  unsubdtiM  of  youl. 
MixM  with  his  walry  steeds  the  god  he  bore 
To  Lybian SjTtes,  orih'  Ionian  shore: 
Swift  flew  the  rapid  car,  ai>d  left  behind 
The  noise  of  tempests,  and  the  wings  of  wind. 
To  jrlory  next  great  Hercules  he  drew. 
O'er  hills,  and  vales,  and  craggy  rock*  he  flew : 
Then  to  Adrastus'  government  was  eiv'n 
Th'  immortal  coursp r,  and  the  gift  of  Heav'n. 
The  royal  hand  by  duedtgrees  reclaim'd, 
And  length  of  years  his  stubborn  >pirit  tam'd : 
Him  now  with  many  a  wish,  and  many  a  pray'o 
Adrastus  lends  to  Polynices'  care  ; 
Shows  him  to. urge  his  fiei  y  soul  along 
With  tirn'rous  hand,  and  gentleness  of  tongue: 
The  reins  to  guide,  the  circling  la:fh  to  wield,  • 
And  drive  victorious  o'er  the  dusty  field. 

So  sa«l  Apollo  with  abtxlingsigh 
Told  his  f«»nd  child  the  dant^er  of  the  sky : 
Can*ful  the  parent,  such  advice  to  give; 
Could  fate   be  cbang'd,  or    head^irong  youth 
believe  I 
Til'  (Ebalian  priest   moves  second  o'er  the 
plain, 
Who  boasts  his  counters  of  immortal  strain : 
Sprung  from  faii  Cyllarus  in  "lays  of  »?cre : 
(The  guilty  product  of  a  stul'n  amour) 
When  Castor  griev'd  in  biltfrness  of  soul,   [pole. 
Where  seas  scarce  flow  beneath   the  Scythian 
White  were  the   steeds  that  drew  him  o'er  the 

fif!d. 
White  was  bis  helm,  his  rblwnds,  and  his  shield. 

Next ,  bsid  Adn.etu:t,  wbiiTnig  frcm  ahuve 
Ttie  sounding  scourge,  his  feicale  coursers  drove  : 


Nor  strokes  nor  1>landi8hiiient  fhetr  nig«  dniH 

trols,  [souls 

They  bound    and  swell  with  more  than  female 

Sprung  from  the  cloud- bom  Centaurs,  such  their 

force, 
Their  lustful  heat,  and  fury  in  the  ormrse. 

Then  fair  Hypsipile's  t>oid  offspring  came, 
Tuo  lovely  twins,  alike  intent  on  fame,     fRsme. 
Their  steeds,  their  chariots,  and  their  arms  the 
(This  Thoas  call'd,  the  name  his  grandsire  bore  , 
And  Euneos  that,  to  sail  from  shore  to  abort) 
Each  wish'd  the  glorious  victory  his  own. 
If  not -^  his  brother  to  be  blest  alone. 

T^st  Chnimis  and  Hippodamus  succeed, 
Each  checks  the   reins,  and  each  inspires  hit 

steed  : 
Alike  with   martial  eminence  they  shoiie» 
CRnomaus'  this,  and  that  Alcides*  son  ; 
One  drove  the  coursers  erst  at  Pisa  bred. 
And  one  the  savage  steeds  of  Diomed. 

Whence  fir*t  they  start,  a  stony  fragment 
Of  old,  a  limit  to  contiguous  landa  {stands. 

An  aged  oak  of  leaves  and  branches  bare, 
Presents  a  goal  to  guide  the  circling  car. 
Their  distance  such,  as  the  wing'd  arrow  flies 
Thrice  from  the  bow  sent  hissing  through  the 
skies. 
Mean  while,  bigh*thron'd  amid  th'  Aonian 
Divine  Apolk>  strikes  the  silver  lyre ;         [quire 
He  sung  thewars  on  Phlegra's  fatal  plain. 
And  Python,  o'er  Castaiia's  4bunt«in  slain. 
He  sung  what  order  rules  the  worlds  on  high, 
.  Who  bids  the  thunder  roar,  and  lightning  fly : 
V^'ho  feeds  the  stars,  or  gave  the  winds  to  blow : 
What  springs  eternal  swell  the  seas  below  ; 
Who  spread  the  clouds,  who  rolls  the  lamp  of 

light 
O'er  Heav'n's  blue  arch,  or  wraps  the  world  in 
night. 
Here  c^s'd  th'  harmonious  god,  his  lyre  he 
With  decent  care  beneath  a  laureat  shade ;  f  laid 
Then  in  rich  robes  his  beauteous  limbs  he  drest : 
A  starry  zone  hung  blazing  o'er -his  breast. 
Sudden  a  shout  ocmfus'dly  strikes  his  ears- 
He  bends  his  awful  eyes,  the  crowd  appears. 
F.ach  chief  he  knows,  and  honours  eadi,  but  most 
The  '  priest,  and  ruler  of  Thessalia's  host,  • 
**  Whatpow'r,"  (hecrics)  <*  hasfir'd  with  thirst  of 
These  two  adorers  of  Apollo's  name  ?  [fame 

Equally  dear  and  good,  alike  renown'd 
For  piety,  alike  with  favours  crown'd. 
When  once  a  swain  the  lowing  herds  I  drove, 
(Such  was  the  doom  of  fate,  and  wrath  of  Jove) 
Still  did  Admetus'  pious  altars  blaze. 
And  ev'ry  temple  rung  with  hymns  of  praise; 
While  at  my  shrine  Amphiar&us  stands. 
And  lifts  his  eyes,   and  spreads  his  tremUlDg 

hands ; 
O  dearest,   best  of  men  ;  alas  no  more — 
Black  fate  impends,  and  all  thy  joys  are  o'ar. 
S(ion  must  the  Theban  earth  in  sunder  rend 
l.'er  opening  jaws,  and  thou  to  Hell  descend ! 
Admetus'  life  to  distant  times  shall  last, 
And  ev'ry  year  add  glories  to  the  past : 
Unknowing  of  repentani«,  cares,  and  strife, 
'lliese  han<ls  shall  guide  him  to  the  veige  of  life. 
Each  bird  of  omen  told  the  fiital  day — " 
He  said,  and  weeping  tum'd  bis  eyes  away : 

*  Amphiaraus.         *  Admetus* 
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Thon  sudden  from  Olympus*  airy  height, 
To  Xemee's  shade  precipitates  hisfl'^iit; 
Swia,  as  a  sudden  flash  of  li^ht'ning  flit-s, 
BendinsT  he  shoots  a<Viwn  the  shining  skies : 
Ev*n  while  on  Earth  the  god  piirsncs  his  way, 
Behind,  aloft,  the  streams  of  gforv  play, 
Danre  on  the  winds,  or  in  a  b'ay.c  •<i'<*ay. 

Now  in  his  heim  impartial  Protbo us  throws 
The  flying  lots,  and  as  the  lots  dispose, 
ArouDd  him  rang'd  in  beauteous  onlrr  came 
Eaoh  ardent  youth,  a  candidate  for  fame. 
Here  wild  mistrast,  and  jealousies  appear. 
And  pale  surprise,  and  self.suspectingfe.ir: 
Restless  impatience,  cold  in  evVy  pait. 
And  a  sad  dread  that  seems  to  sink  the  heart 
There  shouts  of  triumph  ren'l  the  ▼auUed  sky. 
And  fame  and  conquest  brighten  ev'ry  eyeii 
Th*  impatient  coursers  pant  in  ev'ry  vein, 
And  pawing  seem  to  beat  the  distant  plain : 
The  biiruing  foam  descendj,  the  bridles  ring. 
And  from  the  barrier-bounds  in  thought  they 

spring; 
The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  crost, 
And  e*erthey  start,  a  thousand  steps  are  lost. 
T  exalt  their  pride,  a  cnnrd  of  servants  deck 
Their  curling  manes,  and   stroke  the  shining 
neck. 
Instant,  (the  signal  giv'n)  the  rival  throng 
Starts  sadden  with  a  boimd — ^and  shouts  along. 
Swift  as  a  vessel  o'er  the  waters  flies. 
Swift  as  an  arrow  hisses  through  the  skies : 
Swift  as  a  flame  devours  the  crackling  wood. 
Swift .  as  the  headlong  torrents  of  a  flo  id. 

Now  in  one  ck>ad  they  vanish  from  the  eye, 
Nor  see  nor  know  their  rivals  as  they  fly : 
They  turn  the  goal :  again  with  rapid  pace 
The  wheels  roll    round,  and  blot  their  former 

trace; 
Nqw  on  their  kneei  they  steer  a  bending  course. 
Now  hang  impatient  o'er  the  flying  horse. 
Prom  gnianing  earth  the  mingling  clamours  rise, 
Confusion  fills  their  ears,  and  darkness  blinds 
their  eyes. 
Instinct  with  prescience,  or  o'eraw*d  by  fear, 
Arion  feels  an  anknown  charioteer 
Pots*d  on  the  reins ;  to  sudden  thought  restored. 
He  dreads  the  fury  of  his  absent  lord : 
Enrag'd  now  runs  at  random,  and  disdains 
To  bear  a  stranger :  wonder  Alls  the  plams. 
All  think  the  steed  too  eager  for  the  prize ; 
The  steed  breathes  vengeance,  from  the  driver 

flies. 
And  seeks  his  master  round  with  wishful  eyes. 
The  next,  though  mighty  far  the  next,  suc- 
ceeds 
Amphiariius  with  his  snow-white  steeds: 
Close  by  bis  side  Admetus  whiris  along, 
Euneosand  Thoas  join  the  flying  throng: 
Neat  Chromasand  HippoHamus  appear, 
Who  wage  a  dreadful  conOict  in  the  rear : 
SkilPd  of  themselves,  in  vain  they  urge  ihe  chase, 
(Their,  steeds  too  heavy  fur  m  swift  a  race) 
Hippodamus  flew  first,  and  full  behind 
Impatient  Chromis  blows  the  sultry  wind. 

Admetus  now  directs  the  side-long  horse 
To  turn  the  goal,  and  intercept  the  course: 
Bis  equal  art  the  priest  of  Pbcebus  tries. 
The  goal  he  brushes,  as  his  chariot  flies ; 
While  mad  Arion  wanders  o*er  the  plaiii^ 
Kor  miods  the  race,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein. 


Unable  to  control,  thei  tremblins:  chief 
Sits  sadly  silent,  and  indulges  grief: 
Pleas'd  with  his  liberty  the  sea-born  hor^ 
Springs  with  a  bound,  and  thunders  o'er   the 

course : 
T/>ud  shouts  the  multitude  ;  'in  wild  debate 
Of  fears  and  terronrs  Polynices  sate,     « 
Flins:s  up  ihc  reins,  aud  waits  th*  event  of  fate. 
So  spent  with  toils,  and  gasping  after  breath. 
Pants  the  pale  sailur  in  the  arms  of  death; 
In  sad  despa.r  gives  ev'rv  labour  o'er. 
And  marks  the  skies  and  faithless  winds  no  more. 
Now  horse  with  horse,  to  chariot  chariot  clos'd, 
Wheels  clashed  with  wheels,  and  chief  to  chief 
*oppo8*d.  [ways — 

War,  war  it  scnm'd  !  and  death  ten  thousand 
S I  dreadful,  is  the  sacred  lust  of  praise  ! 
Each  chief  by  turns  his  panting  coursers  Arcs, 
With  praise  now  pleases,  now  wiih  rage  inspires. 
By  fair  address  Admetus  so«>ths  along 
Iris  the  swift,  and  Pho'.oe  the  strong. 
Amphiariius  hastens  h  iih  a  bluw 
Fierce  Aschetos  to  rush  before  the  foe. 
And  Cycnus  whiter  than  the  new-faPn  snow. 
With  vows  and  pray'rs  Hippodamus  excites 
Slow  m'iving  Calydou,  renown'd  in  fights: 
Strimon  encourag'd  by  bold  Chromis  flies. 
And  swift  ^chion  starts  at  F.uncos'  cries : 
And  fair  Podarcd  fleck'd  with  purple  sLiins, 
By  Thoas  summon'd,  beats  the  sounding  plains. 
In  silence  Polynices  drives  alone, 
Sighs  to  himself,  and  trembles  to  be  known. 

Three  times  the  smokiugcar  with  rapid  pace 
Had  tum*d  the  goal,  the  fourth  concludes  the 

race. 
'Fast  and  more  fast  the  panting  coursers  blow. 
And  streams  of  sweat  fmm  ev'ry  member  flow. 
Now'  Fortune   first  the  crown   of  conquest 
brings 
(Suspending  in  mid  air  her  trembling  wings). 
In  act  to  hurl  Admetus  to  the  plain, 
Revcngful  Thoas  gives  np  all  the  rein ; 
Hippodamus  surveyed  the  fraud  from  far : 
Full  in  its  conrse  he  met  the  driving  car, 
Loud  clash'd  the  wheels ;  Hippodamus  withdrew 
To  turn  the  chariot,  ardent  Chromas  flew 
Instant  before,  in  angry  fight  oppos'd. 
Chief  strove  with  chief,  to  chariot  chariot  clos'd. 
In  vain  th'  impatient  coursers  urge  along. 
Locked  in  th'  embrace,  indissoUibly  strong. 

So  when  the  summer  winds  in  silence  slf«p, 
And  drowsy  Ni  ptuuc  stills  th£  watry  deop : 
O'er  the  clear  verdant  wave  extended  lies 
Th*  unmovirig  vessel,  till  the  gales  arise. 

Again  the  warriors  strive,  the  fields  resound  : 
Hippodamus,  all  sudden  with  a  bound 
Shock*d"-r-fi-om  his  chariot  tumbled  to  the  ground. 
The  Thracian  coursers  (but  their  chief  withstood) 
Spring  to  devour  his  limbs,  and  drink  his  blood: 
Instant  the  generous  victor  tumM  away. 
And  gainM  more  .glory  though  he  losttlie  day. 
Meau  while  the  god  who  gilds  th'  eiheieal 
space 
Descends,  himself  a  partner  of  the  race : 
(Just   where  the  steeds  their  stretching  shade 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  Circus  end)  [extend, 
A  Gorgon's  heatl  aloft  in  air  he  bore, 
Honid  with  snakes,  aud  staiuM  with  human  gore: 
One  ghastly  look  weie  able  to  dismay 
The  steeds  of  .Mars,  orjthose  that  lead  the  day; 
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Ev'n  Helps  gnSA  go&rdian  migfat  saroeaseto  roir; 
And  furies  fear,  unknown  to  fear  befora; 

Sudden  Arion  eyM  the  sight  from  far, 
And  lottdiy  snorting  stopped  the  driving  car: 
Cold  darts  of  ice  shot  thrilling  through  his  blood, 
His  fearful  flesh  all  trembled  as  they  stood: 
Abruptly  shock'd,  and  mindless  of  the  rein, 
Th'  Aonian  hero  tumbled  to  the  plaio  ; 
Again  recover^,  fl<^er  than  the  wind 
Arion  ^ies,  and  leaves  his  chief  behind. 
Beside  the  prostrate  chief,  the  rival  throng 
QUiquely  bending,  swiftly  rush'd  along. 
Slow  from  the  dust  he  rose,  and  sadly  went 
Through  the  long  crowd  in  sullen  discontent 
O  happy  hour !  had  fate  but  deign'd  to  close 
Thy  eyes  in  death  ;  the  period  of  our  woes  ! 
Thee  llicbes  shouI<l  honour,  and  her  tyrant  shed 
Some  tears  in  public  to  bewail  the  dead, 
larissa^s  groves  should  fall,  to  raise  thy  pyre 
And  Nemee's  woods  augment  the  fun'nil  fire. 
All  Greece  a  nobler  monument  should  raise 
Than  this,  now  sacred  to  Opheites'  praise. 

Furious  the  prophet  drove  with  rapid  pace 
Sure  of  the  prize,  yet  second  in  the  race : 
Before,  afar  the  sea-bom  courser  drew 
His  empty  chariot  ratMing  as  he  flew. 
Yet  still  the  prophet  thunders  o'er  the  plain, 
Eager  of  pmiso,  amaz'd,  enraged, — in  rain  ; 
The  powV  of  wisdom  more  than  mortal  strong, 
Swells  ev'ry  nerve  to  lash  the  steeds  along : 
Instinct  with  rage  d.vine  his  stctsds  renew 
The  rapid  labour  bath 'd  in  streams  of  dew. 
The  glowing  axle  kindles  as  they  fly, 
And  drifts  of  rising  dust  involve  the  sky. 
Earth  opening  set  ins  to  groan,  (a  iistal  sign  !) 
Still  they  rush  on,  advancing  in  a  line: 
Now  with  redoubled  swiftness  Cyi^us  flies. 
But  partial  Neptune  the  whole  palm  Acmva : 
Arion  won  the  race,  the  prophet  bore  the  prize. 

A  massy  bowl  (the  pledge  designed  to  grace 
The  gen'rous  chief  victorious  in  the  race) 
Two  youths  present  him :  antique  was  the  mould, 
Blazing-wltli  gems,  and  rough  with  rising  gold  : 
In  this,  Alcide.s  each  revolving  night 
Was  wont  to  drown  the  labours  of  the  fight : 
GravMon  the  sides  was  seen  the  dreadiul  fray 
When  brutal  ('entaurs  snatchM  the  bride  away. 
With  living  terrours  stare  the  chiefe  around. 
These  aim  the  dart,  and  those  receive  the  wound: 
Each  in  distorted  postures  heaves  fur  breath. 
And  seems  to  threaten  in  tlie  pangs  of  death. 

A  costly  vesture  was  reseiVd  to  grace 
Admetus,  next  in  merit  as  in  place ; 
Embroidered  figures  o'er  the  teittui^sliiue. 
And  Tyrinn  purple  heightens  tlM!  design. 
Here  pale  and  trembling  with  the  wintry  air, 
Leander  stands,  an  image  of  despair.  . 
Now  bending  ftvm  the  beach,  he  seems  to  glide 
With  eyes  uplifted  through  the  rolling  tide ; 
Aloft,  alone  tlie  melancholy  dame 
Eyes  the  rough  waters,  and  extends  the  flame. 
Half-weeping  Polynices  takes  his  prize, 
A  beauteous  handmaid  wiih  celestial  eyes. 

Aufc  ust  rewards  are  destin'd  next  to  grace 
The  spritely  youth  contending  in  the  race. 
A  blameless  sport!  and  sacred  sure  the  praise 
To  grace  a  festival  in  peaceful  days  : 
Nor  yet  unuscftil  in  th'  embettei'd  plain 
M^heu  death  it  certain,  and  resistaoce  vaio. 


First  cheerful  Idas  in  thelitfts  sppetntf^ 
Idas,  a  lovely  boy  in  blooming  years 
(Idas  who  late  his  honour'd  temples  bound 
With  palms  that  flouriah'd   on    th*   CMympiail 

ground). 
Loud  shouts  each  chief  that  from  high  Elis  lead* 
His  native  train,  and  Pisa's  watry  meads : 
Then  Phasdimus  proclaimM  in  iMhmtan  games. 
And  Alcon  first  of  Sicyonian  names ; 
Next  aged  Dymas  rose,  whose  youthful  speed 
Surpassed  the  swiftness  of  the  flying  steed : 
And  last  in  infiunous  disorder  came 
A  clam'rous  multitude  unknown  to  fame. 

But  ev'ry  voice  cheers  AUlanta*s  son. 
And  ev'ry  eye  devoors  him  ere  they  run. 
Lives  there  a  warrior  in  the  world  of  ftune. 
Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta's  name  } 
Like  Cynthia's  self  she  seem'd,  a  sylvan  greees 
Matehless  alike  in  beauty  or  the  race. 
The  mother's  gknies  all  their  thoughU  employ, 
.\nd  raise  expectance  firom  the  lovely  boy. 
He  too  in  speed  out-strips  the  wings  of  wind. 
As  thro*  the  lawns  he  drives  the  pantmg  hind : 
Or  when  he  catches  sudden  with  a  boud 
The  flying  jav'lin  e'er  it  touch  the  groond. 

The  modest  youlh  nnbinda  with  deoeot  cne 
His  damask  vesture  dancing  to  the  air : 
Then  by  d^frees  onvcils  to  public  view 
His  snowy  limbs  like  marble,  vein'd  with  bhe. 
His  rosy  cheeks  that  glow'd  with  wumth  before^ 
His  tresses  wavM  in  ringlets  please  nm  mom  i 
A  thousand  channs  appear !  in  stupid  gase 
The  crowd  devours  him,  silent  with  amaze. 
Conscious  he  stands,  his  head  dedinkig  down, 
.•Ind  blashes  oft ;  and  chides  them  with  a  ftvwn  s 
Decent  confusion !  mindful  of  die  toil 
He  bathes  his  shining  limbs  in^treams  of  oil ; 
Alike  the  chief^^Intent,  th'  encirdii^  host 
Admirfls. 'em  all,  Partheoopcens  most. 

So  when  the  night  in  solemn  silence  reigns. 
And  one  clear  blue  o'erspreads  th'etberiai  plainsd 
I'lie  giitt'ring  sbars  with  living  splendours  gMr, 
And  dance  and  tremble  on  the  seas  below  ; 
High  o'er  them  all  exalted  Heqwr  rolls. 
Itself  a  snn,  and  gilds  the  distant  poles. 

The  next  in  beauty,  as  in  speed,  appears 
Fair  Idas,  in  the  strength  of  youthful  years : 
A  party-coloured  down  but  just  hegan 
To  shade  bis  chin,  the  promise  of  a  niMi. 

A  signal  sounds.    Thie  ready  racers  start. 
Double  their  speed,  and  summon  all  fiieir  art. 
Low  at  each  step  their  straining  knees  they  bend^ 
Then  springing  with  a  bound,  again- aseend. 
Swifter  than  thought ;  nor  seem  to  run^  but  fly, 
Stretch'd  on  the  winds,  half«>vanish'd  ftom  the 

eye. 
Now  side  by  side,  or  breast  to  braast  they  dose. 
While  each  alike  by  turns  outstrips  his  I^Ms. 
Scarce  half  so  swiftly  o'er  the  Ncmean  plains 
Just  now,  the  coarser  pour'd  with  leos'ned  reins* 
Each,  like  an  arrow  from  the  Parthian  yew 
Sent  withfuil  force,  along  the  Cireus  flew. 

So  when  a  tim'rous  herd  of  list'ning  deer 
The  roaring  lion  hears,  or  seems  to  hear, 
(What  time  the  lordly  savage  haunts  the  wood. 
And  kings  to  bathe  his  thirsty  jaws  hi  Uood) 
Close  and  more  ckise  they  join,  a  trembliof 

train. 
And  wildly  stare,  and  scour  along  the  plaiur 
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Yet  fbrions  itill,  Partheaopoftus  flies ; 
Him  step  by  step  impatient  Idas  pHes» 
And  pants  aloud,  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes; 
Nov  hanging  o'er,  his  hov'ring  shade  is  seen. 
That  lengthens  still,  and  floats  along  the  gi-een : 
And  sodden  now,  by  unperceiv'd  degrees 
Fall  on  his  neck  he  blows  the  sultry  breeze. 
Next  Phaedimus  and  aged  Dymes  past 
Along  the  circus,  Alcon  came  the  last 

As  the  fair  offipring  of  the  syiran  Grace      ^ 
With  matchl^  swiftness  speeds  along  the  race, 
His  golden  Presses  wav*d  in  curls,  behind 
Plow  loosely  down,  and  dance  npon  the  wind : 
(These  lh>m  a  child  with  pious  hopes  he  bore. 
Sacred  to  her  who  treads  the  Delian  shore  4; 
What  time  from  Thebe's  distant  plains  he  came 
lUnown'd  for  conquests  of  immortal  lame: 
Too  fondly  pious !  in  a  Thel^pn  nra 
Soon  must  thou  sleep,  ah,  never  to  retmm  I) 
thme  vengeful  Idas  saw  with  ardent  eyes : 
BesolvM  by  force  or  fraud  t'obtain  the  prize ; 
Sudden  he  stretchM  his  impious  arm,  and  drew] 
Supme  on  earth  the  stripling,  as  he  flew : 
Then  startmg  reach'd  the  goal,  and  clahn'd  the 

prize. 
Arms !  arms !  aloud  th'  Arcadian  nation  cries : 
Vengeance  at  once  they  vow,  or  else  prepare 
To  leave  the  Circus  and  renounce  the  war. 
TnmultQoas  tnnrmurs  echo  thro*  the  crowd. 
Those  praise  the  fraud,  and  these  detest  aloud. . 

Slow-rising  from  the  plains  the  youth  appears, 
His  eyes  half  angry,  and  half  drown'd  with  tears, 
He  bends  his  head,  the  tears  in  silence  flow  ; 
A  mournful  image,  beautiful  in  woe! 
Kow  beats  his  bosom,  frantic  with  despair  ; 
And  rends  the  ringlets  of  his  golden  hair. 

A  busy  murmur  deafens  ev'ry  ear, 
Nor  yet  the  crowd  the  royal  judgment  hear. 
At  last  Adrast'18  rose  with  awful  grace. 
And  thus  bespoke  the  rivals  in  the  race. 

«  Cease,  gen*rous  youths  1   once  mote  your 
fbrtunes  try. 
In  sep'rate  paths,  each  starting  from  the  eye.'* 

So  spake  the  king :  and  sudden  from  the  view. 
In  sepTate  paths  the  ready  racers  flew.     , 
But  first  th'  Arcadian  youth  with  lifted  eyes 
Tlius  sent  his  soul  in  whispers  to  the  skies. 

**  Queen  of  the  silver   bow,   and  wood-land 
glades;  [shades; 

The  Heav'ns   fair    light,   and  empress  of  the 
Sacred  to  thee  alone,  with  decent  care 
I  nnrs'd  these  curls  of  loug-descending  hair :' 
At  thy  desires  I  fell ;  yet  hear  my  pray»r  1 
If  e'er  my  mother'pleas'd  thee  in  the  chase. 
If  e'er  I  pleas'd  thee^-banish  my  disgrace ; 
Nor  let  these  omens  prophesy  my  fall 
( Assurethey  must)  beneath  theTheban  wall  I" 

So  prayM  the  youth.    The  goddess  heard  his 
pray'r, 
Itapid  he  shot  along,  half  poIsM  in  air : 
Fast  and  more  fast  the  flying  fields  withdrew  ; 
Scntix  rose  the  dust  beneath  him  as  he  flew. 
Shouting,  he  reach'd  the  goal  r  with  transport 

Soon  sought  Adrastus,  and  his  right  reqnir'd. 
Panting  and  pale  he  seizM  the  palm.    At  hand 
To  ctose  the  game  tlie  ready  prizes  stand* 
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Th>  Arcadian  youth  a  brass-hooTdcoontrgaiu'dt 
A  buckler  fraudiiil  Idas  next  obtained: 
But  Lycian  quivers  for  the  rest  remain'd. 

Adrastus  next  demands  what  chiefs  prepam 
To  whirl  the  massy  discus  through  the  air. 
A  herald,  bending  with  the  burtlien,  threw 
Th'  enormous  circles  down  ia  public  view.  , 
Starts  ev*ry  Qrecian  speechless  with  surprise; 
Much  wond'ring  at  the  weight   and  shapeless 

size. 
First  two  Achaians  round  the  labour  came. 
With  aiident  Phlegyas,  candidates  for  fames 
An  Acamanian  next  accepts  the  toil, 
And  three  brave  chieftains  from  £phyra's  aoil^ 
With  numbers  more — but  eager  of  renown. 
Sudden  Hippomedon  flings  thund'ring  down 
A  disk  of  double  weight;  amaz'd  they  stand; 
The  vast  orb  rings,   and  shakes  the  tremblinf 
land.  [nown>(C 

"Warriors"  (he cries)    "in  fighting  fields  re- 
Whose  arms  must  strike  Tbebe's  bulwarks  to 

the  ground : 
On  tasks  like  these  your  mighty  prowess  try  i"-^ 
Boastful  he  spoke,  and  whirlM  it  up  the  sky. 

AmazM  each  chief  the  wond'rouscast  admiie^ 
And  conscious  of  th'  event  betimes  retires* 

Pissaii  Pblegjras  only  keeps  the  field. 
With  groat  Menestheus,  yet  untaught  to  yield  « 
Brave  warriors  each,  too  noble  to  disgrace 
By  one  mean  act  the  glories  of  their  race. 
The  rest  inglorious  leave  the  listed  groundf 
And  tremble  to  survey  th'  enormous  roun<L 

I^rst  Phlegyas  rose  the  mighty  toil  to  try  : 
Dumb- was  each  voi<^,  'attentive  ev'ry  eye; 
He  rolls  the  quoit  in  dust  with  prudent  care. 
And  poises  oft,  and  marks  its  course  in  air. 
Ev'n  from  a  child,  (where  old  Aipheus  leads 
His  mazy  stream  through  Pisa's  lowly  meads) 
Not  only  when  with  mighty  chiefs  he  strove 
At  sacred  games  to  please  Olympian  Jove  :  « 

Thus  with  full  force  the  massy  weight  he  thretv 
Far  o'er  the  stream,  half  shaded,  as  it  flew. 
At  first  he  marks  the  skies  and  distant  plain. 
Then  summons  all  his  strength  from  ev'ry  vein. 
CouchM  on  his  knees  the  pond'rous  orb  he  tvmog 
High  o'er  bis  heed,  along  the  air  it  sung. 
Now  wasting  by  degrees,  with  holiow  sound 
Fell  heavily,  an4sunk  beneath  the  ground. 

Fond  of  his  art  and  strength  in  days  of  yore^ 
Weil- pleas'd  he  stands,  and  waits  th'  event  oooe 

more. 
Loud  shout  the  Greeks,  and  dwell  on  Phlegyai^ 

^       praise. 
Hippomedon  with  scorn  the  chief  surveys^ 
Some  nobler  arm  th&pond'rous  orb  must  throw 
With  care,  directly  in  a  line  below. 
But  fartunc  soon  his  mighty  hopes  withstood* 
Fortune  still  envious  to  the  brave  or  good ! 
Alas>  can  man  confront  the  pow'rs  on  high  ? 
While  distant  fields  are  measured  in  his  eye. 
Just  when  his  arm  he  streloh'd  at  full  extent^ 
Coach'd  on  one  knee,  bis  side  obliquely  bent ; 
Struck  by  some  force  unseen,  th'  enormous  ronnd 
Dropt  from  his  hand,  and  idly  prints  the  giound. 
Much  griev'd  the  pitying  host,  yet  griev'd  not  all; 
Some  inly  smiPd  to  see  the  discus  fall. 

Next,  sage  Menestheus  stands  prepmred  to 
fling 
The  disk,  and  roQs  it  in  the  duitjr  xing  i   . 
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Intent  of  mind  he  marks  its  ury  way, 
And  much  implores  the  progeny  of  May. 
WeU-aim'd  it  ftew  half  o'er  the  drque ;  at  last 
Heavy  it  fell.     An  arrow  mark'd  the  cast. 
Slow  rose  Hippomedon,  and  e*er  he  rose 
Much  weigh'd  the  fate  and  fortune  of  his  foes* 
He  poisM,  and  rear'd  the  mighty  orb  on  high ; 
Swang  round  his  arm,  and  whirrd  it  thro^  the 

sky. 
Forth-springing  with  the  cast.    Aloft  it  sang 
Par  o'er  the  mark  where  er'st  Menestlieus  flang: 
And  o'er  those  hills  with  gtassy  verdure  ciown'd, 
Whose  airy  summits  shade  the  circus  round— 
There  sunk,  and  sinking  shook  the  trembling 
ground. 

So  Polyphemus,  more  than  mortal  strong, 
HurPd  a  huge  rock  to  crush  th'  Uiyssean  throng : 
Blind  as  he  was,  the  Teogeful  weight  he  threw. 
The  vessel  trembled,  and  the  waters  flew. 

Soon  good  Adrastus  rises,  to  repay 
With  sumptuous  gifts  the  labours  of  the  fray. 
Safe  for  Hfppomedon  apart  was  rolPd 
A  tiger's  skin,  the  paws  overwrought  with  gold. 
His  Gnossian  bows  aitd  darts  Menestheiis  took  ^ 
Then  thus  to  Phlegyas  with  a  mournful  look 
He    said.      «  This  sword,  unhappy  chief,  re- 

cei\-e; 
(A  boon  so  just  Hippomedon  might  give : ) 
Thid  sword  which  once  immortal  honours  gain'd, 
Whu:h  sav'd  Pelasgii9,aod  his  pow'r  maintained." 

A  warlike  toil  Adrastns  next  demands. 
In  iron  gloves  to  sheath  their  hardy  hands : 
i'irst  Capaneos  prepared  for  combat  stands; 
A  mighty  giant,  large,  and  tow'ring  high, 
Dreadful  in  fight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye. 
Around  his  wrists  the  hard  bull-hides  he  binds, 
And  vaunts  his  strength,  and  deals  bis  blows  in 
winds :  [there  be, 

«  Stand  forth  some  chief,'*  berries,  «  (if  such 
Who  dares  oppose  an  enemy  like  me !} 
Yet  might  some  Theban  sink  beneath  my  blow ; 
Glorious  and  sweet  is  vengeance  on  a  foe. " 

So  spake  the  chief.  Half-trembling  with  amaze, 
In  speechless  horrour  all  the  circle  gaze. 
At  last  Alcidimas,  with  gen'rous  ire 
Sprung  forth,  unask'd.  The  Doric  bands  admire. 
All  but  his  friends.    They  knew  the  daily  care 
Which  Pollux  us'd,  to  train  him  to  the  war. 
(He  taught  him  first  to  bind  the  gauntlets  round 
"His  nervous  wrists,  and  aim  the  crashing  wound: 
Oppos'd  in  fight,  he  heav'd  him  high,  or  prest 
The  youth  loud-panting  on  his  naked  breast.) 

Him  Capaneussurvey'd  with  scornful  eyes. 
Insults  his  years,  and  claims  a  noliler  prize. 
ProvokM,  he  turns  to  fight.    Each  warrior  stands 
At  full  extent,  and  lifts  his  iron  hands,    [round, 
Well-temper'd  casques  Uieir  hardy  brows  sur- 
To  break  at  least  the  fury  of  the  wound. 
This  towr'd  like  Tytius  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
When  the  fierce  vultures  cease  to  drink  hisgove: 
So  high  in  air  his  spreading  shoulders  rise. 
So  swell  his  muscles,  and  so  flame  his  eyes; 
That  at  his  side  in  blooming  youth  appears. 
Yet  promis'd  wonders  from  maturer  years : 
The  favours  of  the  crowd  alike  succeed 
On  either  side :  none  wish'd  the  chiefs  to  bleed. 

Lowering  at  first  they  met,  nor  silence  broke. 
Each  lifts  his  arm,  and  only  aims  the  stroke. 
Some  momeDts  thus  they  gaz'd  in  wild  surprise, 
A  hasty  foiy  sparkladipi  t^r  eyes; 


Now  conscious  fear  succeeds.    Th»  chiefs  emaif 
Their  arms,  and  slowly  first  provoke  the  fray. 

This  on  nice  art  and  diffidence  relies. 
That  on  mere  courage  and  stupendous  size ; 
Void  of  -all  fear,  and  without  conduct  brave. 
He  wastes  that  strength  himself  has  pow>r  te 

save: 
Still  blindly  drives  where  fury  leads  the  way. 
And  storms,  and  fslls  the  victor  and  the  prey. 
With  stedfast  glances  this  surveys  his  foe. 
And  either  shuns,  or  wards  th'  impending  blows 
Now  lowly  bends  (his  elbow  o'er  him  spread) 
The  stroke  impetuous  sings  above  his  head. 
Now  nearer  draws,  the  more  he  seems  to  fly  | 
So  much  his  motion  varies  from  his  eye  I 
Now  with  full  force  he  aims  a  pond'rous  blow» 
And  tow'ring  high  o'ershades  his  mighty  foe* 
Thus  in  some  storm  the  broken  billows  rise 
Round  the  vast  rock,  and  thunder  to  the  skies. 
Once   more   with  wary  footsteps   wheeliqg 
round. 
Full  on  his  front  he  deals  a  mortal  wound : 
Crashing  it  falls — tmfelt  the  trickling  blood 
Spreads  o^er  his  helmet  in  a  crimson  flood. 
A  sudden  whisper  murmurs  round ;  alone 
To  Capaneus  the  cause  remains  unkaown. 
At  last  he  lifts  his  hand  on  high,  the  gore 
Forth-wellipg  fast  distains  his  csstus  o'er. 
Grief  swells  his  heart,  and  vengeance  and  die* 

dain^- 
So  foams  the  lion,  monarch  of  the  plain. 
And  loudly  roaring  with  indignant  pride^ 
Gnaws  the  barb'd  jav'lin  griding  in  his  skle ; 
Now  spritigs  with  rage ;  supine  along  the  gix>und 
Pants  the  bold  youth  whose  band  infiz'd  the 
.  wound. 
Fast  and  more  fast  his  lifted  arms  he  throws 
Around  his  head,  and  doubles  bknrs  on  Uoiws. 
Part  waste  in  air,  part  on  the  casstus  fall 
With  mighty  force ;  his  foe  returns  'em  alU 
Still  seems  to  fear  him  with  dissembling  eyes. 
Yet  still  persists,  and  combats,  while  he  flies. 
Panting  they  reel ;  the  youth  retreats  moce  slow. 
The  weary  giant  scarcely  aims  a  blow. 
They  sink  at  once — so  sailors  on  the  main 
Who  long  have  toil'd  through  adverse  waves  ia 
vain,  [more. 

All  drop  their  hands.    The  signal  sounds  ooct 
Again  they  start,  and  stretch  the  lab'ringoar. 

Thus  rose  the  chiefe,  with  recollected  might 
Rush'd  Capaneus  like  thunder  to  the  fight. 
Low  bends  Alcidimas  with  watchful  eyes: 
Short  of  his  aim  the  giant  o'er  him  flies ; 
Up  starts  the  yoti^,  and  as  he  staggei  'd  round, 
Clasp'd  firm  his  neck,  and  bow>d  him  to  the 

ground. 
A^  rising  from  th'  inglorious  plain  contends 
Fierce  Capaneus,  a  second  blow  descends 
Pull  on  his  head :  beneath  the  stroke  he  bent; 
The  youth  tuni'd  pale,    and    trembled  at  tV 
event, 
liood shout  the  Greeks:  the  shore  and  forest 
rings. 
Then  thus  in  ha^e  exclaims  the  king  of  khtgt 
(As  from  the  ground  the  furious  Argive  rose. 
And  vow'd,  and  aim'd  intolerable  blows): 
<*  Seize  him,  ye  chiefs,his  bloody  hands  restrain. 
Give  all  the  palm,  but  lead  him  from  the  plain. 
Haste,  see,  he  raves  1  ah,  tear  him  frommyeytSt 
Ha  Jives,  he  rises,  tha  Lacooian  diss  I" 
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Hessid.    Hippomedon,  and  Tydeus  rose  t      f     Thus  Tydeiis  storm'd ;  nor  heats  nor  toUt  at- 
Scarce  both  their   bands  restrain  his  mighty  I  swage 

bkMrg.  [give :  |  His  furious  strength,  or  mitigate  his  rage. 

Hien  thus  they  spoke.    "  The  prize  is  thine,  Tor-  I  Agy Ileus  pants  aloud,  nor  scarce  contends ; 
TIs  double  fame  to  bid  the  vanquish'd  live ;  I  Blackened  with  dust  a  stream  of  sweat  descends. 


A  Inend,  and  our  ally"— he  storms  the  more^ 
Rejects  the  prize,  and  thns  devontly  swore : 
**  By  all  thb  blood,  at  present  my  disgrace. 
These  hands  shall  crash  that  more  than  female 
•  fccc;  [plain**— 

These  hands  shall  dash  him  headlong  to  the 
To  Pollux  then  he  weeps,  but  weeps  in  vain. 
He  said.     By  force  they  tnrn*d  his  steps  away. 
Btobbora  be  still  persists,  nor  yields  the  day. 
Far  off  in  secret,  the  Laoonian  host 
Smile  at  bis  fury,  and  their  hero  boast. 
Mean  while    with  conscious   virtue  T^deus 
burns, 
Keoown  and  praise  inflame  his  heart  by  turns : 
Swift  in  the  race  he  sfiU  the  guerdon  bore, 
Kow  t6sB*d  the  discus,  now  the  gauntlets  wore ; 
.   Sot  most  for  Pales'  active  arts  renowned. 
To  hurl  his  foe  supine  along  the  ground. 
By  Hermes  tntor*d,  onth'  (Etolian  plain. 
Be  made  whole  nations  bite  the  dust  in  vain. 
FtiD  terrible  he  look'd.    For  arms  he  wore 
The  savage  trophies  of  a  mountain-boar. 
Once  Galydonia's  dread  !  the  bristly  hide  [pride. 
Broad  o^er  his  shoulders  hung,  with  bar&rous 
Unbound,    be   flings  it  dowup   then  waits  his 

foes. 
Besides  him,  tow>ring,  huge  Af  ylleus  rose, 
A  monstrons  giant,  dreadful  to  mankind  ; 
Yet  weak  he  seem*d,  his  limbs  were  loosely 

join'd. 
Low  Tydeus  was.  What  Nature  there  denyM, 
Strong  nerves,  and  mighty  courage  well  supply'd ; 
For  Nature  never  sjnce  the  world  began 
liodg'd  such  a  spirit  in  so  small  a  man  I 

Soon  as  their  shining  limbs  are  bath*d  in  oil, 
Down  rush  the  heroes  to  the  wrestling  toil. 
Deform'd   with  dost  (their  anus  at  distance 

spr^ad^ 
lilach  on  his  shoulder  half  reclines  his  head. 

Now  bending 'till  he  almost  touch'd  the  plain, 
Tydeus  the  giant  heav'd,  but  heav*d  in  vain. 

The  mountain-cypress  thus,  that  firmly  stood 
From  age  to  age,  the  empress  of  the  woo^. 
By  some  strong  whirlwind's  sudden  blast  declined, 
Bends  arching  down,  and  nods  before  the  wind: 
The  deep  roots  tremble  till  the  gust  blows  o'er. 
And  then  she  rises,  stately  as  bNsfore. 

So  vast  Agylleus  scarcely  movM  below. 
Hangs  imminent  upon  th'  (Etolian  foe. 
Breast,  shoulders,  thighs,  with  mighty  strokes 

resound. 
And  all  appears  an  undistinguish'd  wound. 
On  tiptoe  lais'd,  their  heads  obliquely  bent, 
Juich  hangs  on  each,  stretcb'd  out  at  full  ex- 
tent 
Not  half  so  bloody,  or  with  half  sach  rage. 
Two  furious  monarchs  of  the  herd  engage. 
Apart  the  milk-white  heifer  views  the  fight. 
And  waits  to  crown  the  victor  with  deliglit. 
Their  chests  they  gore,  the  mighty  shock  re- 
sounds ;  [wounds. 
Love  swells  their  hate,  and  heals  the  gaping 

So  shaggy  bears  in  strict  embraces  roll. 
And  frum  eaeh  oorae  squttsM  forth  th'  unwilling 


Tydeus  pressM  on,  and  seem'd  to  aim  a  blow 
Fall  at  his  neok :   the  force  was  meant  below, 
Wbere  well-knit  nerves  the  knees  firm  streng^ 

supply; 
Short  of  their  reach,  his  hands  the  bk>w  deny.' 
He  sinks  ;  o'er  him,  like  some  vast  mountain  fell 
Agylleus,  and  half  squeezed  his  soul  to  HelL 
So  when  th'  Iberian  swain  in  search  of  ore 
Descends,  and  views  the  light  of  Heav'n  no  moras 
If  some  strong  earthquake  roeks  the  moold'ring 

ground, 
(High  o'er  him  hung)  down  rush  the  ruins  round. 
Deep  under  earth  his  batter'd  carcase  lies. 
Nor  breathes  its  spirit  to  congenial  skies. 
Full  of  disdain  CEtolian  Tydeus  rose  ; 
No  jpeaoe,   no   bounds  his   fierce  resen'ment 
knows:  [wind. 

Swift  from  th'  inglorious  bold  he  springs  like 
And  drcles  round,  then  firmly  fix'd  behind. 
His  hand  embrac'd  his  side,  his  knees  surround 
The  giaut's  knees,and  bend  'em  tothe  ground. 

Nought  boots  resistance  now.  Agylleus  maksi 
One  more  essay.  That  moment  Tydeus  takes. 
And  rears  him  high.  Tlie  mingling  shouts  arise. 
And  loud  applause  runs  rattling  thro*  the  skies. 

So  Hercules,  who  long  had  toil'd  in  vain, 
Heav>d  huge  Aotheus  from  the  Lybian  plain  $ 
Erect  in  air  tli'  expiring  savage  bung. 
Nor  touched  the  kindred  earth,  from  whence  ht 
sprung. 
Long  Tydeus  held  him  thns.  At  length  he  found 
The   point  of  time,   and  hurl'd  him  to   the 

ground 
Side-long — Himself  upon  the  giant  lies. 
And  grasps  his  neck,  and  firmly  kicks  his  tbigfas . 
Prone  o'er  th'  inglorious  dust,  Agylleus  quakes 
Half-dead:  his  shame  akxie  resisUnce  makes: 
Then  rose  at  last,  and    stagg'ring  thro*  the 

throng. 
Slowly  he  trail'd  his  feeble  \tgi  along. 

When  Tydeus  thus.  (His  nobler  band  snstain*d 
He  palm,  his  left  the  warlike  gifts  he  gsin'd:) 
"  What  though  my  blood  o'erflow'd  yon  guilty 
ground,  [rMmd; 

When  singly  arm'd,  whole  numbers  press'd  me 
(So  proT'd  all  contracts  with  the  Theban  name. 
Their  honour  such)  yet  Tydeus  lives  the  same." 
He  spoke,  and  spmking  sent  the  prize  away; 
Aside,  a  breast^plate  Ibr  the  vanquish'd  lay. 

Others  in  arms  their  manly  limbs  enclose; 
To  combat  Epidanriao  Agreus  rose : 
Him  with  his  shining  blade  the  Theban  waits^ 
An  exile  still  by  unrelenting  fates. 

ThenthusAdiastns.  "Gen'rous  youths  give  o'er; 
Preserve  all  rage:  and  thirst  for  hostile  gore. 
Ye  gods .!  what  slaughter  and  what  combats  call  1 
Then  waste  your  fury,  Thebes4emands  it  all. 
But  you,  O  prince !  a  kinsman,  and  our  frieod» 
Whose  cause  such  numbers  with  their  lives  defend; 
For  whom,  our  native  towns,  andconotries  lay 
Unpeopled  half,  to  other  foes  a  prey ; 
Trust  not  th>  event  of  fight ;  nor  bleed,  to  please 
Th'  inhuman  hopes  of  base  Etheocles. 
Avert  it  Heav»n  I"  The  ready  chiefs  obey'dt 
Their  brave  attempt  a  glitt'ringhetaBrtpiid. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


340 


HARtE'S  FOBMS. 


However  in  sigo  of  conquest  and  renown. 
He  bids  the  Warriors  Polynices  crown 
With  wreaths,  and  hail  him  victor — no  portent, 
(So  will'd  the  Sisstcw)  prophesy'd  th»  event. 

Him  too  the  cbiefe  with  kind  persuasions  pray 
To  rise,  and  close  thehononrs  of  the  day : 
(And  lest  one  victory  be  lo&t)  to  throw 
The  missile  lance,  or  bend  the  Lycian  bow. 
Well-pleas'd  Adrastiis  to  the  plain  descends 
In  pomp,  his  steps  a  yonthful  crowd  attends. 
Behind,  a  squire  the  royal  quiver  bore, ' 
Deep  fillM  with  shafts,  a  formidable  stores 

'Tis  plain    (Shall  man  deny  ?}  each  human 
cause  ' 

Proceeds,  unseen,  from  HeaWs  eternal  laws. 
All  fate  appeared :  the  chiefs  perversely  blind 
Neglect  the  sign,  nor  see  th'  event  behind. 
We  deem  from  diance  unerring  omens  flow ; 
While  fate  draws  near,  and  aims  a  surer  blow. 

By  this  the  monarch  strain'd  the  bend'mg  yew : 
Full  6n  its  mark  the  feathered  weapon  flew, 
Hor  enter'd  there.    Th '  impassive  ash  resounds : 
Again  with  doubleforce  the  shaft  rebounds. 
In  the  same  line  wingM  back  its  airy  way, 
Thf-n  prone  on  earth  before  Adrastus  lay. 

Each  reasons,  as  his  wayward  thoughts  decree; 
These  thmk  the  shaft  rebounded  from  the  tree  j 
And  those,  that  winds  with  unresisted  force 
Drove  clouds  on  clouds,  to  intercept  its  course. 
Mean  While  th'  event  and  dreadful  omeu  ties 
Deep  wrapt  in  night,  nor  seen  by  human  eyes. 
One  chief  hi  safety  must  return  alone. 
Through  woes,  and  blodd,  and  dangers  yet  un- 
known. 
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MIXTH  TffEBAIL  OF  STATIUS. 

NOTSl. 

Mr.  Dtyden,  in  his  excellent  prefiice  to  the 
Eneid,  takes  occasion  to  quarrel  with  Stitius,  and 
calls  the  present  book  an  fli-timed,  find  injudi- 
dous  episode.  I  wonder  so  setere  A  retnark 
could  pasi  tnm  that  gentleman,  who  IraS  ^  lul- 
mirerofoor  author  even  to  superstition.  loWn 
1  can  scarce  Ibigive  myself,  to  contradict  so  great 
■  poet,  and  so  good  a  critic  |  talium  enim  viiOrtim 
ttt  admiratio  makima,  ita  censu  ra  drfiicilis.  How- 
crer  the  present  case  may  idmit  of  very  aTDevi- 
ating  circumstances.  It  may  be  replied  in  gene- 
ral, thait  the  design  of  this  book  was  to  give  a 
respite  to  the  main  sctkui,  introducing  a  mourn- 
fill,  but  pleasing  variation  from  terrourtopity* 
It  is  Also  highly  probable,  that  Statins  had  an  eye 
to  the  funeral  obsequies  of  PdtfACftt,  and  Anchi- 
ses,  mentioned  in  the  3d  aiid  5(h  books  of  Virgil. 
We  may  also  look  upofi  them  as  a  prelude,  open- 
iiig  the  mind  by  degrees  to  rseeive  the  miseries 
and  hofroor  of  a  future  waf .  This  is  fntiBBted 
«n  some  measure  by  the  derivsctlon  of  th^  «roM 
Archemorus. 

Besides  the  TeesdDs  ftbovtementiorted,  ire  Have 
a  fine  opporttmity  of  remarkihg  upon  chief  of 
the  herttewho  fnost  hfiakea  figure  hereafter  j 
this  is  represented  to  the  eye  in  a  Nvely  sketch 
that  dtstribotestoeach  person  hiA  pitMr  lightk, 
with  grett  mitttitate. 


It  must  certainly  be  an  infinite  pleasure  to 
peruse  the  most  ancient  piece  of  history  now  ex- 
tant, excepting  that  in  holy  scripture.  This 
remariL  must  be  understood  of  the  action  of  the 
1  hebaid  only,  which  Statius,  without  question* 
faithfully  recited  from  the  most  authentic  chro- 
nicles in  his  own  age.  The  action  of  the  UiaA 
and  Odyssey  happened  several  years  after.  This 
is  evident  from  Homer's  oim  words.  Agamem- 
non, fn  the  4th  Iliad,  recites  with  great  transport 
the  expedition  of  Tydeus:  and  Ulysses  mentions 
the  story  of  Jocasta  (or  Epicaste,  as  he  calls  her) 
in  a  very  particular  manner.  It  is  inhis  desoeol 
to  Hell,  Odyssey  the  eleventh : 

VLwtfd  V  Oi^ivo^o  r^oy,  waXh  fiwiMSpVt 
"H  fi4/a  i^oir  S^i{iy  i^fHfai  »o«iM» 

*  AXX*  ofMfU  d)S0«  veXim(«i7M  S3fut  vAxf^ 
*H  hi&yi  iis  iiliito  wXi^M  itpaftfolo 
lioXtSjiSki  foff«Ti/*iir^if^/yftfif 'mXiMy* 

The  AWlqnity  of  the  YhebaSd  mky  be  con* 
sidered  also  in  another  View.  As  the  poet  waa 
obliged  to  eoii!fbntt  the  manners  of  his  heroe»  to 
the  time  of  action,  we  in  justice  ought  not  to 
be  so  Ynuch  shodc'd  with  those  Msuflts  over  the 
dead  adnch  run  through  nil  the  batttes.  This 
softens  A  little  the  barbarity  of  Tydeus,  who 
expired  gnawing  the  head  of  his  enemy ;  and  the 
impiety  of  Capaneus,  who  was  thunderstmck 
white  he  blasphemed  Jupiter.  "VVlioever  reads 
the  books  of  Joshua  and  Judges  will  find  about 
those  times  the  same  savage  spirit  of  insoleBC^ 
and^tff/r. 


The  Kcmesan  games.        r.  4. 

I  beg  to  be  excused  from  giving  a  long  account 
of  the  Nemesan  games.  What  the  worid  calls 
learning,  differs  very  little  from  pedantry^  and 
I  kta  sensible  many  an  honest  man  may  deserve 
that  i/nputation  when  he  means  no  manner  of 
harm :  so  much  harder  'tis  to  conceal  knowledge, 
than  first  get  it  The  best  and  most  ancient 
information  now  extant  is  to  be  collected  from 
Pindar's  odeS  in  general.  However  I  must  just 
take  notice  of  ftfuneral  ora^tion  spoken  m  honour 
of  Archemorus,  a^it  is  mentioned  by  Clemens 
Alexflttdrinus^  In  his  admonit  ad  Gentes. 

5. 
The  yonthfbl  sailors  thus  with  early  care 
Their  srms  experience*-        t.  29. 

*Tis  worth  while  here  to  take  notice  of  Stati* 
us'skimilies  in  general  They  are  sometimes 
proper,  but  not  often  t  a  common  &ult  with  most 
young  authors,  who  can  reject  nothing  ;  though 
a  more  judicious  writer  at  the  same  time  would 
either  suppress  the  thought,  or  at  mostoonteot 
himself  with  a  metaphor.  I  am  apt  to  think 
similies  must  seldom  be  used,  except  they  coq- 
vey  to  the  mind  some  very  pleasing,  or  strong 
piece  of  painting,    Por  all  similies  aredescrip- 
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trant  (or  pictoros)  whose  only  beauty  prooe^ 
inm  an  excellence  in  the  imageryv  In  these 
cases,  painting  must  always  be  consulted. 

Another  oversight  in  Statius  is  want  of  pa- 
rity in  the  circumstances :  but  this  is  owing  to 
the  irregularity  of  his  genius,  which  was  abore 
insisting  upon  particulars,  and  gave  only  some 
ix4d  strokes  of  likeness. 

If  atrtmslator  can  leave  out  such  similies  (or 
other  passages)  in  Statius  as  are  not  proper,  with- 
out violating  the  context :  or  if  he  can  supply 
any  of  their  defects  in  a  very  short  compass,  1 
think  he  ougfaL  Though  these  liberties  are  not 
jto  be  taken  with  more  correct  writers. 


Swift  from  mankind  the  Pow*r  of  slumbers 
flew.    T.  31. 

This  place  is  not  translated  exactly  to  the  let- 
ter, nor  indeed  would  our  language  bear  it  The 
origlpal  is  extremely  poetioal,  and  correspond- 
ent to  the  best  paintings  in  those  times : 

oomu  fugiebat  somnus  inani. 

For  Somnus  (or  sleep)  was  represented  as  a  deity 
pouring  dews  out  of  a  horn,  over  the  temples  of 
the  sleeping  person.  Sutius  alludes  to  thi^  in 
•notber  passage,  upon  the  same  occasion ; 

comn  perfuderat  omni. 

This  remark  I  owe  to  Lactanfius,  who  has  given 
US  the  only  tolerable  comment  upup  Statius. 
Care  has  been  taken  to  read  him  entirely  over, 
though  to  little  purpose.  His  notes  are  learned, 
short,  and  dear,  but  seldom  poetical.  Most  of 
them  are  like  the  old  Scholia  uix>n  Homer,  ex- 
plaining one  word  by  another.  He  is  fuJl  of 
apostrophes  and  exclamations,  yet  gives  no  rea- 
sons.   Such  as,  exquisite  dictum !  pictum  egre- 

7. 
Mean  while  Adrastus  bears  the  friendly  part. 
And  with  kind  words  oCmsoles,  &c.  v.  51. 

Chaucer,  who  was  perhaps  the  greatest  poet 
«mong  the  modems,  has  translated  these  verses 
almost  word  for  word  in  his  Knight's  Tale.  I  shall 
make  this  remark  onoe  for  all :  as  nothing  parti- 
cularises the  fine  passages  in  Homer  more  than 
that  Virgil  vouchsafed  to  imitate  them :  so  scarce 
any  thing  can  exalt  the  reputation  of  Statius 
higher,  than  the  verbal  imitations  of  our  great 
countryman.  I  prefer  this  to  a  volume  of  criti- 
cisms ;  no  man  would  imitate  what  he  could 
exceed. 

8. 

Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay 

In  lonely  woods v.7(». 

Linus  was  the  son  of  Apollo,  and  the  nymph 
I^amathe.  No  picture  could  be  introduced  with 
more  propriety;  his  death  was  almost  ekactly 
the  same  with  that  of  Archemorus.  The  story  is 
telated  at  large  by  Adrastus  in  the  first  Thebaid^ 
and  adnurably  translated  by  Mr.  Pope : 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child !  is  thine  ? 
Ah  how  unworthy  those  of  race  divine  ? 
On  •flow'ry  herbs  in  some  green  covert  laid, 
Bit  bed  the  ground,  his  panopy  the  shade, 


He  mixes  with  the  bleating  lambs  his  cries  ; 
Wbile  the  rude  swain  his  rural  music  tries. 
To  call  soft  slumbers  on  his  infwt  eyes. 
Vet  ev'n  in  those  obscure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  more,  alas!,  than  cruel  fate  would  give  I 
For  on  the  grassy  verdure  as  he  lay 
And  breath'd  the  freshness  of  the  rising  day? 
Devouring  dogs  the  helpless  infant  tore, 
Fed  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapt  the  gorSi 

The  pious  mother  thus,  deceived  too  late 
Like  her  fond  spouse v.  90. 

I  scarce  ever  met  with  a  more  incoherent  pas- 
sage than  this,  in  tiny  author.  The  sense  is  fine, 
and  easily  apprehended  by  the  context:  the 
words  are  obscure  to  a  fault,  and  the  transition 
too  sudden  and  violent : 
Namque  Uli  &  pharetras,  brevioraque  tel« 

dicarat 
FeRtinus  voti  pater,  insontesque  sagittas. 
Jam  tunc  &  not&  stabulis  de  gente  probatoc 
In  nomen  pa^ebat  equos,  cinctusque  sonantetf, 
Armaque  majores  escpectataia  lacerto»— 
Spes  av'uUe !  quas  non  in  nomen  credula  vestes 
Urgebat  studio }  fcc. 

Spesayidfls,  must  certainly  be  spoken  of  the 
mother,  or  else  credula  has  nothing  to  agree  with. 
In  short,  it  niust  never  be  defended,  but  by  one 
of  these  two  excuses,  either  that  Statius  left  his 
poem  unfinished,  or  that  the  verse  immediately 
preceding,  is  now  lost  It  might  mean  perhaps 
no  more  than  this,  "  thus  too  was  the  unhappy 
mother  deceived !  with  what  care — &c."  lhi« 
consideration  clears  the  sense,  and  solves  all  ob- 
jections at  once.  However  *tis  a  mere  conjecture, 
and  may  be  truer  to  the  author's  reput^tion,than 
his  first  meaning. 

All  grave  readers  will  reject  this  as  a  whimsi- 
cal young  man's  notion  ;  nor  do  I  lay  any  stress 
upon  it.  To  show  I  can  be  serious  on  occasion, 
1  shall  just  refer  them  to  Virgil's  third  Georgic, 
where  will  be  found  a  transition  from  horses  to 
cows,  as  obscure  almost  as  this  in  Statius. 

Gronovius  (without  any  authority)  thinks  wp 
should  read  spes  avidi,  instead  of  avidae,  still 
preserving  the  context,  and  referring  credula  tb 
spes.  I  cannot  approve  of  this  emendation  for 
many  reasons ;  we  at  once  lose  half  the  beauty. 
Besides,  the  repetition  of  in  nomen  would  be  tau- 
tology, if  it  did  not  refer  to  another  person ;  nor 
can  urgere  vestes  be  so  properiy  applied  to  th* 
father. 

Whoever  reads  this  positive  Dutchman's  pra- 
&ceto  Ammianus  Maroellinus,  will  never  think 
him  to  be  a  man  of  sense,  or  candour. 
I  10. 

Stretch'd  o'er  the  ground  the  tow'ring  oaks 

were  seen,  &c  v.  108. 
This  description  is  inimitably  beautifiil,  and  I 
might  spend  a  whole  pagein  admiratk>ns.  'Twers 
easy  also,  by  drawing  parallel  places,  (a  com- 
mon, but  unfair  practice)  td  prefer  Statius  to  all 
the  anciento,  and  modems.  Most  of  the  poeti 
have  exercised  their  genius  upon  th.s  oocasioo  ; 
particularly  Ovid  intbe  lOtb  bookofhisMeia^ 
morplioiiB: 
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Nod  Chaoms  abmiit  arbos, 
Kon  nemus  Hdiadumy  non  froDdibiu  esculus 

altts : 
Nod  tiltsB  molles,  ocm  fagus,  &  inouba  1aaiTU,\ 
£t  coryli  fragile^,  fie  fraxinus  utilis  hasiis, 
Enodinqueabies  carrataque  glandibus  Ilex, 
Et  plataous  genialig,  aceique  coloribus  iinpar, 
AmnicolsBque  simul  salices,  fc  aquatica  lotot. 

As  also  Claudiao,  in  tbe  Rape  of  Proserpina, 
UK  the  3d.  Chaucer  seems  to  have  a  particu- 
lar eye  to  this  passage  throughout  all  his  poems. 
See  his  Knight'sTale,  the  Assembly  of  Fowls,  and 
Complaint  of  the  Black  Knight.  I  am  also  mnch 
pleased  to  find  this  passage  finely  imitated  by  two 
other  of  our  ancient  English  poets.  I  shall  first 
cite  Fairfax,  who  understood  the  hannoDy  of 
numbers  better  than  any  person  then  living,  ex- 
cept Spenser.  All  the  world  knows  his  excellent 
Tersiou  Cor  paraphrase  rather)  of  Tassels  Gieru- 
salem  liberata.  The  other,  whom  I  mean,  is 
M.  Drayton,  whose  Fairy-tale  is  a  master-piece 
ip  those  grotesque  writings : 

Down  fall  tbe  sacred  palms,  and  ashes  wild — 
The  fun'ral  cypress,  holly  ever  green ; 
The  weeping  fir,  thick  beech,  and  sailing 
pine ; 
The  maiTled  elm  fell  with  his  fruitful  vine ; 
The  shooter-yew,  the  broad-leaT*d  sycamore, 
7be  barren  platine,  and  the  walinut  sound ; 
The  myrrh  that  |ier  fuul  sin  doth  still  deplore; 
The  alder,  owner  of  all  watrish  ground  ; 
Sweet  juniper,  whose  shadow  hurteth  rore; 
Proud  cedar;  oak,  the  king  o(  forests  crowned. 

Fairfax. 

The  tufted  cedar,  and  the  branching  pine. . . . 

Under  whose  covert,  (thus  divinely  made) 
Phoebus*  green  laurel  flourished  in  the  shade : 
Fair  Venus'  myrtle,  Mars  his 'warlike  fir, 
Minerva*s  olive,  and  the  weeping  myirh  ; 
The  patient  palm  that  strives  in  spite  of  hate. 
The  poplar  to  Alcides  consecrate,  &c. 

Drayton. 

I  ask  pardon  for  the  (edioosness  of  this  note, 
and  the  reader  injustice  ought  to  acknowledge  I 
writ  it  to  gratify  my  pleasure,  rather  than  my 
vanity ;  and  sorely  no  person  who  has  the  least 
taste  can  be  di8plea$ed  with  so  much  variety.  I 
insist  only  to  produce  one  description  more  oat 
ofStatius.  The  verses  are  extremely  natural, 
and  carry  something  with  them  as  awfiil  and 
Tenerable  as  tbe  subject : 

Sylva  capax  sevi,  validique  incurva  senect&, 

JEtemum  intonsas  frondis,  stat  pervia  nolUs 

Solibus. 

Subter  opaca  quies,  vacousque  silentia  servat 

Horror,  &  exclusae  pallet  mala  locis  imago, 

Neo  caret  umbra  Deo. 

Thebaid  4. 

Sacred  to  Heav'n  and  Hell  the  mourners  rear 
Two  massy  altars v.  131, 

It  may  l^e  asked  why  the  Grecians  raised  two 
altars.  Lactantins  answers,  that  one  only  was 
for  Archemorus,  and  tbe  other  for  the  serpent 
that  killed  him. 

Uthe  reader  supposes  this  to  be  toomnch  honour 


'  for  the  latter,  it  must  be  remembered,  that  tnose  ' 
creatures  were  alinost  always  esteemed  by  the 
ancientic,  as  sacred  to  some  deity.     But  Statins 
mentions  this    in  -particular.     See  the  death  o( 
Archemorus,  in  the  5th  Thebaid : 

Nemoris  saoer  horror  Achsei 
Erigitur  Seriiens. 

And  a  little  afterwards, 

Inachio  sanctum  dix^re  Tananti 

i\grioo1aB 

SoVirgif,  speaking  of  the  two  serpents  that 
strangled  Laocoon,  Eneid  the  2d  : 

Their  task  perform'd  the  serpents  quit  their 

prey. 
And  to  the  tow'r  of  Palbs  make  their  way: 
Couched  at  her  feet  they  lie  protected  there 
By  her  large  buckler,  and  protended  spear. 
Dry  den. 

12. 

— — >In  mournful  strains 
The  music  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains.  ▼. 

137. 

The  Phrygian  measure  in  music  was  made  use 
of,  fo  call  tbe  spirits  of  the  deceased  from  Hades. 
Pelops  was  the  first  person  who  invented,  and  set 
it  to  the  lyre,  and  from  him  it  came  to  the  Gre- 
cians. 

Lactantins. 

13.  ' 

Behind  Hypsypile's  ^oft  sorrows  flow 
Silent,  and  fast— —>    v,  147. 

Nothing  can  be  more  finely  imafced  than  this, 
character  of  Uypsypile  ;  it  seems  a  perfect  pic- 
ture of  beauty  in  distress.  Her  very  silence  is 
eloquent :  she  knows  her  innocence,  but  must 
not  speak  one  word  to  defend  it  She  moves 
along  by  herself  tbe  very  last  of  them  all,  white 
every  eye  seems  to  threaten  and  accuse  her. 
And  even  after  nil  this,  there  is  still  a  dejected 
sweetness,  a  tenderness,  a  confusion  that  cannot 
be  expressed.  I  know  not  how  to  make  the 
reader  any  ways  sensible  of  my  own  images, 
except  I  refer  him  to  the  character  of  Brisels  in 
Homer's  first  Iliad,  and  the  picture  of  Sislgafflhis 
inDarius's  tent 

lliis  puts  me  in  mind  of  some  fine  strokes  ill 
Spenser,  though  upon  a  difierent occasion.  What 
1  mean,  is  the  silence  and  confiision  of  Britomart, 
when  the  Red-cross  knight  discovers  her  to  be  » 
lady,  and  inquires  after  her  adventures : 

Thereat  she  sighing  softly,  had  no  pow'r 
To  speak  awhile,  ne  ready  answer  make. 
But  with    heart-thrilling    throbs,. and  bitter 
As  if  she  had  a  fever-fit,  dkl  qoake,     [stowY^ 
And  ev'ry  dainty  limb  with  horror  shake  ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  rosie  red 
Flash'd  through  her  face,  as  it  had  been  a  flake 
Of  lightning,  through  bright  Heaven  fulmineil. 
Fairy  Queen,  Lib. '3.  Cant.  2«  . 

See  also  the  same  canto,  stanza  the  Ijth. 

14. 

Fpeech  of  Eurydice.  t,  153. 

Statins  has  equally  shown  bis  conduct  in  this 
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speech  of  Eorydioe.    She  is  ujared,  and  indeed 
deserres  a  liberty  to  resent  it    She  condoles, 
ahe  repenU,  she  heghtens  her  misfortunes,  and 
then  seems  to  wonder  why  Providence  should  in- 
flict them,    lliis  she  aggravates  by  considering 
the  prosperity  of  ber  neighbours,  which  certainly 
gives   the  deepest  remorse  in   all   afflictions. 
Nothing  can  be  finer  than  these  two  last  partica- 
lara.  They  arise  immediately  from  human  nature, 
*nd  give  a  lively  picture  of  self-respect,  and  in- 
dulgency  to  our  own  frailties.    What  follows  is 
more  abrupt  and  violent;  she  draws  the  author 
of  her  misery  in  the  most  disagreeable  colours, 
makes  her  treacherous,  negligeat,  and  even  in- 
•ensible  of  gratitude  or  pity. 

15. 

Whose  hands  sustain'd  thee,  and  whose  music 

charm'd, 
Whose  eye  o^ereaw  thee— V.  185. 

I  am  for  from  being  disgusted  with  these  little 
particularities  that  attend  the  most  serious  and 
noble  passions.  Nothing  has  a  better  efiect  in 
poetry,  orpahiting.  An  incident  may  be  small, 
and  at  the  same  time  not  trifling.  This  puts  me 
in  mind  of  anobservatioo  in  Loaginos :  it  is  made 
upon  Sappho's  love-ode,  translated  afterwards  by 
Catullus.  «  The  poetess"  (says  he)  "  has  assem- 
bled with  admirable  skill  all  the  little  accidents 
to  that  passion.  Her  heart  beats  fast,  her  tongue 
trensbles,  her  sight  seems  to  swim,  and  ber  cobur 
vanishes  all  in  one  moment'* 

This  coniiisioD  suits  admirably  well  with  the 
wandering  irresolutions  of  the   soul  ppon  such 


toDgious,  Chap.  8. 

16. 

So  when  the  holy  priest  with  curious  eyes 
Dooms  some  fair  heifer,     v.  209. 

I  must  not  foiget  that  Statins  has  copied  this 
simile  from  Lucretius.  Tit  haid  to  say  which 
is  the  more  eicellent  Lucretius  his  lines  are 
these,  after  he  has  described  the  young  heifer 
slain  in  sacrifice : 

At  mater  virideis  saltus  orbata  peragrans,  ' 
Omnia  convisens  oculis  loca,  si  qoeat  usquam 
Conspicere  amissum  fcetum,  completque  qne- 

relis 
Frondiferum  nemus  adsistens,  Bt  erebn  revisit 
Ad  stabnlum,  desiderio  perfixa  juvenci, 
Non  tenersB  salioes,  atque  herbse  rore  vigentes 
Fluminave  ulla  queont  summis  labehtia  ripis 
Obleetare  animum,8ubitamque  avertere  curam: 
Nee  vitnlornm  aliae  species  per  pabola  laeta 
Derivare  queuntali6,cur&ve  levare.     Lib.  3. 

17. 

The  father  now  unbares  his  rev'rend  head  ; 

His  silver  locks  he  scatters  o'er  the  dead.  v. 
217. 

Tlie  pnctioe  of  cnttmg  off  the  hair,  and  strew- 
ing it  over  the  deceased,  ipras  so  common  with  the 
andents,  that  all  testimonies  are  needless.  It 
nrevails  funong  the  Sclavonians  to  this  day,  who, 
(as  lord  Busbeque  observes  in  his  Epistles)  neque 
nodo  capiUosi  wd  etiam  supeicUia  sibi  (in  luctu) 
dtanuitt 


18. 

If  Jove's  almighty  wisdom  can  deceive, 
Curs'd  is  the  man  who  fondly  will  believe  ! 

V.  821. 

This  apostrophe  contains  a  fine  picture  of  hu- 
man nature  in  distress.  Heaven  itself  cannot 
escape  our  censure :  its  unerring  justice  is  called 
into  question,and  we  fancy  more  to  be  inflicted  on 
us,  than  we  ought  to  suffer. 

Much  of  this  kind  is  the  speech  of  Asius  in 
Homer's  12th  Iliad.  EusUthtus  makes  a  verji 
moral  remark  upon  it,  which  I  shall  transcribey 
as  I  find  it  admirably  translated  to  my  hands. 
"  llie  speech  of  Asius  is  very  extravagant :  he 
exclaims  against  Jupiter  for  a  breach  of  promise*  - 
not  because  he  had  broken  his  word,  but  because 
he  had  not  fulfilled  his  own  vain  imaginations. 
This  conduct,  though  very  blameable  in  Asius* 
is  very  natural  to  persons  under  disappointments, 
who  are  ever  ready  to  blame  Heaven,  and  turn 
their  misfortunes  into  a  crime."  Thus  far  Eusta* 
thjus. 

Mneaa  (whose  chief  character  Is  piety)  could 
not  help  aocusmg  men  and  gods  when  he  lost 
Creusa.  Though  in  justice  to  Virgil  it  ought  to 
be  observed,  that  he  softens,  or  rather  disap* 
proves  of  the  impiety  at  the  same  time  i  for  so 
the  word  amens  must  be  understood. 

Quern  non  iocusavi,  amens,  hominumque  deo* 
rumque  ? 


^  As  this  note  is  capable  of  very  serious  refleo- 
tions,  it  may  not  perhaps  be  amiss  to  look  a 
little  into  the  holy  scriptures.  The  impatience 
of  Job's  wife,  as  also  the  diffidence  and  irresolu- 
tion of  David  in  the  73d  Psalm,  are  extraordi- 
nary instances  of  this  sort.  But  Jeremiah  car- 
ries it  yet  farther :  he  proceeds  to  an  expostu- 
lation with  his  Maker.  "  Let  me  talk  with  thee, 
OLord,  of  thy  judgments.  Thou  hast  planted 
(the  wicked)  yea,  they  have  uken  root :  they 
grow,  yea,  they  bring  forth  fruit.  But  thou,  O 
Lord,  knowest  me,  thou  hast  seen  me,  and  tried 
my  heart  towards  thee.  I  have  forsaken  my 
house,  dec."    Chap.  12.  v.  1, 2,  3,  k,  8. 

Lactantius  solves  the  extravagance  of  this 
speech  ofLycurgus  very  oddly,  by  a  reflection 
on  bis  priesthood.  His  words  are  these,  '*  priests 
may  be  as  angry  as  they  wil  I,"  for  so  must  he  be  un- 
deratood  according  to  the  purport  of  the  original. 
I  much  question  whether  his  name-sake  would 
hare  allowed  this  concession  to  the  dergy :  and 
if  the  translator  may  have  leave  to  give  his  opi- 
nion, he  thinks  them  to  have  less  need  of  it,  than 
any  other  part  of  the  nation. 

19. 

Nine  times  his  course  bright  Lucifer  had  rolPd 
And  ev'ning  Vesper  deck'd  his  rays  with  gold* 

V.  271. 

This  partkrularity  is  so  fSsr  from  being  orna- 
mental, tliat  it  preserves  a  valuable  piece  of  an- 
tiquity ;  namely  the  closing  of  the  funeral  games 
aftet  nine  days  end:  which  ceremony  the  old 
lUKoans  called  Novemdialia, 

Bemartiuw 
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t3. 


High  o*er  tbe  peonle  wrooght  with  lively  grace, 
Shioe  the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race. 

V.  891. 

I  don't  remember  any  thing  more  noble,  or 
judicious  than  this  historical  pictqre.  The  des- 
cnpfjon  of«  shield  was  already  wumout:  'twas 
impossible  to  add  any  tiling  of  nooment  aiier  Ho- 
mer and  Virgil.  Nor  iis  it  introduced  merely  for 
ornament ;  it  oontaiDs,  no  less  than  the  story  of 
their  ancestors,  magnanimum  series  antiqua  pa- 
rentum.  Its  effects  are  visible :  to  inspire  them 
with  courage  in  the  funeral  games.  Besides,  it 
happily  avoids  most  of  the  objections  that  have 
been  made  against  the  shields  of  vAchilles  and 
JEneas.  Us  size  answers  all  multiplicity  of 
figures ;  and  even  every  figure  bears  a  plain  re- 
ference to  the  subject  of  action.  The  rules  of 
painting  are  exactly  preserved :  we  have  not  only 
a  contrast  of  passions  in  different  persons,  but 
variety  of  place  in  each  distinct  coropartiment. 

Tis  reasonable  to  think  our  author  designed 
this  as  a  compliment  to  a  common  ceremony 
then  among  the  Romans :  who  used  at  all  solemn 
finerals  to  carry  before  the  corpsof  the  deceased 
the  pictures  of  their  anceston.  Thus  Hoiace, 
Epode  the  8ih ; 

-^— Funus  atqne  imaginet 

Ducunt  triumphales  tuum.  > 

See  also  Ciceroni  oration  for  MHo,  and  the 
S5th  book  of  Pliny.  Perhaps  Statius  owed  the 
first  hint  of  his  historical  picture  to  the  custom 
we  DOW  mention, 

21. 
•— *Brave  CboraBbui  lifts  his  bleeding  hands— 

V.  324. 

LactantJOS  gives  two  meanings  to  this  hemy- 
ftic ;  the  venerable  or  undaunted  ,Rgare  of  Cho- 
nebus.  I  have  chosen  the  latter,  because  it 
agrees  best  with  his  character  in  the  first  The- 
baid.    The  story  is  too  long  to  be  transcribed. 

22. 

Here  Belus'  sons  at  Hymen*s  altars  stand. 
And  join  with  hearts  averse  the  friendly  hand. 

V.  3SL 


The  contract  of  Danans  and  Cgyptns  is  too 
well  knoTin  to  be  repeated.  However  for  the 
sake  of  the  curious  I  shall  not  pass  by  the 
epistle  of  Hypermnestra  to  Linus,  and  some  re- 
markable passages  in  Pindar's  ninth  Pythian 
Ode.  Statius  seems  pleased  with  this  story,  and 
has  chosen  it  in  another  place  to  ornament  the 
shield  of  Hipponieclon.  There  is  something  very 
masterly  in  the  expression,  and  the  tout-ensem- 
ble makes  a  fine  piece  of  night-painting: 
— ^humeros,  &  pectora  latfe 

Flammeus  orbis  babet vivit  in  aun> 

'  Kox  Danai,  sontes  furiarum  lampade  nigri 

Quinquaginta  ardent  thalamic  pater  ipse  cru- 
entis 

In  foribus,   laudatque  nefas,    fttqne  inspidt 

Thdi.4. 


Swift  flew  the  rapid  car,  and  left  behind 
The  noise  of  tempests,  and  the  wings  of  wind. 

V.  549. 

These  verses  are  somewhat  too  bold  in  the 
original : 

■  stnpngre  relicta 

Nubila,  certantes  Eurique  Notiqnesequuntnr. 

Whoever  translates  Statius  must  have  libertgr 
to  soften  some  of  tliese  hyperboles.  Yet  Lac- 
tantius  was  of  another  opinion,  who  admires 
this  place  in  the  true  j^irit  of  criticism.  Divin* 
dictum  \  dedit  illis  victorise  votum,  sed  ademit 
efiectum.    His4«mark  is  not  worth  translating. 


24. 

So  sad  Apollo  with  a  boding  sigh 

Told  his  fond  child——-  v.  363. 

We  may  perceive  something  very  remarkable 
in  this  simile,  not  without  a  Qne  eommiseratiuo 
for  unhappy  Polynices.  Instead  of  accusing^tbe 
rashness,  or  fully  of  Phaeton,  all  is  attributed  to 
fatal  destiny.  As  much  as  to  say,  Polynices  lost 
nottlie  race  through  hisoi^n  imprudence,  but 
by  the  inteipositiou  ot  a  deity. 

25. 

Admetus'  life.  Ice.    ▼.431. 

This  alludes  chiefly  to  the  story  of  Alceste, 
Admetus  his  wife.who  was  so  honourable  (it  seems) 
as  to  lay  down  her  life  to  atone  for  herhusband^s. 
Juvenal  makes  an  agreeable  use  of  this  female  ^ 
gallantry : 

spectantsubeuntem  fiitamariti 

Alcesten. 

Lactantios. 

Euripides  has  written  a  tragedy  upon  this  oc* 
casion.  I  am  atra^d  few  modem  ladies  would 
give  such  an  example,  but  iudeed  husbands  are 
much  alter'd  since  tlie  days  of  Admetus.  1  may 
add,  that  Statius  ukes  notice  of  the  death  uf 
Alceste  in  his  Sylva,cniituled  the  Tears  of  Einis- 
cus.  Lib.  3.  I  the  rather  cite  this  poem  because 
it  contains  some  fine  strokes  of  hmaanity,  and 
filial  affection.  Of  the  same  nature  is  his  £pi. 
cedion  in  Patrcm.  I  wonder  that  these  two  ad^ 
mirable  copies  have  never  yet  beeen  translated. 

26. 

**  Th'  impatient  coursers  pant  in  ev*ry  vein^ 
And  pawing  seem  to  beat  the  distant  plain. 
The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  crost. 
And  e'er  they  start,  a  thousand  steps  are  losL" 

V.  454. 

The  Latin  of  these  verses  is  wonderfully  fine, 
as  Mr.  Dryden  acknowledges  in  hisprefiioe  to 
Du  Fiesnoy.  He  cites  them  as  a  true  imBg^  of 
our  author : 

Stare  adeb  misenim  est,  pereunt  vestigia  milltt 
Ante  fiigam,  absentenoque  feiit  gravis  nnguU 
campum. 

"  Which  would  cost  me*'  (sayi  he)  *'  an  hout 
to  translate^  there  is  so  much  beaut/  aa  th*  oci* 
gioaU" 
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Since  that,Mr.  Pope  has  imitated  these  verses  al- 
most verbatim  in  his  Windsor  Forest:  and  I 
thought  fit  to  transfer  them  hither,  rather  than 
expose  my  own  weakness.  I  never  was  heartily 
mortified  before  j  1  just  know  how  to  admire  him 
and  to  despise  myself!  the  reader  may  be  as- 
■  tured,  I  durst  not  presume  to  do  this  without 
that  gentleman's  consent ;  who  not  only  gave  me 
leave  to  use  his  translation,  but  also  to  alter  any 
circumstances  that  might  not  correspond  with 
the  originkU  I  remember  a  paper  in  the  Guar- 
dian  that  consists  chiefly  of  parallel  descriptions 
apon  this  occasion  i  and  thither  1  refer  the  cu- 
rious. 

Baldethe  Jesuit  has  some  bold  strokes  m  an 
ode  whose  title  I  forgot,  though  'tis  written  partly 
in  imitation  of  the  war-horse  in  Job.  I  mention 
this,  purely  to  do  justice  to  that  poet's  memory, 
who  (notwithstanding  some  extravagances)  came 
nearer  to  the  spirit  and  abruptness  of  Pindar, 
'  than  any  of  his  cotemporaries* 

S7. 

Earth  opening  seem'd  to  groan  (a  fatal  sign ! ) 

Y.  600. 


In  deferrnre  to  the  above-mcntiuned  criticism, 
I  thought  fit  to  leave  out,  vestigia  cnnciis  ipde- 
prensa  procis ;  for  there  lies  all  tlie  coDfusioai 

30. 

Foot-raco.    v,  F66. 

I  must  own,  .1  thipk  this  fopt-racc  an  inimi- 
table piece  of  poetry.    The  design  itself  is  equal- 
ly as  just;  the  circumstances  perhaps  a^  more  ' 
beautiful    than  those    upon  the  same  subject 
in  the  Greek  or  Roman  poet.  Had  Statius  given 
the  prize  to  Id^s,  (than  which  nothing  was  more 
easy;  I  cann()t  but  think  the  fnonU  would  hav« 
been  highly  defective.    Yet  Euryalus  in  Virgil 
wins  the  race  by  downright  fraudulcncc.     in  the 
descriptive  parts    our  author  borrows  nothing 
uonsiderable  from   either  of  the  'above   cited 
poets.     I  wish  he  had  taken  one  circnmstanca 
from  Homer,  which  pleases  me  much.     It  is  th# 
passage  where  Ulysses  follows  Ajax : 


Because  Amphiarans  was  afterwards  to  be 
swallowed  under  gronnd.  See  the  latter  end  of 
the  seventh  Thebaid: 

Ilium  ingens  hauiit  specns,  &  transtre  parantes 
Mergetequos:  non  arma  manu,  noo  frsena 

remisit 
Sicut  erat,  rectos  defert  m  Tartara  cnrras : 
Respexitqoe  cadens  coelum,  campumque  coire 
Ingemuit 

1  take  this  to  be  one  of  the  most  noble  des- 
criptions I  ever  met  with  in  any  language. 
28. 
Load  shouts  each  chief  that  from  high  Elis 

leads 
His  native  train,  fcc.    ▼.639. 
1  have  open'd  this  passage  a  little,  but  with 
^ue  respect  to  geography.     See  the  fourth  Theb. 
Resupina  EUs,  demissa  Pisa. 
29. 
lives  there  a  warrior  in  the  worid  of  fame. 
Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta'i  name  >  v.  649. 
The  commentators  are  all  mighty  merry  upon 
these  verses.    It  seems  Statius  has  confounded 
the  history  of  Atalanta  (there  being  two  of  th?t 
name)  and  Ukes  the  wife  of  Hippomenes  for  that 
uf  Felops;  the  famous  racer  in  days  of  yore. 
This  (say  they)  is  a  remarkable  oversight,  and 
very  few  of  them  can  heartily  forgive  it.    The 
matter  is  hardly  worth  debate :  poets  were  never 
thought  infallible.    Whoever  reads  the  critical 
disoourse  upon  the  Iliad,  will  find  many  errours 
even  in  Homer ;   though  not  so  many  as  La 
Motte  fancied.    Aristotle,  Cicero,  and  Dkmy- 
sius  of  Halicamassus  were  seldom  right  in  their 
quotations.    Macrobius  tells  us,  that  Virgil  ran. 
into  many  palpable  mistakes,  purely  to  disengage 
hnnself  from  too  mnch  exactness,  and  to  imitate 
Homer.    Mons,  la  Mothe  le  Vayer  has  written 
an  entire  treatise  upon  this  snhject :  and  I  think 
Hworth  leading^  merely  as  a  nortificaliw  for 
hmaxk  enmity. 


1^  Uett&tv 

His  foe  he  plies. 
And  treads  each  footstep,  e'er  the  ditft  canriaiw 

31. 
Thus  in  some  storm  the  broken  billovs  risa 
Bound  the  vast  rock—--    v.  909. 


>Tis  with  great  judgment  the  poet  introduce! 
this  simile,  which  admirably  paints  the  size  and 
unmoveableiiess  of  Capaneus.  I  have  endea* 
voured  to  give  it  this  turn,  adding  the  epithet 
va^t,  to  strengthen  the  idea.  A  translator  can 
seldom  do  his  author  this  justice,  and  I  see  no 
reasons  against  it,  if  the  deviation  exceeds  not 
one  word.  However,  it  is  manifest  the  original 
alludes  only  to  the  noise,  and  sudden  overflow- 
ing of  the  waters.  Tia  impossible  to  give  a  mora 
lively  image  of  Alcidamas.  Statius  has  com- 
prised himself  also  into  a  shorter  pass  than  usual, 
that  the  mind  might  not  be  too  ipuch  suspended 
in  the  midst  of  so  important  an  action.  Besides, 
there  is  a  particular  beauty 4n  the  versification: 
it  seems  to  run  by  starts,  short  and  violent: 

Assilit,  ut  praeceps  cumufo  salir  uoda,  miittcan 
Inscopulos,  &  fracta  redit-— « 

32. 
The  fight  of  the  cseitus.  ▼«  966, 

I  have  taken  notice  in  the  foot-race,  that 
IS  varied  from  Virgil,  with  admirable 
judgment.  The  same  may  be  advanced  here  in 
respect  to  Homer,  who  in  his  fight  of  the  csbs* 
tus,  rewards  insolence  and  pride,  instead  of 
punishing  thero«  There  is  an  exact  parity  of 
character  between  Capaneus  and  £peus :  but 
not  the  same  success.  The  boaster  m  this  place 
meets  with  the  most  manifest  disadvantage:  a 
great  improvement  of  the  moraL 

Upon  the  vh^le :  it  may  be  required  I  should 
attempt  something  like  a  comparison  between 
the  descriptions  of  this  game  in  Homer,  Virgil^ 
and  Statius.  To  speak  my  own  sentiments,  I 
cannot  but  prcler  the  latter,  not  only  for  it^ 
greater  varieiy  of  inoidents,  but  for  the  cha* 
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vacter  of  arrogance,  wbich  is  wnmgfat  op  to 
much  more  perfection:  it  was  this  they  all  la- 
boured at.  Capanens  is  so  far  blinded  With  his 
own  admiration,  that  he  still  fisncies  himself  the 
conqueror:  though  the  odds  appeared  visibly 
against  him :  so  apt  is  pride  to  magnify.  Tins 
is  superadded  to  the  characters  in  Homer  and 
Virgil :  and  I  think  it  a  most  natural  improve- 
Bent* 

53. 

The  mountain-cypress  thus,  that  firmly  stood 
From  age  to  age  ▼.  994. 

Originally ; 

llle  autem  Alpini  veluti  rsguia  copressos 
Vertici^ 

I  have  read  in  one  of  our  modem  critics,  or  in 
some  book  of  travels,  that  no  cypresses  grow 
upon  the  Alps.  The  author  upon  this  takes  oc- 
casion to  fall  foul  upon  an  eminent  Roman  poet, 
and  wonders  at  his  ignorance.     It  is  no  matter 


55. 

Nor  breath'd  Ha  spirit  to  coDgenial  skiet. 

T.  102f ; 

Or  to  congenial  stars  more  literally,  acoord« 
ing  to  the  philosophy  of  Pythagoras.  The  wick* 
ed,  says  Lactantius,  were  punished  by  their 
stars  (ab  ipsis  astris,  stellisque  are  his  words)  ; 
the  good  eiuoyed  their  light  for  ever.  For  a 
farther  explication  of  this  ancient  doctrine,  I 
refer  the  reader  to  Servios  and  Ruieus^  note* 
upon  the  227th  line  of  VirgiPs  4th  Georgic,  Sy- 
deris  in  numerum,  5&c.  See  also  Plato  im 
Timaeo. 

96. 

So  Hercules,  who  k>ng  had  toiPd  in  Tain, 
Heav'd  huge  Antheus.    v.  1040. 

I  cannot  but  admire  this  noble  simile ;  beside* 
the  parity  of  circumstances,  the  savage  charac- 
ter of  Antheus  suits  admirably  weU  with  the 
bruUl  fury  of  Agylleus.:  nor  is  it  a  small  com- 


where  I  met  with  this  remark,  it -not  being  of    pijment  to  little  Tydeus,  to  compare  him  with 
much  consequence:  yet  I  thought  fit  to  leave  '--  - 

out  Alpinus;  and    added   a   more  indefimte 
epithet 

Since  my  writing  this  note,  I  chanc'd .  to  read 
Bemartins's  comment  upon  Statins.  He  is 
much  chagrined  at  this  oversight.  As  a  spe- 
cimen of  his  humanity  and  taste  for  criticism, 
I  shall  transcribe  his  own  words  at  length :  **  At- 
tigit  ut  videtur  Papinios  hk:  guttam  h  flumine 
iLethes.  Nam  in  Alpibus  nusquam  cupressi: 
nisi  forte  speciem  pro  genera  posuit,  qood  non 
iocpte  affirmaie  possomus. 


34. 

Not  half  so  bloody:  or  with  half  such  rage 
Two  mighty  monarchs  of  the  heid  engage. 

V.  1006. 

Statins  seems  to  have  copied  this  simile  fiom 

the  combat  of  Hercules  and  Acheldus  In  the 

ninth  book  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses.     I  shall 

'  pleasure  the  reader  with  them  both.    And  first 

Ovid; 

Non  aliter  vidi  fortes  ooncnrrere  tauros, 
Cum  pretiuui  pognse,  toto  nitidisBima  saitu 
Kxpetiturconjux:  spectantamienta,pavenlque 
Nescia  quem  tanti  maneat  victoria  regni. 

Non  sic  dnctores  gemini  gregis,horridatanri 
Bella  movent:  medio coq}uxstatoandidaprato 
Victorem  expectans ;  rumpont  obnfaai  sorentes 
Pcctora— 

The  latter  in  my  opinion  is  far  more  natural 
than  the  former.  There  is  a  beautiful  contrast, 
or  variation  of  numbers,  very  tender  and  fiowing, 
in 


GOiyuX- 


-&Ci 


WhKh  is  somewhat  faintly  preserved  in  the 
translation. 

Spenser  has  a  simile  something  of  this  nature 
in  the  combat  between  the  Red^roes  knight  and 
^josfoy,  Lib.  1.  Canto  2. 


Hercules  for  strength.  I  fancy  Spenser  drew 
the  story  of  Maleger  at  huge  finom  this  pktnre. 
I  am  the  more  inclined  to  think  so,  because  in 
the  combat  of  prince  Arthur,  and  Pyrrhodes, 
he  translates  almost  literally  from  Statins  thoaa 
verses  that  describe  Agylleus  after  his  fall: 
though  it  must  be  owned,  he  has  interwoven  « 
simile  that  much  improves  them  : 

Nought  booted  itthe'Paymm  then  to  strive^ 

But  as  a  bittour  in  an  eagle's  daw. 

That  may  not  hope  by  flight  to  'scape  alive. 

Still  hopes  for  deatli,  with  dread  and  trembling 

So  he  now  subject  to  the  victoi-'s  law,    [awe  : 

Did  not  once  move,  nor  upwards  cast  his  eyob 

37. 

Here  end  the  fbaeral  g^nies,  which  are  pot 
off  (as  in  Vii^l)  by  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that 
none  of  the  seven  captains  should  return,  except 
Adrasttts :  as  that  iti  Virgil  furetold  the  bum- 
ing  of  the  ships  by  the  TVujan  matrons. 

Tocondude,  whosoever  will  read  the  original 
unpartially,  will  find  Statlus  to  be  a  much  better 
poet  than  the  world  imagines.  What  the  trans- 
lation is,  1  know  not :  nor  can  the  notes  be  ex- 
traordinary, when  no  body  has  written  any 
thing  tolerable  beiore  me.  The  reader  may  be- 
lieve, or  disbdieve  them  as  he  pleases;  I  deliver 
conjectures,  not  doctrines.  If  my  present  ver- 
sion has  the  fortune  to  please,  I  may  perhaps 
proceed  farther:  if  not,  I  cannot  but  think  my- 
sdf  happy  in  reviving  at  least  so  fine  a  piece  ct 
poetry.  I  have  but  just  given  the  sketch  of  a 
picture,  it  remains  for  others  to  deepen  the 
strokes,  and  finish  Ihe  whde.  Whoever  can 
take  such  pains,  will  oblige  me^  as  mndi  as  thtf 
worid« 
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To  the  reverend    Mr.     Hildrop,   master  ^ 
Marlebonragh-School,  (under  whom  1  bad  tttt 
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traDOarofreoaTingmy  eilocatioD)  these  Divine 
PoeaH  are  humbly  dedicated  by  his 
most  obliged, 

and  obedieot  servant, 
W.  Hartk. 


KALM  THE  Cirth, 

PikllAniEASBlK 

A WAKH  my  soul !  in  hallowM  reptaret  praise 
*rh'  Almighty  Ood,  who  in  th*  empyreal  height 
Majestic  shines,  too  glorious  to  behold. 
IVTethinks  the  broad  expansion  of  the  sky 
-  O'enpreads  thy  throne:    hi  air  thy  chambers 

hang 
Eieraal,  and  unmov'd.    Clouds  rolPd  on  clouds 
Thy  chariot  form ;  in  thund'rings  wrapt  and  6res 
Thou  walk'st»  incumbent  on  the  wings  of  wind. 

Active  as  flames,  all  intellect,  God  forms 
Angels  of  essence  pure,  whose  finer  parts 
Invisible,  and  half  dissolved  in  light,  Riand 

Should  fleet  through  worlds  of  air.  Th*  Aln&igbty 
Fixt  earth's  eternal  basis,  and  prescribed 
Its  utmost  limits  to  the  raging  main. 

Forth  from  their  deeps  a  world  of  waters  rose 
And  delug*d  earth.    He  spoke,  the  waves  obeyM 
In  peace,  subsiding  to  their  ancient  springs. 
Part  murmur  headkmg  down  the  mountain's 

sides :  • 

Part  through  the  vales  in  slow  msBanders  play, 
'  >sp1ea8*d,  yet  loth  to  leave  the  flow'ry  scene. 

lliitherby  instinct  savage  beasts  repair 
To  slake  their  thirst.    Along  the  maigin  trees 
Wave  in  the  watry  gleam,  amid  whose  boughs 
The  winged  songsters  chant  their  Maker's  powV. 

God  with  prolific  dews,  and  genial  rain 
Impregnates  earth,  then  crowns  the  smiling  fields 
With  lively  green :  the  vegetative  juice 
Flowa  briskly  through  the  trees;  the  purple  grape 
Swells  with  nectareous  win^  t*  inspire  the  souL 
With  verdant  fruits  the  clust'ring  olive  bends 
Whose  spritely  liquor  smooths  the  shining  face. 

On  Lebanon  the  sacred  cedar  waves, 
And  spiry  fir-tree,  where  the  stork  conceals 
Her  clam'rous  young.  The  rocks  bare,unadom'd. 
Have  uses  too :  there  goats  in  quest  of  food 
Hang  penduloQS  in  air,  there  rabbits  form 
Their  mazy  cells— in  constant  course  the  Moon 
Kocturnal  sheds  her  kindly  influence  down, 
Marks  out  the  circling   year^  and  rules  the 
tides. 

Id  constant  regularity  the  Sun 
Purples  the  rosy  east,  or  leaves  the  skies. 
Then  awful  night  o^er  all  the  globe  extends 
Her  sable  shades :  the  woods  and  deserts  ring 
Witb  hideous  yell,  what  time  the  lions  roar 
Aad  tear  their  prey ;  hut  when  the  glimm'ring 


Dawns  o'er  the  hills,  their  depredations  cease 
And  sacred  silence  reigns,    llie  painful  man 
Cominences  with  the  Sun  his  early  toil. 
With  him  retires  to  rest.    O  Pow'r  supreme  I 
How  wonderful  thy  worts !  the  bounteous  earth 
Fours  from  its  fruitful  surfoce  plants  and  herbs 
Adapt  for  ev'ry  use:  its  bowels  hold 
llich  veins  of  stiver,  and  the  golden  ore. 
Uomiinber*4  momken  in  the  deeps  appear, 


Incredible  to  thought    There  f  ow'rs  of  oak 
Float  o'er  the  surges ;  there  enormous  whales 
In  awkward  gambols  play,  th'  inferior  fry 
Sportive  through  groves  o(  shining  coral  glide, 
lliese  with  observance  due,  when  hunger  calls 
Expect  their  meat  from  God,   who  sometimes 
A  just  sufficiency,  or  more  profuse  [give< 

Sbow'rs  down  his  bounty  with  a  copious  hand. 
When  God  withholds  his  all-sustaining  care. 
To  dust,  their  former  princip!e,  they  fall. 
Then  thy  prolific  spirit  forms  anew 
Each  undecaying species.     Mighty  God!       [it. 
How  great,  how  good  thy  pow*r ;  that  was,  and 
And  e'er  shall  be  immutably  the  same  I 

Earth  at  thy  look  with  reverential  fear 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  shakes:  the  mountains  blaze 
Beneath  thy  touch.    Hail  awful  pow'r  of  Ueav'n, 
Eternal  three  and  one!  Tlic  slaves  of  vice 
Thy  vengeance,  like  a  sudden  whirlwind's  rage. 
Sweeps  from  mankind.    My  Muse,  thrice  glo- 

rious  task  1 
While  my  blest  eyes  behbid  the  cheerful  Sun, 
While  life  shall  animate  this  mortal  frame. 
In  Heav'nly  flights  shall  spread  a  bolder  wing. 
And  sing  to  Him,  who  gave  her  first  to  sing  1 


PSJLH  THE  Crilih, 

PABAPlCRASIDb 

MoRTAij,  rejoice  I  with  raptures  introduce 
Your  grateful  songs^  and  tell  what  mercies  God 
Deigns  to  bestow  on  man :  but  chiefly  you 
The  progeny  of  David,  whom  the  liord 
Selected  from  each  region  of  the  globe 
Beneath  the  arctic  or  antaretic  pole: 
Or  where  the  purple  Sun  with  orient  beams 
Strikes  parallel  on  Earth,  or  prone  descends 
T'  illumine  worlds  beyond  th'  Hesperian  main. 
With  weary  feet,  and  mournful  eyes  they 
pass'd  ^ 

Erroneous  through  the  dreary  waste  of  plains^ 
Immeas'rable :  the  broad  expanse  of  Heav'n 
Their  canopy,  the  ground,  of  damp  malign. 
Their  bed  nocturnal.    Thus  in  wild  despair 
Anxious  they  sought  some  hospitable  town, 
bi  shame  and  bitterness  of  soul  once  more 
They  recognized  the  Lord,  and  trembling  cry'd 
"  Have  mercy  on  us!"  he,  the  source  of  mercy. 
Kindly  revisited  his  fav'rite  race^ 
Consol'd  their  woes,  and  led  the  weary  train 
Through  barren  wilds  to  the  kmg-promis'd  land. 
Then  phc'd  'em  there  m  peaceful  habitatkns. 

CHORUa 
"  O  that  the  sons  of  men  in  grateful  songs, 
Wou'd  praise  th'  unbounded  goodness  of  th* 

Lord, 
Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  pow'r  I" 

He  cheers  the  sad,  and  bids  the  fomish'd  soul 
Luxuriant  feast  till  nature  craves  no  more. 
He  often  saves  th*  imprison'd  wretch  that  lies 
Tortur'd  in  iron  chains,  no  more  to  see 
The  cheerful  light,  or  breathe  the  purer  air. 
(The  due  reward  imperbus  mortals  find,     [piM 
When  sweird  with  earthly  grandeur,  they  dtf. 
The  Pow'r  supreme)  thus  Jesse's  sacred  seed, 
Elated  wHh  the  num'rous  gifts  of  Heav'i^ 
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Slighted  the  ijfcrt  fha  the  wntUbl  Loid 
"Wttb-held  his  band.    They,  impotent  to  save 
Tbeir  forfeit  lives,  in  piereing  aooents  cry'd, 
'<  Help  Lord,  we  die  !'*  he  9000  with  aspect  nuld 
Commiserates  their  anguish,  and  relieved 
Those  limbs,  which  sedentary  numbness  e'rst 
-Had  crampt,  when  they  in  dolefol  shades  of 

Sate  inooAsolable— «  O  then  that  men  [Lord, 
ll'oifd  praise  th'  unbounded  goodness  of  the 
Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  pow'r !" 

Man^  thoughtless  of  bis  end,  in  anguish  reaps 
The  fruite  of  folly,  and  voluptuous  life. 
Sated  with  luxury  his  stomach  loaths 
Most  palatable  meats :  with  heavy  pain 
His  eyes  roll  slowly ;  if  he  drops  to  rest. 
He  starts  delirious,  and  still  seems  to  see 
Horrible  fiends,  that  tear  him  from  mankind. 
His  flushing  cheeks  now  glow  like  flames  of  fire : 
Kow  chiird,  he  trembles  with  extremes  of  cold 
That  shoot,  like  darts  of  ice,  through  every  vein. 
Bv'n  then,  when  art  was   conquer'd,   pray'rs 

and  vows 
JLenient  of  anger  soon  appeas'd  tlie  Lord, 
Whose  saving  providence  restor'd  his  h^th, 
^d  snatch'd  th'  expiring  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

But  DDOftly  they  who  voyage  o'er  the  deepa 
Observe  the  works  of  God.    Sudden,  ftom  high 
Down  ponrs  a  rushing  storm,  more  dreadful 

made 
By  darkness:  save  what  light  the  flashing  waves 
Disclose.    The  vessel  rides  sublime  in  air 
High  on  the  suigmg  billows,  or  again 
Precipitous  through  yawning  chasms  descenda. 
Heart-thrilling  plaints,  and  bandi  np-rear'd  to 

Heav'n, 
Speak  well  their  anguish,  and  desire  to  live. 
Shock'd  by  each  bursting  wave  that  whirb  'em 

round. 
They  stagger  in  amaze,  like  reeling  men 
Intoxicated  with  the  fumes  of  wine, 
Yet  when  they  cry  to  God,  his  saving  pow'r 
Hushes  the  winds,  and  bids  the  main  subside. 
Instead  of  storms  the  whisp'riog  zephyrs  fan 
The  silent  deep,  and  #ave  their  pendent  sails. 
Then  ev'ry  heart  exults :  joyous  repose 
Dismisses  each  terrific  thought,  when  onre 
(At  Heav'n's  command)  the  weary  ^-essel  make* 
Her  long-expected  haven. — "  O  that  men 
.  Would  praise  th'  unbounded  goodness  qf  the 

Lord, 
Declare  his  miimdes,  and  laud  his  pow^ ! " 

To  him  onoe  more  address  your  songs  of  praise 
In  ev'ry  temple  sacred  to  his  name, 
Or  where  the  rcv*reojl  senators  convened 
In  council  sit     He  turns  the  limpid  streams. 
And  flowery  me«dovs  to  a  dreary  waste. 
V^ere  com  has  grown,  and  fvagraat  roses  ttl'd 
The  skies  with  odoriferous  sweets,  he  bids 
The  baleful  aconite  \ip-lift  its  head 
(The  curse  of  impious  nations) :  and  ligain 
In  lonely  deserts  at  his  high  behests 
SofL-pudiDgriHsin  sportive  maz^s  glide 
^Iseander'd  through  the  valleys:  there  hp bids 
The  hungry  aonis  increase  and  multiply,     [down 
14  IS  bounteous  hand  the  while  pours  goodn^fs 
Inetfable,  and  guards  their  nnm'rous  herds. 
Though  thousands  foil,  his  meroy  still  renews 
l*hc  never-ending  race*-— When  ^rants^  proud 


Of  arrogated  graatnett,  without  law 
Unpeople  realms,  and  breathe  but  to  deitrqr  i 
Then  God  hb  high  prerogative  asserts, 
Kesumes  his  pow'r,  and  blasts  their  guilty  bettda  t 
Then  raises  from  the  dust  the  humble  soul 
Who  meddy  bore  indignities  and  woe. 


TO  Mr  SOUL. 

nOM  CBAUCUU 

Fxa  from  mankind,  my  weary  aool,  retiie^ 

Still  follow  truth,  contentment  stiil  dears. 

Who  climbs  on  high,  at  best  hiss 

Who  rolls  in  ricbei,  all  to  fortune  < 

Read  well  thy  self,  aud  aaark  thy  early  wmysy 

Vain  is  the  Muse,  and  envy  waits  on  praise. 

Wavering  as  winds  the  breath  of  fortune  Woww, 
No  pow'r  can  turn  it,  and  no  pray'rs  oompoae. 
Deep  in  some  hermit's  solitary  cell 
Repose  and  ease  and  contemplatran  dwell. 
Let  conscience  guide  thee  in  the  days  of  need  ; 
Judge  well  thy  own,  and  then  thy  neighboni^ 
deed. 

What  Heav'n  bestows  with  thankful  eyes  receive ; 
First  ask  thy  heart,  and  then  through  ftith  be- 
Slowly  we  wander  o'er  a  toilsome  way,      [liere. 
Shadows  of  life,  and  pilgrims  of  a  day. 
**  Who  wrestles  in  this  world,  receives  a  fall ; 
Look  up  on  high,  and  thank  ihy  God  for  all  1" 


AN  ESSAY  ON  SATIRE: 

PARTICULARLY  ON  THE  DUKCIAD* 

riiNTED  i7aa 

CONTENTS. 

I.  The  origin  and  use  of  satire.  The  excel- 
lency  of  epic  satire  above  others,  as  addiug  ex- 
ample to  precept,  and  animating  by  fable  and 
sensible  images^  Epic  sathne  compared  with 
q>ic  poem,  and  wherein  they  differ :  of  their 
extend  action,  unities,  episodes,  and  the  nature 
of  their  morals.  Of  parody:  of  the  style,  figures 
md  wit,  nroper  to  this  sort  of  poem,  and  the 
Sttpenor  talents  requisite  to  excel  in  it. 

II.  The  characten  of  the  several  aothon  of 
satire.  1.  The  ancients;  Homer,  Simoni()cs, 
Archilochp«,  Aristophanes,  Idenippus,  Ennius, 
Lucilius,  Varro,  Horace,  Persius,  Petronius, 
Juvenal,  Lucian,  the  emperor  Julian.  2.  Ihe 
modems:  Tassone,  Coccaius,  Rabelais,  Reg- 
nier,  Boileau,  Dryden,  Garth,  Pcnpe. 

III.  From  the  practice  ^f  ail  the  beat  writers 
and  men  in  every  age  and  mtiop.  the  n|ora]  jus* 
tice  of  satire  in  general,  and  of  this  sort  in  par- 
ticular, is  vindicated.  The  nece^ity  of  it  showii 
in  this  age  more  especially,  and  why  bad  wri- 
ters are  at  present  tiie  most  prop^  objects  of 
satire.  The  true  cames  of  bad  writers.  Cha^ 
rasters  of  several  soils  of  them  nov  abounding. 
Envious  critics,  furious  pedaifls,  jiegret  libellers, 
obscene  jorteasesy   advocates   ^  CDnuption» 
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fcoffers  at  reVigion,  writers  for  deism,  desiUcal 
^nd  Arian  clergymen. 

Application  of  the  whole  discourse  to  the  Dtin- 
eiad,  concloding  with  an  address  to  the  author 
of  it. 


T'  iXAiT  the  soul,  or  make  the  heart  siiiceT«» 
To  arm  our  lives  with  honesty  severe. 
To  shake  the  wretch  beyond  the  reach  of  law, 
Deter  the  yomifr,  and  touch  the  bold  with  awe» 
To  raise  the  fallen,  to  hear  the  sufferer's  crieS| 
And  sanctify  the  virtues  of  the  wise. 
Old  Satire  rose  from  probity  of  mind, 
The  noblest  ethics,  to  reform  mankind. 

As  Cynthia's  orb  excels  the  gems  of  nighty 
So  epic  satire  shines,  distinctly  bright. 
Here  genius  lives,  and  strength  in  ev'ry  part, 
And  lights  and  shades,  and  fancy  fix*d  by  ait. 
A  second  beanty  in  its  nature  lies, 
It  gives  not  things,  but  beings  to  our  eyes. 
Life,  substance,  spirit  animate  the  whole ; 
Tfction  and  "fable  are  the  sense  and  soul. 
The  common  dnlness  of  mankind  array*d 
la  pMnp,  here  lives  and  breathes,  a  wond^rons 

maid: 
The  poet  decks  her  with  each  unknown  grace* 
Clears  her  dull  brain,  and  brightens  bet  daik 

face. 
See!  father  Chaos  o'er  his  first-born  nods. 
And  mother  Night,  m  majesty  of  gods. 
See  Quemo's  throne,  by  hands  pontific  rise. 
And  a  fools'  pandsmonium  strike  our  eyes. 
Ev»n  what  on  Curl  the  public  bounteous  pours 
Is  sublimated  here  to  golden  show'rs. 
A  Dnnciad  or  a  Lutrin  is  compleat. 
And  one  in  action ;  ludicrously  great. 
Each  wheel  rolls  round  in  due  degrees  of  force  j 
Ev'n  episodes  are  needful,  and  of  course: 
Of  course  when  things  are  virtually  begun 
E'er  the  first  ends,  the  father  and  the  son ! 
Or  else  so  needfiil,  and  exactly  grac'd, 
That  nothing  is  ill-suited,  or  ill-plac'd. 

True  epic's  a  vast  world,  and  this  a  small. 
One  has  its  proper  beauties,  and  one  all. 
like  Cynthia,  one  in  tfcirty  days  appeaors  ; 
like  Saturn,  one  rolls  rotffid  in  thirty  years. 
There  opens  a  wide  tract,  &  length  dt  floods, 
A  height  of  mofontaifis,  and  a  waste  otf  woods: 
Here  but  one  spot :  nor  leaf  tior  green  depart 
From  rules ;  e'en  Nature  seenos  the  child  of  ATt 
As  unities  rn  epic  workft  appear, 
$o  must  they  shhie  to  ftill  distihctidn  herft, 
Ev'n  the  warm  Iliad  moves  with  slower  pow'rs ', 
That  forty  dayj»  demands,  this  fbrty  hours. 

Each  other  sathre  humbler  arts  has  knerwn, 
Content  with  meaner  hteirties,  thcfngh  its  own : 
tnoughferthat,  if  mgged^niU  course 
The  Verse  bdt  rolls  With  vehemence  and  force  j 
Or  nicely  pomted  hi  «h'  Horatian  way. 
Wounds  keeh,  like  Sirens  mischievously  W« ! 
Here  all  has  wit,  jret  mdst  thkt  wit  be  strong 
Beyond  the  turns  of  fepigtam  or  song. 
Thfe  thought  most  rise,  exactly  from  the  vice, 
Sudden,  ytt  ftmsW ;  ctato,  and  yet  concise* 
One  harmony  must  first  with  last  unite : 
/LB  all  true  paintUigs  have  their  place  and  light, 
Transttions  must  be  quick»  and  yet  design'dy 
j?ot  mada  tg  £llf  bat  just  retain  th«  miod ; 


And  similies,  like  meteors  of  the  night, 
Just  give  one  flash  of  momentary  light. 

As  thinking  makes  the  soul,  low  things  exprest 
In  high-rais'd  terms,  define  a  Dunciad  best 
Books  and  the  man,  demand  as  much,  or  more^ 
Than  he  who  wander'd  on  the  Latian  shore :  < 
For  here  (eternal  grief  to  Duns's  soul. 

And  B 'sthin  ghost)  the  part  contains  tht 

whole : 
Since  in  mock-epfc  none  succeeds,  but  he. 
Who  tastes  the  whole  of  epic  poesy. 

The  moral  must  be  clear  and  understood : 
But  finer  still,  if  negatively  good  : 
Blaspheming  Capaneus  obliquely  shows 
V  adore  those  gods  Eneas  fears  and  knows* 
A  fool's  the  hero:  but  the  poets  end 
Is  to  be  candid,  modest,  and  a  friend. 

Let  classic  leanung  sanctify  each  part,  . 
Not  only  show  your  readmg,  but  your  art. 

The  charms  of  parody,  like  those  of  wit. 
If  well  contrasted,  never  fail  t6  hit ; 
One  half  in  light,  and  one  in  darkness  drest, 
(For  contraries  opposed  still  shine  the  best.) 
When  a  cold  pau^  half  breaks  the  writer's  heart. 
By  this,  it  warms,  and  brightens  into  art. 
When  rhel'ric  glitters  with  too  pompous  pride^ 
By  this,  like  Circe,  'tis  undeify'd. 
So  Berecynthia,  while  her  offspring  vie 
Tn  homage  to  the  mother  of  the  sky,        [flow'rsy 
(Dedc'd  in  rich  robes  of  trees,  and  plants,  and 
And  crown'd  illustrious  with  a  hundred  tow'rs) 
O'er  all  Parnassus  casts  her  eyes  at  once. 
And  sees  an  hundred  sons-— and  each  a  dunce. 
The  language  next:  from  hence  new  pleasure 
springs : 
For  styles  are  dignified  as  well  as  things. 
Tho'  sense  subsists,  distinct  from  phrase  or  sound. 
Yet  gravity  conveys  a  surer  wound. 
Thechymic  secret  which  your  pains  would  find. 
Breaks  out,  unsought  for,  in  Cervantes'  mind: 
And  Quixote's  wildness,  like  that  kfng's  of  ok). 
Turns  all  he  touches  into  pomp  and  gold. 
Yet  in  this  pomp  discretion  must  be  had : 
Though  grave,  not  stiff;  though  whhnsicaJ,  no( 

mad: 
In  works  like  these  if  fusftain  might  appear, 
Mock-epics,  Blackmore,   would  not  cost  the« 
dear. 
We  grant,  that  Butler  ravishes  the  heart. 
As  Shakespeare  soar'd  beyond  the  reach  of  arts 
(For  Nature  form'd  those  poets  without  rules 
To  fill  the  world  with  imitating  fools.) 
What  bnrlesque  could,  was  by  that  genius  done; 
Yet  faults  it  has,  impossible  to  shun: 
Th'  unchanging  strain  for  want  of  grandeur  doys^ 
And  gives  too  oft  the  horse-laugh  mirth  of  boys  t 
The  short-legg'd  verse,and  ddubte-gingling  sound. 
So  quick  surprise  us,  that  our  Itcads  run  round  & 
Yet  in  this  work  peculiar  life  presides. 
And  wit,  for  all  the  world  to  glean  besides. 
Here  pause,  my  Muse,  too  daring  and  lOQ 
young, 
Nor  rashly  aim  at  precepts  y^  unnmg.* 
Can  man  the  master  of  the  Dunciad  teach  ? 
And  these  ikew  bays  what  other  hopes  to  reachl^ 
Twere  better  judg'd,  to  study  and  explain 
Each  ancient  grace  he  copies  not  in  vain: 
To  trace  thee.  Satire,  to  thy  atmost  spring. 
Thy  fonpi  thy  change  aadlb^  ««thoii4uo«v 
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All  naitoM  with  this  liberty  dipense, 
And  bid  us  shock  the  man  that  shocks  good  sense. 
Great  Homer  first  the  mimic  sketch  designed : 
What  grasp 'd  not  Homer's  comprehensive  mind? 
By  him  who  virtue  prais'd,  was  folly  curst, 
And  who  Achilles  sung,  drew  Dunce  the  first  ■• 

Next  him  Simonides,  with  lighter  air 
In  beasts,  and  apes,  and  verm'm,  paints  the  fiur : 
The  good  Scriblerus  in  like  forms  displays 
The  reptile  rbymsters  of  these  later  days. 

More  fierce,  Archilochns,  thy  vengeful  flame : 
Pool^  read,  and  died :  for  blockheads  then  had 
shame. 
The  comic  satirist  *  attack'd  his  age. 
And  found  low  arts,  and  pride,  among  the  sage : 
See  learned  Athens  stand  attentive  by. 
And  stoics  learn  their  foibles  finom  the  eye. 
Latium's  fifth  Homer'   held  the  Greeks  in 
view: 
Solid,  though  rough,  yet  incorrect  as  new. 
Lncilius,  warmM  with  more  than  mortal  flame, 
Bose  next,  and  held  a  torch  to  ev'ry  shame. 
See  stem  Menippus,  cynical,  unclean; 
And  Grecian  centos,  mannerly  obscene. 
Add  the  last  efforts  of  Pacuvius'  rage. 
And  the  chaste  decency  of  Varro's  page. 

See  Horace  next,  in  each  reflection  nice, 
J^am'd,  but  not  vain :  the  foe  of  fools,  not  vice. 
Each  page  instructs,  each  sentiment  prevails. 
All  shines  alike,  he  rallies,  but  ne*er  rails: 
With  courtly  ease  conceals  a  master's  art. 
And  least  expected  steals  upon  the  heart. 
Yet  Cassius  *  felt  the  fury  of  his  rage, 
(Cassius,  the  Welsted  of  a  former  age) ; 
And  sad  Alpinus  ignorantly  read. 
Who  murder'd  Memnon,  tho'  for  ages  dead. 
Then  Per^uscame:  whose  line  tho'  roughly 
wrought, 
nis  sense  o'erpaid  the  stricture  of  his  thought 
Herein  clear  light  the  stoic-doctrine  shines, 
Truth  all  subdues,  or  patience  all  resigns. 
A  ihind  supreme:  impartial,  yet  severe : 
Pure  in  each  act,  in  each  recess  sincere  ! 
Yet  rich  ill  poets  urg'd  the  stoic's  frown. 
And  bade  him  strike  at  dulness  and  a  crown  '• 

The  vice  and  luxury  Petponius  drew 
In  Nero  meet :  th'  imperial  point  of  view : 
tee  Roman  Wilmot,  that  could  vice  cha^itise, 
Pleas'd  the  mad  king  he  serv'd  to  satirise. 

The  next  in  satire  *  felt  a  nobler  rage. 
What  honest  heart  could  bear  Domitian's  age  ? 
See  his  strong  sense,  and  numbers  masculine ! 
His  sou]  is  kindled,  and  be  kindles  mine: 
Scornful  of  vice,  and  fearless  of  offence, 
He  flows  a  torrent  of  impetuous  sense. 

So  savage  tyrants  whoblasphem'd  their  god. 
Turn  suppliants  now,  and  gaze  at  Julian's  rod'. 

Lucian,  severe,  but  in  a  gay  disguise. 
Attacks  old  faith,  or  sports  in  learned  lyes  >; 
Seti  heroes  and  philosophers  at  odds ; 
And  scourges  mortals,  and  dethrones  the  gods. 

Then  all  was  right — ^But  Satire  rose  once  more 
Where  M^ici  and  Leo  arts  restore. 

'  Margitcs.  •  Aristophanes. 

•  Ennius.  ^  Epod.  6. 

•  See  his  first  satire  of  Nero's  verses,  5&c 

•  Juvenal. 

f  The  Caesars  of  the  emperor  Julian. 

•  lAcian't  True  Hist9r7. 


Tasson^  shone  fantastic,  hut  sablitae  ? 

And  be,  who  form'd  the  Macaronic-rbyme. 
Then  westward  too  by  slow  degrees  oonfest. 

Where  boundless  Rabelais  made  the  world  hh 
jest: 

Marot  had  nature,  Regnier  force  and  flame. 

But  swallow'd  all  in  Boileau's  matchless  fame  ! 

Extensive  soul !  who  naig*d  all  learning  o'er. 

Present  and  past— and  yet  found  room  for  ooore. 

Full  of  new  sense,  exact  in  ev*ry  page. 

Unbounded,  and  yet  sober  in  thy  rage. 

Strange  fate !  Thy  solid  sterling  of  two  Inies, 

Dnfwn  to  our  tinsel,  thro*  whole  pages  shines  9. 
In  Albion  then,  with  equal  lustre  bright. 

Great  Dryden  rose,  and  steer'd  by  Nature's  light. 
Two  glimm'ring  orbs  he  just  observ'd  from  for. 
The  ocean  wide,  and  dubious  either  star. 
Donne  teem'd  with  wit,  bat  all  was  maim'd  and 

bruis'd. 
The  periods  endless,  and  the  sense  confus'd  : 
Oldham  rusb'd  on,  impetuous  and  sublime. 
But  lame  in  language,  harmony  and  rhyme : 
These  (with  new  graces)  vig'rous  Nature  joined 
In  one,  and  center'd  them  in  Dryden's  mind. 
How  full  thy  verse  1  Thy  meaning  how  severe  I 
How  dark  thy  theme !  Yet  made  exactly  clear. 
Not  mortal  is  thy  accent,  nor  thy  rage. 
Yet  mercy  softens,  or  contracts  each  page. 
Dread  bard !  instruct  us  to  revere  thy  roles. 
And  hate  like  thee,  all  rebels,  and  all  fools. 

His  spirit  ceas'd  not  (in  strict  truth)  to  be : 
For  dying  Dryden  breath'd,  O  Garth,  on  thee» 
Bade  thee  to  keep  alive  his  genuine  rage. 
Half  sunk  in  want,  oppression  and  old  age : 
Then,  when  thy  pious  hands  '*  repos'd  his  head. 
When  vahi  young  lords  and  ev'n  the  flamen  fled* 
For  well  thou  knewst  his  merit  and  his  art. 
His  upright  mind,  clear  head,  and  friendly  heart. 
Ev'n  Pope  himself  (who  sees  no  virtue  bleed 
But  bears  th'  affliction)  envies  thee  the  deed, 

O  Pope  !  instructor  of  my  studious  days. 
Who  fix'd  my  steps  in  virtue's  early  ways; 
On  whom  our  labours,  and  our  hopes  depend. 
Thou  more  than  patron,   and  ev'n  more  Uian 
Above  all  flattery,  all  thirst  of  gain,        [friend  1 
And  mortal  but  in  sickness,  and  in  pain ! 
Thou  taught'st  old  Satire  nobler  fruits  to  bear* 
And  check'd  her  licence  with  a  moral  cate. 
Thou  gav'st  the  thought  new  beauties  not  its  own. 
And  touch'd  the  verse  with  graces  yet  imknown  ; 
Eaoh  lawless  branch  thy  level  eye  surveyed. 
And  stilt  corrected  Nature  as  she  stray'd : 
Warm'd  Boileau's  sense  with  Britain's  genumt 

fire. 
And  added  softness  to  Tasson^'s  lyre. 

Yet  mark  the  hideous  nonsense  of  the  ag«. 
And  thou  t  hyself  the  subject  of  its  rage. 
So  in  old  times,  round  godlike  Scseva  ran 
Rome's  dastard  sons,  a  million,  and  a  man. 

Th'  exalted  merits  of  the  wise  and  good 
Are  seen,  for  off,  and  rarely  understood. 
The  world's  a  father  to  a  dunce  unknown. 
And  much  he  thrives,  for,  Dulness!  he's  thy  ow»« 
No  hackney  brethren  e'er  condemn'd  him  twice: 
He  /ears  no  enemies,  but  duat  and  mice. 

tRosoommon,  reveised. 

'*  Dr.  Garth  took  care  of  Mr.  Dryden's  foa** 
ral,  which-  some  ooUemeni  who  undertook  it,  had 
neglectedt 
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if  Pope  but  writes,  the  devil,  Legion  raves, 
And  mearre  critics  mutter  in  their  caves: 
(Such  critics  of  necessity  consume 
AW  irit,  as  hangmen  ravished  maids  at  Rome.) 
Karnes  he  ascribhier  ?  all  the  world's  in  arms; 
Augusta,  Granta,  Rhedecyna  swarms: 
The  gitilty  reader  fancies  what  he  fears. 
And  every  Midas  trembles  for  bis  ears. 

See  all  such  malice,  obloquy  and  spite. 
Expire  e'er  mom,  the  mushroom  of  a  night 
Transient  as  vaponrsglimrn'ring  thro'  the  glades, 
Half-fbrm'd  and  idle,  as  the  dreams  of  maids. 
Vain  as  the  sick  man^  vow,  or  young  man's  sigh, 
Third-nights  of  bards,  or  Henley's  >■  sophistry. 

These  ever  hate  the  poet's  sacred  line : 
These  hate  whate'eris  gloirions  or  divine. 
From  one  eternal  fountain  beauty  springs. 
The  energy  of  wit  and  truth  of  things. 
That  source  is  Qod :  fkom  him  they  downwards 

tend, 
"Row  nHmd— yet  in  their  native  centre  end . 
Hence  rules,  and  truth,  and  order,  dunces  strike; 
Of  arts,  and  virtues,  enemies  alike. 

Some  urge,  that  poets  of  supreme  renown 
Judge  ill  to  scourge  the  refuse  of  the  town; 
Howe'er  their  casuists  hope  to  turn  the  scale. 
These  men  must  smart,  or  scandal  will  prevaiL 
By  these  the  weaker  sex  still  suffer  most ; 
And  such  are  prais'd  who  rose  at  honour's  oost : 
The  leatfn'd  they  wound,  the  virtuous,  and  the 

Ihir; 
Vo  fiiult  they  cancel,  no  reproach  they  tpan : 
The  random  shaft,  impetuous  in  the  dark, 
Sings  on  unseen,  and  quivers  in  the  mark, 
lis  justice,  and  not  anger,  makes  us  write, 
Such  aons  of  darkness  must  be  dragg'd  to  light: 
Long-fluiTring  nature  must  not  always  hold: 
In  virtue's  cause  tis  gen'rous  to  be  bold. 
To  scourge  the  bad,  th'  unwary  to  reclainiy 
And  make  light  flash  upon  the  face  of  shame. 

Others  have  uff'd  (but  weig^iit,  and  you'll 
find 
Tis  light  as  fieathen  blown  before  the  wind) 
That  poverty,  the  cmrse  of  Providence, 
Atones  for  a  dull  writei's  want  of  sense : 
Alas !  his  dulness  'twas  which  made  him  poor  : 
Not  vice  versa:  we  infer  no  more. 
Of  vice  and  folly  poverty's  the  curse, 
Heav'n  may  be  rigid,  but  the  man  was  wotm. 
By.  good  made  bad,  by  fovours  more  disgrac'd. 
So  dire  th'  efiects  of  ignorance  misplac*d  ! 
Of  idle  youth,  unwatch'd  by  parents'  eyes ! 
Of  zeal  for  pence,  and  dedication  lies  1 
Of  conscience  modell'd  by  a  great  man's  looks. 
And  arguings  in  religion--fn)m  no  books  I 

No  light  the  darkness  of  that  mind  invades, 
tnicre  Chaos  rules,  enshrin'd  in  genuine  shades: 
Where  in  the  dungeon  of  the  soul  enclos'd, 
Tme  Dulness  nods,  reclining  and  repos'd. 
Sense,  grace,  orharnxxiy,  ne'er  enter  there. 
Nor  human  fisith,  nor  piety  sincere : 
A  midnight  of  the  spirits,  soul  and  head, 
(Soapended  aU)  as  thought  itself  lay  dead. 
Yet  4ft  a  mimic  gleam  of  transient  light 
Breaka  thro'  this  gloonit  and  then  they  thmk 
they  write;. 


» In  the  original 

a 


pfobaUy  orator 


From  streets  to  streets  th'  nummbeHd  pam- 
phlets fly ; 
Then  tremble  Warner,  Brown  and  Billinsly  **. 

O  thou  most  gentle  deity  appear. 
Thou  who  still  hear'st,  and  yet  art  prone  to  hear: 
Whose  eye  ne'er  closes,  and  whose  brains  ne'er 

rest, 
(Thy  own  dear  Dulness  bawling  at  thy  breast) 
Attend,  O  Patience,  on  thy  arm  reclin'd. 
And  see  wit's  endless  enemies  behind ! 

And  yc,  our  Muses,  with  a  hundred  tongues; 
And  thou,  O  Henley!  blest  with  brazen  lungs : 
Fanatic  Withets !  iiun'd  for  rhymes  9nd  sighs, 
And  Jacob  Behmen !  most  obscurely  wise : 
From  darkness  palpable,  on  dusky  wings 
Ascend!    and  shroud  him  who  your  offspring 
sings. 

The  first  with  Egypt's  darkness  m  his  head. 
Thinks  wit  the  devU,  and  curses  books  unread. 
For  twice  ten  winters  he  has  blunder'd  on. 
Thro'  heavy  comments,  yet  ne'er  lost  nor  woo  : 
Much  may  be  done  in  twenty  winters  more. 
And  let  him  then  learn  English  at  threescore. 
No  sacred  Maro  glitters  on  his  shelf. 
He  wants  the  mighty  Stagyrite  himself. 
See  vast  Coimbrias'  ^  commenU  pil'd  on  high  ( 
In  heaps  Soncinas'4,  Sotns,  Sanchez  Ue ; 
For  idle  hours,  Sa's'S  idle  casuistry. 

Yet  worse  is  he,  who  in  one  language  ready 
Has  one  eternal  jinglingin  his  head, 
At  night,  or  morn,  in  bed,  and  on  the  stain- 
Talks  flights  to  grooms,  and  makes  lewd  songs 

at  pray*rsj 
His  pride,  a  pun,  a  guinea  his  reward. 
His  critic  Gildon,  Jemmy  Moore  his  bard. 

What  artftil  hand  the  wratch's  form  can  hit» 
Begot  by  Satan  on  a  Manley's  wit: 
In  parties  furious  at  the  great  man's  nod. 
And  hatmg  none  for  nothing,  but  his  God : 
Foe  to  the  learn'd,  the  virtuous,  and  the  sage, 
A  pimp  in  youth,  an  atheist  in  old  age ; 
Now  plong'd  in  bawdry  and  substantial  lies. 
Now  dabbling  in  ungodly  theories : 
But  so,  as  swa]k>ws  skim  the  pleasing  flood. 
Grows  giddy,  but  ne'er  drinks  to  do  him  good : 
Alike  resolv'd  to  flatter,  or  to  cheat. 
Nay  worship  onions,  if  they  cry,  <' come  eats" 
A  foetofsith,  in  revelation  blind. 
And  impk>us  much,  as  dunces  are  by  kind. 

Next  see  the  master-piece  of  flatf  ry  rise^ 
Th'  anointed  son  of  dulness  and  of  lies ; 
Whose  softest  whisper  fills  a  patron's  ear» 
Who  smiles  unpleas'd,   and  mourns  without  A 
Persuasive,  tho*  a  woful  blockhead  he  i      [tear; 
Truth  dies  before  his  shadow's  sophistry ; 
For  well  he  knows  the  vices  of  the  town. 
The  schemes  of  state,  and  int'restof  thegownt 
Immoral  afternoons,  indecent  nights, 
Inflaming  wines,  and  second  appetites. 

But  most  the  theatres  with  dulness  groan  $ 
Embrios  half  form'd^  a  progsny  unknowns 

^  Three  booksellers. 

i^The  society  of  Ooimbria  in  Spahi,  vhidl 
published  commentaries  on  Aristotle. 

**  Soncinas,  a  schoolman* 

>•  Eman.  de  8a.  (pee  PMchid's  Mystery  of 
Jegnitisna* 
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Fine  thiDgs  for  nothing,  tfuisporti  out  of 
Etflects  uncaused,  and  murden  without  reason. 
Here  worlds  run  lonnd,  and  years  are  taoght  to 
Each  scene  an  elegy,  each  act  a  play.        [stay. 
Can  the  same  pow'r  such  various  passionamove  ? 
Kejoice  or  weep,  His  cv*ry  thing  for  lore. 
The  self-same  cause  produces  Heav'n  and  Hell : 
Things  contrary,  as  buckets  in  a  well : 
One  up,  one  down,  ooe  empty  and  one  ftill : 
Haif  high,  half  low,  half  witty,  tod  half  dull. 
So  on  the  borders  of  an  ancient  wood. 
Or  where  some  poplar  trembles  o'er  the  flood, 
Arachne  travels  on  her  filmy  thread, 
Kow  high,  now  tow,  or  on  her  fieet  Or  head. 

Yet  these  love  verse,    as  croaking  oonferts 
frogs. 
And  m're  and  ordure  are  the  heaven  of  hogs. 
As  well  might  nothing  bind  immensity. 
Or  passive  matter  immaterials  see,    • 
As  these  should  write  by  reason,  rhyme  and  rule. 
Or  he  tnm  wit,  whom  Nature  doom'd  a  fool. 
If  I>ryden  err»d,  'twas  human  frailty  once," 
But  blundering  is  the  essence  of  a  dunce. 

Some  write  for  glory,  but  the  phantom  fodes: 
Some  write  as  party,  or  as  spleen  mvades : 
A  third  because  his  father  was  well  read. 
And,  murderer  Tike,  calls  blushes  from  th«  dead. 
Yet  all  for  morals  and  for  arts  contend — 
They  want  them  both,  who  never  prais'd  a  friend. 
More  ill,  than  dull :  for  pure  stupidity 
Was  ne'er  a  crime  in  honest  Banks,  or  me. 

See  next  a  crowd  in  damaskfc,  silks,  and  crapes. 
Equivocal  in  dress,  half  belles,  half-trape«: 
A  length  of  night-  gown  lich  Pbantasia  t  rails, 
Olinda  wears  one  shift,  and  pares  no  nails : 
Soma  in  CorlPs  cabinet  each  Act  display. 
When  Nature  in  a  transport  dies  away : 
Some  more  rsAn'd  transcribe  their  Opera-toves 
On  iv'ry  tablets,  or  in  clean  white  gloves: 
Some  of  Platonic,  some  of  caitial  taste, 
Hoop'd  or  URhoop'd,  ongarter*d  or  unlac'd. 
Thus  thick  in  ahr  the  wing*d  creation  play. 
When  vernal  Phoebns  rolls  the  Kght  away, 
A  motley  race,  half  hnectt,  and  half  fowls^ 
Loose^tail'd  add  dirty,  may-fKes^  bats  and  owK 

Gods !  that  this  native  noM^iitfe  wa«  our  worst ! 
With  Cfiiii«»  mora  deep,    O  Albkm,  art  thou 

curst. 
No  judgment  open  praphanation  fear^. 
For  who  dreads  Qod,  that  can  preserre  his  fosrs  ? 
O  save  mo,  Providence,  from  vice  refin'd, 
That  wont  of  His,  a  speculative  mind  I 
Not  th«t  I  bimne  di\'iiie  phHoso^hy 
(Y«t  much  wte  risk,  for  prMe  and  learning  lye) : 
Heav*n's  pathi  are  fomid  by  natmre  more  than 

art, 
The  Kboolmsn^s  heid  mitieads  the  layman's 
heart. 

What  ninqpented  deeds  has  Albion  done  ? 
Yet  Jiptfft  tat,  Heti^  I   retunt,  and  spare  ihy 
Keligion  vanishes  to  types  and  shtfdd,         [own. 
By  wits,  by  fools,  by  her  own  sons  betray'd. 
Sure  twas  enough,  to  give  the  dev*!  bis  due,   «. 
Itastsuch  men  mingle  whh  the  priesthood  too? 
So  stood  Oniai  at  th'  Almighty's'throne« 
Profonely  cinctui'd  in  a  harlot's  zone. 

Some  Rome,and  aome  the  Refortnation  blame; 
*Tis  hard  to  say  from  whence  such  licence  came : 
From  fierce  enthusiasts,  or  Socinians  sad } 
CoHhifl  the  softy  or  Bonrignon  the  mad  } 
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From  wayward  natnre^  orjewd  poets'  ihymes^ 
From  praying,  canting,  or  king-killing  times  ^ 
From  all  tbediegs  which  Gallia  could  pimr  forth, 
(These  sons  of  schism)  landed  in  the  north  ?— 
From  whence  it  came,  they  and  the  d— 4  besi 

know. 
Yet  thus  much.  Pope,  each  atheist  is  thy  foe. 
O  Decency,  forgive  these  friendly  rhymes, 
Forrakiugin  the  dung-hill  of  their  crimes. 
To  name  each  monger  would  make  printing 

dear. 
Or  the  Ned  Ward,  who  writes  six  books  a  3rear. 
Such  vioious  nonsense,  impudence,  and  spite^ 
Would  make  a  hermit,  or  a  ihtfaer  write. 
Though  Julian  rul'd  the  world,  and  held  no  i 
Than  deist  Gitdon  taught,  or  Tola&d  swore. 
Good  Gregory  i<  provM  him  execrably  bad. 
And  soourg'd  his  soul,  with  drunken  reason  n 
Much  longer  Pope  restrain'd  bis  awful  hand. 
Wept  o*er  poor  Nineveh,  and  her  dull  band, 
Till  fools  like  weeds  rbse  up,  and  chok'd  tha 

land. 
Long,  long  he  s1ombei*de*er  th'  avenghsg  honr: 
For  dubioos  mercy  half  o'er-ruVd  hirpow'r : 
Till  the  wing*d  bolt,  red-hissing  from  above,' 
Pierc'd  millions  thto' — for  such  the  wrath  of 

Jove, 
Hell,  Chaos,  Darkness,  tremble  at  the  sound. 
And  prostrate  fools  bestrow  the  vast  profound ; 
No  Charon  wafts  them  from  the  farther  shore. 
Silent  they  sleep,  alas  I  to  rise  no  more. 

O  Pope,  and  sacred  Criticism,  forgive  tU^^I 
A  youth,  who  dares  approach  yonr  shrine,  ad 
Far  as  he  wander'd  in  an  unknown  night. 
No  guide  to  lead  him,  but  his  own  dim  light. 
For  him  more  fit  in  vulgar  paths  to  tread. 
To  show  th*  unlearned  what  they  never  read. 
Youth  to  httprove,  or  rising  genius  tend. 
To  sdenoemoch,  tovlitne  more^  a  friend. 


jy  ESSAY  ON  REASON. 

Coelestis  ratkMUsopns  dedooere  mundo  aggredi%r« 
Mahii.  Lib.  1* 

From  Time's  vast  length,  eternal  and  unknown 
Essence  of  God,  coeval  Reason  shone : 
Mark'd  each  recess  of  providence  and  fate. 
Weighing  the  present,  past,  and  fatore  state  t 
'Ere  Earth  to  start  from  uOthing  was  decreed, 
'Ere  man  had  foll'n,  or  God  vouchsaf  d  to  bleed { 

Partof  herself  in  Eden's  pair  she  saw. 
Where  virtue  was  but  practice,  nature's  law  ; 
Where  truth  was  almost  fdt  as  well  as  seen, 
(Perception  half)  and  scarce  a  mist  between : 
Where  homage  strove   in  praise   and   pray't 

t'adore. 
By  one  to  honour,  and  by  one  implore :   [bowl. 
While  temp'rance  crOpt  the  heif>,  and  mhct  th6 
And  health  warm'd  sense,  and  setae  sitbllm'd  fh& 
soul. 

Fear  was  not  then,  nor  malady,  nor  age, 
Nor  public  hatred,  nor  domestic  rftge: 
No  fancied  want,  no  luSt  of  taste  decreed 
The  honest  ox  to  groan,  thtf  lamb  to  bleed : 

^  Gregory  Nazianzen  who  wrote  tiro  fitara^ 
or  invectireg  against  Julian. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


AN  ESSAY  ON  REASOlW. 


35» 


Nd  eartli-bora  pride  h^  fMtch'd  th'  Almigbty^ 

rod> 
O'erturnM  th«  Wasoe,  or  UafpbemM  the  Qod  : 
No  Tioe  (for  rice  is  only  truth  deny'd) 
Kan'd  ignoraiioe,  or  nature's  voice  beiy'd. 

Hail,  blissful   pair!  whose  sense  if  fiiither 
wrought. 
Had  weaken>d,stretch'd.ai]dagonis'd  the  thought. 
Created  both  to  know  and  to  possess 
What  wei  unhappy,  can  but  barely  goes : 
Truth  to  survey  in  clearest  lights  arranged. 
Ere  frauds  were  fbmi'd  to  rules,  or  words  were 
Bre  every  act  a  double  aspect  bore,     [changed. 
Or  doubts  intending  well,  perplext  us  more : 

Yon  saw  the  source  of  aotioos  and  the  end ; 
Why  things  are  opposite,  and  why  they  blend; 
How  from  eternal  causes  good  and  ill 
Subsist:  how  mingle,  yet  are  diflPrent  sUU : 
How  modes  unnumber*d  soften  and  unite ; 
How  strei^hof  falsehood  glares,  and  strength  of 
light: 

Half  of  the  God  came  open  to  yonr  view ; 
You  hail'd  his  presence,  uid  his  voice  you  knew; 
That  Gk)d,  whose  light  is  tnith,  whose  vast  extent 
Of  pleasure,  good---«elf-lbrm'd  and  self-content ! 
Unhurt  hy  years,  unlimited  by  place. 
At  onoe  overflowing  time  and  thought  and  space. 

By  knowing  him,  yon  knew  him  to  be  best, 
(For  the  first  attribute  infers  the  rest). 
Knew  from  his  mind  why  boundless  virtues  rose, 
Why  his  unerring  will  that  virtue  chose, 
Not  something  sep'raie  (as  the  deist  dreams) 
To  circumscribe  his  pow'r,  contract  bis  schemes : 
For  reason  though  it  hinds  th'  immortal  will. 
Is  but  a  portion  of  the  Godhead  still : 
This  lean,  ye  wits,  by  sacred  myst'ry  aw'd, 
And  know  that  God  is  only  guide  to  God. 

This  the  first  knew,  their  heart,  their  knowledge 
dear; 
Their  reason  perfect,  as  their  frame  could  bear: 
Till  lust  of  change  and  more  than  mortal  pride 
lnfnng*d  the  Uw,  the  penalty  defy'd : 
Carst  by  themselves  in  £den's  blest  abodes, 
IVMsessing  all,  yet  raging  to  be  gods : 
Thence  sin  unnerv'd  the  sense,  obscur'd  the  soul. 
And  still  increas*d,  like  rivers  as  they  roll : 
For  nature  once  depravM,  like  motion  orost. 
Ne'er  of  herself  can  gain  the  pow'rs  she  lost. 

But  here  the  modems  eagerly  dispute,— 
**  Why  in  a  state  of  knowledge  absolute, 
(Where  unmtx'd  truth  came  naked  to  the  view. 
And  the  first  glance  could  pierce  all  nature  thro',) 
God  should  an  edict  positive  decree 
And  guard  so  strict  th*  inviolable  tree  i 
This  were  for  trifles  sagely  to  contend. 
To  barter  truth  for  show,  for  means  the  end." 

Agreed:   but  first  our  mighty  sect  should 
prove 
God  has  no  title  to  our  faith  or  love  : 
To  awe  submissive,  reverential  fear. 
To  hope,  to  homage,  to  the  grateful  tear : 
That  truth  omniscient  may  sometimes  deceive, 
That  alUwi^  bounty  knows  not  what  to  give: 
First  let  the  critics  of  the  Godhead  make 
Such  theorems  clear,  and  then  this  answer  take : 

That  Adam,  tboiigti*all  moral  truth  he  saw. 
Yet  scarce  a  motive  had  t'  infringe  that  law ; 
How  could  he  honour  other  gods  than  one } 
How  change  a  spirit  into  sculjptur'd  stone  i 


How,  the  fine  morning  life  infbrm'd  his  frame, 
Ourst  he  profane  his  Maker's  sacred  name  ? 
How  without  parents  could  intemperate  rage 
Spurn  tne  hoar  head,  or  mock  the  tears  of  age  > 
Why  should  he  covet  ?  when  supremely  blest— 
Or  why  defraud  ?  when  all  things  he  possest— 
The  bridal  bed  for  whom  should  he  deceive  T 
Or  whom  assassin,  but  his  moch-lov'd  Eve  ?-«    * 
Hence  'twas  that  man  by  positives  was  try'ds 
And  hence  heheld  the  Godhead  justified. 
■  Add,  that  the  reasoning  faculty  of  man 
Serv'd  not  as  now,  when  Adam  first  began : 
Much  though  he  saw,  yet  liltle  had  he  try'd» 
Nor  known  experience,  nature's  surest  guide  : 
See  then  a  previous  cause  and  reason  giv'n  • 
Why  a  reveal'd  instinct  sbuold  come  fromHeav'o^ 
Which  (^'d  at  once  the  natures  and  the  pow'rs 
Of  eartli,  air,  sea,   beasts,  reptiles,  fruits,  and 
flow'rs. 

Effects,  as  yet  uncaus'd,  thence  Adam  kuew^ 
The  rage  of  poisons,  and  the  balms  of  dew : 
Smil'd   when   the  generous  courser  paw'd  th« 

plains, 
Yet  shun'd  the  tygressfind  her  beauteous  stains  r 
Nurs'd  the  soft  dove  thatslumber'don  his  breast. 
Nor  touch*d  the  dipsas'  poison^flaming  crest. 

How  had  he  trembled  in  that  bless'd  abode. 
Had  not  his  sovereignty  been  taught  by  God  2 
Or  how,  unlicens'd,  durst  he  wanton  tread 
Ev'n  the  green  insect  in  its  herbal  bed  } 
For  life,  like  property,  is  no  man^s  slave. 
And  only  he  can  reassume  that  gave. 
(This  by  the  way :)  the  hist'ry  of  the  fall. 
And  how  the  first-fbrm'd  loins  contain'd  us  all* 
Dread  points !  which  none  explain,  and  few  coow 

ceive. 
We  wave  for  ever,  doctors,  by  yonr  leave. 
Ethnics  and  Christians  a con-uptwn  grant. 
The  manner  how,  still  wicked  wits  may  want; 
So,  if  they  doubt  what  sound,  or  vision  be. 
Thence  let  them  prove  we  cannot  hear,  or  see. 

'Spite  of  their  mock'ry  also,  plam  is  this. 
That  no  man  had  a  pl<sa  to  Adam's  bliss. 
Grant  that  the  parent  wastes  a  vast  estate-**. 
Is  he  for  that,  just  object  of  our  hate. 
Provided  all  remains  that  use  requires. 
Or  need  can  crave,  for  ends  and  for  desires. 
To  point  out  evil,  virtue's  heights  to  reach. 
This  life  to  soften,  or  the  next  to  teach  ? 

Shall  man,  because  he  wants  a  seraph's  flame^' 
Not  taste  the  joys  proportioned  to  his  frame  ? 
Knowledge  enough  for  use,  for  pride  is  giv'n  ; 
Strong,  but  not  sensitive  as  truth  in  Ueav'n : 
Clear  yet  adapted  to  the  mental  sight: 
For  too  much  truth  o'erpow'rs,  as  too  much  light. 

Reason,  like  virtue,  in  a  medium  lies ;     [wise, 
A  hair's-breadth  more  might  make  us  mad,  not 
Ont-know  ev'n  knowledge,  and  out-polish  art. 
Till  Newton  drops  down  giddy— a  Descartes  I 
For  reason,  like  a  king  who  thirsts  for  pow'r. 
Leaves  realms  unpeopled,while  it  conquers  mores 
Admit  our  eye-sight  as  the  lyhx's  clear : 
T'  attain  the'  distant,  we  o'ershoot  the  near: 
(For  art  too  nice,  like  tubes  revers'd,  extends 
Things  beyond  things,  till  ev'n  the  object  ends.) 
Hence  nature,  like  Alcides,  saw  'twas  fit 
To  fix  th'  extremest  stretch  of  human  wit ; 
Wit,  like  an  insect  clamb'ring  up  a  ball. 
Mounts  to  one  point,and  then  of  course  most  faU^ 
A* 
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No  wispr,  if  its  pains  proceed,  tiiati  €aA, 
And  all  its  journey  only  to^  descend. 

The  question  is  not  titerefore,  how  ttftch  ligbt 
(lod's  wisdom  gives  ns.bitt  t'exert  itrigbt: 
Enough  remains  for  ev'ry  sodal  end. 
For  practice,  theory,  self,  neighbour,  friend  t 
Then  call  not  knowiedgr  narrow,  Heaven  unkind; 
One  curse  there  is,  %tS  wantonness  of  mind. — 
To  human  plummets  can  abysses  sound : 
..greed:  yet  rocks  they    reach  and    sbelvitig 

ground: 
Thus  reason  where  'tis  dang*roas,8teers  us  riffht. 
And  then  dissolves  amidst  th'  abyss  of  light. 
'Tis  reason  finds  th'  horizon's  gfimmMng  line 
Where  realms  of  truth  ,and  realms  of  errour  join : 
Views  it»own  hemisphere  with  thankful  eyes. 
Thinks  nature  good  in  that  which  she  denies : 
WhHe  pride  amidst  the  rast  abrupt  must  aolir^^ 
Alas  !  to  fathom  God  is  to  be  more ! 

Then  dare  be  wise,  into  fhyself  descend, 
Sage  to  some  purpose,  studious  to  some  end : 
Search  thy  own  heart,  the  well  whefe  knowledge 

lies  :  [skies : 

Hience  (not  from  "higher  earth)   we  catch   the 
Leave myst'ry  to  the  seraph's  ptirer  thought 
Which  takes  In  truth,   as  fbrms  by  streams  kre 

caught : 
liCav^  lust  to  brutes  whbse  ui/hnrt  sense  is  todb, 
ThattenfuM  transport  thrills  at  ev'ry  totidh: 
Holding  the  middle  sphere  where  reason  lies, 
Than  these  more  temperate,  as  than  thdse  less 

wisBA 

Each  powV  of  animals  in  each  degree, 
Ev'n  second  instinct,  knowledge  is  to  thee : 
7%*  eiftot  a?  certain,  tho'  the  birth  more  8lo#y 
For  like  the  rose  it  must  expand  and  blow : 
Time  must  call  forth  the  manho(kl  of  the  rhtod. 
By  study  strengthen'd,  and  by  taste  refin'd  : 
Its  action  open,  as  its  purpose  true, 
£iow  to  resolve,  but  constant  to  pursue : 
Weeded  from  passion,  prejudice  and  pride. 
Moderate  to  ail,  yet  steady  to  one  side. 
Sucbuuce  was  Knight :   in  word,  in  actk>n  tiear, 
£v'n*tn  the  last  rpcess  of  thought  sincere: 
Great  without  titles,  virtuous  without  show, 
Learned  without  pride,  and  just  without  a  foe : 
Alike  humane,  to  pity,  or  impart : 
The  coolest  head,  and  yet  the  wannest  heart. 
O  early  lost !  With  ev'ry  grace  adom*d  ! 
By  me  (so  Heav'n  ordain'd  it)  alwayi^  mouim'd  j 
In  life's  full  joy,  and  virtues*  fairest  bloom 
Untimely  check 'd,  and  hurry'd  to  the  touib: 
Tom  cv*n  from  her  whom  all  the  world  approVd, 
More  blest  than  man,  attd  more  than  man  be- 
lovM. 
How  few,  Hke  thee,  tinith^s  Arduous  paths  ban 
tread,  [head  ? 

Trace  her  slow  streams,  and  ta^te  them  at  their 
Sec  howsi^arft  isages,  and  pale  schoolmen  roitoi 
From  art  to  art?  their  mind  a  void  at  home. 
•For  oft  our  understanding  opes  our  <*yes. 
Forgets  itself,  tho*  all  thmgs  it  descries. 
Minds  like  fine  pictures  are  by  distance  prov*d, 
And  objects  proper,  only  as  removM. 
'  Yet  reason  has  a  ftind  of  charms  t'  ertgage 
Art,  study,  meditation,  youth  and  age : 
Beauty, which  must  the  stave,  the  monarch  strike; 
Homage,  which  paid  not,  injures  both  alike: 
Virtue  at  once  to  please,  'and  to  befriend, 
(Qreat  Nature's  clue,  oUsenrant  of  its  end); 
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5adTi  "mm  the  i^tte,  ike  Mfbrie  tocteUtt  tmC, 
The  friends  of  virtue  and  the  friends  of  (lod. 

SeieiieeKkieilih,  iutomtt  Mid  divine. 
The  good  man  fliers,  RaMMi,  Afliysfarioe! 
Sees  thee,  God,  N«tftt«  ("t^AI  expMlfd)  the  aattef- 
Not  dtang'd  iMmi  HMSugbt  Ha,  varying  but  in 

name: 
Sees  whence  each  ft]»«ihrte,eacli  diff*reoee  «|)|^fig«» 
How  thought  «v*ii  ikslBf  -and  meaning  frvet   is 

tii%]gs: 
Or  else  exafnhies  at  left  fltwHcms  boars 
The  tbhtkhigfhcnUy,  Its  source,  ft9pow*fS: 
How  stretched  like  Kiieller*s  canvks  first  it  Kee^ 
^Ere  the  soft  tints  srimke,  or  dotUnes  riie  s 
How  till  the  flnidiiiig  Of  tliHoe  aev'n  yeara. 
The  master  figure  tletsdn  scairoe  appears : 
Sigh^  to  survey  a  realm  by  right  its  own, 
While  passion,  fierce  co-heir,  nsurps  the  thrones 
A  second  Nero,  lurtwleut  In  away, 
His  pleasure,  noiie,  Ms  IH^  rnie  dCofmy  day : 
Headstrong  in  love,  and  headstrong  too  in  hate^ 
Resolv'd  t'  enslave  thewdb,  or «ink  the  state  : 
Sad  fkrce  of  |iow*r,  Md  sOMretay  (if  things. 
Where  brutes  are  seAgeota,  and  wheie  tyrtmtt 
kings! 

Yet  in  this  infkint  state,  by  8te«ilh,  by  dUHi6e» 
Th'  Increasing  mind 'stHl  "fteds  aviMr  ftdVinee, 
Thro*  the  dark  V5ld  ev^  gteflilis  of  tirdtb  ^n 
And  love  of  libhrtyni^h^tfVe  at  root :        [MMt^  • 
No  more  the  tender  seeds  miquttikett*d  lie. 
But  stretohtbVir'fbrm  ttid  wait  -for  witigs  to  fy. 
Sensation    TSt,  the  ^cTOnind-woHrof  The  «lMle, 
Deals  ray  by  ray  each  lumgeto  the  soitl: 
Perception  true  to  evefy  nerve,  i^eeeives 
The  various  Impdlse,  Ifow  eknlts,  wOwgi4c»m: 
Thought  wbrks  and  edds.  Mud  d«r«k  lAMIh  te- 
gin:  ftej 

So  whirlpools  pour  Out  Mtealin,  dnd  swdk-llKiii 
That  thought  romantic  Memory  detaihis 
In  tinknown  ciHIs,  dndin^eM  dniltt  : 
Imaginatton  thenoe  her  floWntnunUftet; 
And  Fancy,  emulous  Of  Qod,  crWIef : 
Experience  OowYy  moving  ttteXt  "AppeAn, 
Wise  but  by  habit,  jif dicing  but  from  yeoiv: 
Till  KnO^ledgecomes,  a  wise  and  gen'rooafeMb; 
And  opes  the  reservoir,  alvcf^e  to  ^re : 
And  Reason  riees,  (be  Newtonian  ma. 
Moves  all,  guldesMI ,  And  all  MMalM  in  One. 

Bright  emanation  of  the  Godhead,  halt! 
Fountain  of  livfaig  liistie,  tie'er  tofkil : 
As  none  deceivhig,  sobf  none  \ieif3ehr'd  : 
Beheld,  «nd  In  the  ^ct  of  tflght  MiOv'd; 
In  truth,  in  strength,  fin  majesty  arrftyM, 
No  change  to  turn  tbee,  and  no  'doiid  to  tfiaiBw 

Such  in  herself  if  Reasott^-deiat,  aa^, 
^Vhat  btfst  thou  here  t'  obieet,  t^okplidn  «fMy^ 
'fhinkst  thou  ihy  rmstm  this  onOfVlhg  role? 
Then  live  a  madman— and  yet  die  a  fbol ! 
God  gave  us  reason  as  the  ^tsrrs  were-giv*n. 
Not  to  discard  the  Sun,  bnt'mark  out  Heavli; 
At  once  a  ruleoflkith,  if  well'MnployVi, 
A  source  of  pleasure,  if  aright  enfoy'd, 
A  point,  round  which  th*  eternal  ertwm-  Hies 
Of  fools  too  credulous,  and  wits  too  wwe : 
A  faithful  guide  to  ctimfort  and  to  save. 
Till  the  mind  flonts,  like  Peter  On  the  wAVe: 
Then  bright-ey'd  Hope  desoemto,  of  heaVrfy 
And  Faith  our  immortality  on  Eaith.        [birth, 
A  Saviour  speaks  >  lo!  «lnrfcoeaslOw*fs*iiomoi«b 
And  the  husb*d  billows  sleep  agaiatt  the  Afltfe, 
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.tf  tbi&be  hmdMp^  kl  the  dying  heir 
^Spom  hp€k  biafiitber'8  aid,  and  cane  his  care : 
Jf.tliia  be  cruel,  partial  and  nnwise. 
Then  perinh  infidel,  and  God  deBpiie. 

Nor  flows  it  hence,  that  rerdatton's  force 
Chains  reason  dovn,  orthawrts  it  in  its  course: 
Since  obligation,  first  of  moral  ties. 
Binds  thns,  and  yet  no'tjrranny  implies : 
We  gnnt  that  men  th'  eternal  mottTC  see, 
yat  fliotive,  ifhere  therms  choice,  sti)l  leases 

them  free : 
TrveJibe^  vasi  ne'er  by  licence  gam'd, 
>fQr  are  licge-^objects  sieves  because  restraui*d; 
IVestrictioB  shows  the  check,  bat  none  creates: 
So  ptesoienoe  finds,  but  not  necessitates. 

Yet  still  the  wits  with  partial  voice  exclaim, 
•*  What  art  thon  truth?  What  knowledge,  but  a 


In  short,  are  mortals.fine,  or  they  are  bound  ? 
T«U  OS,  is  reason  something,  or  a  sound  ?'* 

JPiiends, 'tis  agreed:  behold  the  gen'roua  part, 
My  soul  at  pnot  nnfokled,  and  my  heart ; 
Too  bra?e  to  be  by  superstition  aw»d, 
And  yet  too  modest  to  confront  the  God : 
ChaiD^  to  no  intVest,  bigottonocause,! 
fiate  of  no  hope,  pieferment,  or  applause : 
For  those  who  deave  to  truth  for  Tirtiie^s  sake, 
JB^ipyattparty-good,  yet  nothing  stake. 

TiKViihen,  O  source  of  unciwated  light. 
Hallow  ny  lips,  and  guard  me  whUe  I  write. 

Alt  in  thatPOF'T  (to  whose  eternal  thought 
No  outward  image  e'er  one  image  brought, 
jnw|iait»  the  ifhoie,  the  seer  and  the  seen, 
Nodiftanoe,  inference,  of  act  between), 
Jteaeonp^sides,  diAuing  thenoe  abroad 
Thro'  truth,  thro'  things— the  test,  the  point  of 
God. 

As  perfect  icasoivfrani  theXlodhead  ^ings,  ^ 
jAodstill.nniBhang'difperfbat):  so  from  things, 
ThUfas,  notions    in  their  kind  and  their  degroe, 
/karta  Mid  winning,  dtffereaoe,  harmony. 
aiMe  sil  iaqfdy  a  reason,  reason  still 
A  duty ;  good,  if  sought ;  if  sonqght  not,  ill : 
Hence  in  iheidiain  ef  causes,  vii[tne,  yioe, 
^kadlicnoefeligion,  taketheir  gen'ralrise. 

CSod  fiat  cir£itesj  the  cef 'rence,  nature,,  force 
Of  thiogscveaied  must  result  of  course : 
As  well  Bight  sense  its  etidence  disclaim, 
Or4]haiioesketch  out  Caith's,  Heav'n's  atupen- 

dousframe; 
.As  well  flight  motion  to  be  test  conscnl;* 
As  jnU  aoi^t  matterfiU  without  extent. 
As  things  On*t£*d  of  b^DS«bat  they  ought) 
Sink  into  hazanl,  whim,  caprice,  or  nought. 

Henoe  In  each  art,  the  great,  the  gkjiions 
For  science  only  copies  moral  charms,    [wanns, 
MysteoooacxoeUeace  f  the  dome,  the  diaugfat, 
IBbe  lay,  4he  concert  swell  upon  tlie  thought 

The  mind  to  nobler  beauty  thence  proceeds, 
The  unon,  ookmring,  andfbroeof  deeds  j; 
Swells  in  the  hero's  cause  with  vast  esteem, 
PanU  for  the  patriot,  and  would  moM  than  seem; 
Laboon  with  Brutus  in  the  stern  decree,  [free !" 
Yet  Whispers  'midst  his  tears,    **  O  Rome  be 
«En  vies  at  Utica  the  stoic  sword, 
1^  bleeds  at  Carthage,  martyr  to  its  wmd. 
These  truths  congenial,  nor  doTis'd  though 
found, 
livw  Id  each  age,  aad  tHunoMtom  %f*rf  ground : 


Bloom  or  on  AlbioD's,  or  q^  India's  coast, 
Midst  Abysbinia's  flames,  or  Zembla^s  frost. 

Yet  stUl  the  wits  and  moralists  exclaim, 
*'  That  virtue's  casual  oft,  ^d  oft  a  uame: 
At  Espemoza'sjcape  (or  Jesuits  lie) 
Their  hsptism's  urine,  and  their  jgod  a  fly : 
Old  Cdto,  sagely  Vers'd  in  stoic  laws. 
Still  hackiiey'dout  bis  wife  to  serve  the  cause: 
And  incest,  for  th'  advantage  of  a  nation 
Was  sacred  made  by  Spartan  toleration : 
Mi^  Tart'ry's  deserts,  and  Cathaya's  sands. 
In  their  horse-soup  their  natives  wash  their 

hands: 
One  drop  of  wine  but  in  their  chamber  ^Dt, 
Is  certain  death,  uiexpiable  guilt  >  \ 
For  a  huge  whore,  see  heroes,  kings,  at  strife^ 
But  never  virgin  there  was  made  a  wife  V* 
Of  all  assertions,  these  indeed  are  chief 
V  excite  compassion,  tho*  not  shake  belief: 
Sincefirom  an  agent's  want  of  taste  and  skill 
It  flows  not  that  the  rule  must  needs  be  ill  ^ 
For  truth  exists  abstracted  from  the  mind. 
And  Nature's  laws  are  laws,  tho'  man  be  blin4, 
Reason,  at  most,  but  imitates  the  Sun,        '" 
To  each  is  various,  and  to  all  is  one : 
Perfect,  consider'd  in  itself,  'tis  true, 
And  yet  imperfect  as  exerted  too : 
The  mental  pow'r  etenal,  equal,  fixt. 
The  human  act  unequal,  casual,  mixt; 
And  if  such  dormant  reason  bears  no  fruit. 
Dead  in  the  branch,  tho'  real  at  the  root. 
Defect  and  actual  ignorance  are  one. 
For  useless  talents  are  the  same  as  none : 
All  men  may  catch  the  heights  of  truths,'tis  true , 
But  the  great  question  is,  if  all  men  do. 
"  Oh  but :"  says  one,  **  if  reason  comes  fh>in 
Heav'n, 
**  Nature,  or  God,  must  deal  the  blessing  ev'n« ' 
Agreed :  and  in  a  prior  sense  they  do ; 
But  still  t'  improve  the  gift  dev(»lves  on  you : 
Keason  in  this  resipect,  I  boldly  say —     [lay)— 
(And  so  do  thousands,  schoolmen,   churcbmeu. 
No  more  is  natural,  wad  inly  born 
Than  love,  or  lost,  or  pride,  or  hate,  or  scorn: 
'Tis  roan's  t^  exert,  exalt,  subject,  impart : 
Here  lies  the  honesty  and  here  the  art. 

'TIS  his,  t'  improve  good  sense,  but  nciie  create, 
Ty'd  down  to  spend  no  more  than  his  estate : 
To  strike  no  notion  out,  no  truth  deduce. 
But  just  as  nature  sow'd  the  seeds  for  use. 
This  instance  urg'd  and  drawn  from  pient^ 
pow'rs. 
Earth  each  day  testifies  in  trees  and  flowers : 
Culture  with  skill,  and  science  join'd  with  topi. 
Teach  Persia's  peach  to  bloom  in  Albion's  soil  | 
As  truly  nature's  produce  her^,  as  there 
In  its  own  sunshine  aod  its  spicy  air. — 
For  truth,  like  earth  made  barren  by  the  fa]l« 
Just  as  men  labour,  tribute  pays  to  all : 
Plain,  if  kind  Heav'n  two  blessings  shall  impart; 
A  reasonable  head,  and  upright  heart: 
For  plainness  rises  in  a  giv'n  degree 
As  men  ara  honest,  and  as  men  can  see : 
Queries  may  be  harder  to  th'  unletter'd  clown  . 
Than  Hed'lin,  or  Bossu  to  wits  in  town. 
What's  ethic  to  the  true  pains-taking  roan. 
Who  nevtr  thinks,  and  cheau  but  all  he  cai»  ^' 

*  Voyages  deCarpin. 
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What's  Shaftsburj^'s  hairs-breadth  morals  at  the 

'change  ? 
Or  Tmdal's  fitness  at  Philemon's  Orange? 
Or  solid  reasoning  to  the  headstrong  youth. 
His  tutor,  pain,  experiment  his  truth? 

In  short  one  sentence  may  the  whole  discuss — 
As  we  with  truth,  truth  coincides  with  us  : 
This  bonlts  the  matter  fairly  to  the  bran, 
And  nothing  more  wits,  bards,  deans,  doctors 
can. 

Nature,  like  God,  ne'er  felt  the  least  decay : 
But  human  nature  has,  and  oft  she  may : 
Full  in  the  child  th'  nnsinew'd  sire  appears, 
More  weak  by  growth,  more  infentiue  by  years ; 
And  ductile  vice  each  new  impressiun  takes. 
Passive  as  air,  with  ev'ry  motion  shakes. 

Like  some  true  Roman  dome  mankind  appears. 
The  pile  impaired,  but  not  overwhelm 'd  by  years: 
£?'n  the  remains,  strength,  beauty,  use,  impart. 
And  faint,  or  rough,  are  equal  proofs  of  art : 
Yet  nothing  but  the  first  creating  hand 
Shall  fill  the  shadowy  lines,  or  new  command. 
Bid  the  stretch'd  roof  to  swell,  the  arch  to  bend, 
The  wings  to  widen,  and  the  front  extend* 
Yet  as  true  madmen  most  their  friends  suspect, 
So  wits  ibr  this,  shall  ev'n  their  God  reject. 

Not  that  my  verse  right  reason  would  control. 
True  freedom  limit,  or  contract  the  soul : 
Th*  exchange  were  one  to  bigotry  from  pride, 
A  hair's-breadth  serves  to  join  them,  or  divide : 
Yet  proper  decencies  must  rtill  be  had, 
JCot  meanly  pious  we,  nor  vainly  mad: 
Keason,  like  Israel,  Horeb*s  place  descries, 
But  if  she  gazes  wantonly,  she  dies : 
If  well-attemperM,  her  elherial  light 
Will  fix  our  slippery  steps,  and  gild  omr  mght : 
Or  else  at  most  we  run  a  rash  career. 
Or  fkre  like  pilots,  who  by  meteors  tteer. 
Tor  like  a  mark  she's  faithful  to  the  view, 
But  just  as  distance,  force,  and  aim  are  true : 
Then  guide  and  judge,  and  guardian  of  our  ways, 
Test  of  our  deeds,  and  umpire  of  our  praise. 
Source  of  our  joy,  and  bound'ry  of  our  grief, 
Atchor  of  hope,  and  pilot  <rf  belief. 
True  to  the  clear,  unbiass'd,  humble  sou!, 
Which  trembling  seeks  her,  as  the  steel  its  pole. 

Yet  ah !  how  few  ev'n  ancient  times  beheld, 
(When  Greece  and  Rome  in  arms  and  arts  ex- 
celled) 
Who  thro*  life's  maze  the  steps  of  Nature  trod, 
Sleason  their  guide,  and  truth  their  unknown  god. 
The  Stagyritc,  who  bold  to  Hcav'n  would  soar. 
Trembled  at  last  to  die  and  be  no  more: 
C5ods,  angels,  glories  op'd  on  Plato's  view. 
Yet  judgment  quenchM  the  flames  which  rapture 

blew: 
Hidst  myriads,  who  but  Socrates  appears 
Tl)e  birth,  pride,  effort,  of  three  thousand  years ! 

Nothing  the  rest,  or  worse  than  nothing  meant: 
God  was  but  chance,  and  virtue  but  content : 
At  best  the  hero's  was  an  impious  name : 
free  patriots  while  they  bled  were  slavett  to  fame: 
Xven  Hell  was  fable,  and  their  blest  abodes, 
<Jf  brutes  a  s3mod,  or  a  mob  of  gods. 

What  bramio  yet,   what  sage   of  Rome  or 
Greece, 
Ere  form'd  one  moral  system  of  a  piece  ? 
Or  half  an  alUr  rais'd,  or  duty  paid, 
Vnmix'd  with  «-Jtual8|  homage,  myst'ry,  shade  ? 


He  therefore  beat  infers  who  steert  by  ht^ 
And  weighs  not  reason's  pow'r,  but  folly 'a  ad  < 

Which  of  these  godlike  ancients  even  drew. 
The  whole  of  ethics  justly  round  and  tme  } 
Had  missioD  or  to  prophecy  or  preach. 
Sanction  t'  excite,  authority  to  teach  ? 
Nay  ev'n  their  rule  of  morals  and  of  life 
Was  oflen  wrong,  oft  various,  oft  at  strife. 
'Gainst  state  or  priest  they  lictle  durst  impart, 
Hieir  lips  scarce  breath'd  the  truths  that  aooroh'd. 

their  heart. 
Hence  Samoa'  sage  the  cmrfent  fiuth  advis'd. 
Hence  Plato  trinun'd  his  creeds,  and  tempoiia*d. 
And  Greece  for  one  man's  •  head,  in  holy  rage, 
(A  strange  example  in  that  mod'rate  age !) 
More  art  employ'd,  more  premiums  iasu'd  forth. 
Than  all  our  modem  deists'  heads  are  worth. 

Nay  half  the  source  of  most  the  andeots  knew. 
From  Noah  they,  aa  he  from  Eden  drew: 
Whence  truth  in  secret  pipes  to  Memphis  paasi 
Thence  strain'd  thro'  Jewry,  water'd  Asia  last. 
So  Nilus  wanders  mystic  in  its  flow. 
And  columns  tost  fiom  Tempe  {Seed  the  POw 

Now  too,  wit's  Titans,  spiteofaU  their  boast, 
But'combat  God  with  his  own  arms  at  most: 
The  truths  they  boast  of,  and  the  rulea  they 

know, 
Seen  not,  or  own'd  not,  first  from  Scriptmre  flow. 
So  painters,  us'd  to  copy,  seem  t*  invent. 
Of  aid  unconscions,  and  in  thaft  content. 
Faith  strikes  the  light,  but  pride  assoraea  the 

fame. 
Sure,  like  th'  oblig'd,  f  efihoe  her  patron's  name ; 
For  as  when  vig'rous  breezes  drive  a  fleet. 
Earth  seems  to  stretch,  and  lab'riiqp  floats  ta 

meet, 
(Solid  herself  and  fix) :  so  here  *tts  thus : 
Nor  we  to  God,  but  God  accedes  to  os. 

For,  ah  !  ev'n  here,  where  life  a  journey  rum^ 
Blest  with  new  day-light  and  with  nearer  anas, 
Virtue's  dim  lights  by  God's  own  hand  supplied. 
With   sanction  streogthen'd,   honour'd  with  a 


How  few  (except  instructed  first  and  led) 
Can  thread  the  maze,  or  touch  the  fountain's 
Observe  a  mean  twixt  bigotry  and  pride,  [bead  i 
Hit  the  strait  way,  or  err  not  in  the  wide  1 
If  reason  then  scarce  finisheft  the  best, 
Th'  unbiaa'd  few,  how  fares  it  with  thereat^ 
Where  errour  holds  at  least  a  dubious  sway, 
A  war  of  thoughts,  and  twilight  of  a  day : 
Where  prepossesnon  warpit  the  ductile  mind. 
Where  blindfold  educatbn  leads  the  Uind: 
Where  interest  biasses,  ill  customs  guide. 
And  strong  desires  pour  on  us  like  a  tide : 
Where  insolence  is  never  at  a  Ices, 
But  saunters  on  to  Heav'u,  a  saint  in  groas: 
Where  wit  most  mince  a  gnat  (its  throat  sf 

small): 
Where  ignorance,  an  ostrich,  gorges  all : 
Where  zeal  her  unknown  vow  of  fury  keeps. 
And  superstition  like  an  idiot  weeps : 
Whei«  persecution  Hf^s  its  iron  ro<I, 
Bad  for  good  ends,  the  butcher  of  the  God : 
Where  pride  still  lisi'ning  to  herself  appears. 
New  fbrms  Earth's  orbit,  and  new  roUs  ^t^ 
^beres, 

*  Diagoras, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TO  THE  PRINCE  OF  ORANGE. 


857 


Holds  ev>n  tb'  Almighty  in  her  airy  chain. 

Gives  back  his  laws,  well  meant,  but  meant  in 

Its  bravery  at  best  a  blundering  hit,  [vain; 

Its  freedom  treasoo,  obloqny  its  wit : 

Its  vast  request  just  purely  to  declaim, 

And  the  dear  little  licence — to  blaspheme  :— 

Say,  can  cool  virtue  here  dissuade  from  ill  ? 

Or  eziPd  reason— >pander  to  the  will  > 

At  roost  a  voice  or  miracle  may  save. 

And  only  terrours  snatch  us  from  the  grave. 

Suppose  (though  we  disown  it  oft  to  be) 
Man  firom  these  errours  and  these  passious  free : 
Well  Uught  by  art,  by  nature  wellhiclin'd. 
Steady  of  judgment^  tractable  of  mind. 
The  Arststep  is,  the  giving  folly  o'er  ; 
The  last,  to  practice  truth,  is  ten  times  more, 
Ah  me  I  what  lengths  of  valley  yet  remain, 
What  hills  to  climb,  ere  reason's  height  be  gain  ? 
What  strength  to  toil,  what  labour  to  pursue. 
Still  out  of  reach,  and  often  out  of  view. 

Then,  gracious  God,  how  well  dost  thou  provide 
For  erring  reason  an  unerring  guide  1 
To  sileooe  explanation  (mystery's  iue). 
To  lead  the  timorous,  and  exalt  the  low  : 
Ev'n  to  the  best  (as  all  are  oil  perplext) 
Instructive,  as  true  comments  on  a  text. 
Then  let  each  hour's  new'  whim  the  witlings 
swell, 
Heav*n  let  them  tutor,  and  extinguish  Hell : 
Kefuse  to  trust  Omniscience  on  its  troth, 
Yet  take  a  lawyer's  word,  or  harlot's  oath : 
Then  bigots,  when  'gainst  bigots  they  complain; 
And  otily  singular,  because  they're  vaiii. 
Grant  none  but  they  the  narrow  path  can  hitr— 
When  will  two  wits  allow  each  other  wit } 
Far  other  views  the  solid  mind  employ, 
A  bounded  prospect,  but  a  surer  joy  :— 
True  knowledge  when  she  conquers  or  abstains, 
like  the  true  hero,  equal  glory  gains. 
This,  this  is  science,  sacred  in  its  end. 
True  to  the  views  of  Heav»n,one's  self,  and  friend. 
The  earliest  study,  as  the  latest  care. 
The  surest  refuge,  and  the  only  pray'r. 

O  thou,  the  God,  ^ho  high  in   Heav'n  pre- 
sides, [guides, 
Whose  eye   o'ersees  me,    and  whose    wisdom 
Beal  me  that  portion  of  content  and  rest,  [best : 
That  qnknown  health,  and  peace,  which  suit  me 
Save  roe  from  all  the  guilt  and  all  the  pain. 
That  lust  of  pleasure  brings,  and  lust  of  gain : 
In  trial  fix  me,  and  in  peril  shade, 
'Gainst  foes  protect  me,  'gainst  my  passions  aid : 
In  wealth  my  guardian,  and  in  want  my  guide, 
»Twijtt  a  mean  flattery,  and  drunken  pride : 
With  life's  more  dear  sensations  warm  my  heait. 
Transport  to  feel,  benevolence  t'  impart, 
^lach  bomefelt  joy,  each  public  duty  send» 
Make  me,  and  give  me,  all  things  in  the  friend. 

But  most  protect  and  guard  me  in  a  mind 
tiot  lashly  bokl|  nor  abjectly  resigned. 


x\nd  oh,  when  interest  ei'cry  virtue  hides, 
When  errour  blind-j,  and  prejudice  misguides. 
Alike  thy  grace,  alike  thy  truth  impart,  ' 
Beam  on  my  soul,  and  triumph  o'er  my  heart. 

Thus  let  me  live  unheard  of,  or  forgot. 
My  wealth  content,  praise,  silence,  truth  my  lot: 
Thy  word,  O  God  !  my  science  and  delight. 
Task  of  my  day  and  transport  of  my  night  : 
There  taught  that  he  who  suffers  is  but  tried. 
And  be  who  wonders  still  may  find  a  guide ; 
Sanction  with  truth,  reward  with  virtue  join'd. 
Life  without  end,and  laws  that  reach  the  mind  I 
Happy  the  man  that  such  a  iruido  can  Uke, 
Whose  character  is,  never  to  forsake. 


TO  THE  PRINCE  OF  ORANGE, 

ON   HIS  PASSIMO   THROVQH    OXFORD  IN  BIS  KSTUiyl 
»aOM  BATH  '.  ' 

At  length,  in  pity  to  a  nation's  prayer. 
Thou  liv»8t,  O  Nassau,  Providence's  care ! 
Life's  sun,  which  lately  with  a  dubious  ray 
Gave  the  last  gleams  of  a  »bort  glorious  day. 
Again  wiih  mt^e  than  noon-tide  lustre  burns  ; 
The  dial  brightens,  aiid  the  line  returns. 

Some  guardian  power,'  who  o'er  thy  fatepre^ 
sides. 
Whose  eyes  unerring  Albion's  welfiaire  guides. 
Taught  yonder  streams  with  new-felt  force  toflowg 
And  bade  th'  exalted  minerals  doubly  glow. 
Thus  cold  and  motionless  Bethesda  stood. 
Till  heavenly  influence  brooded  o'er  the  flood. 

Lo !  while  our  isle  with  one  loud  psean  rings. 
Equal,  though  silent,  homage  [sis  brings  ; 
Isis,  whose  erring  on  the  modest  side 
Th'  unkind  and  ignorant  mistake  for  pride. 
Here's  the  task  of  reason,  not  of  art, 
Words  of  the  mind,  and  actions  of  the  heart ! 
And  sure  that  unbought  praise  which  leaK'ninj* 
brings 
Outweighs  the  vast  acclaim  that  deafens  kings  ; 
For  souls,  supremely  sensible  and  great. 
See  through  the  farce  of  noise,and  pomp  of  8tatC|^ 
Mark  when  the  fools  huzza,  or  wise  rejoice. 
And  judge  exactly  between  sound  and  voice. 

Hail,  and  proceed !  be  arts  like  ours  thy  care. 
Nor  slight  those  laurels  thou  wert  bom  to  wear : 
Adorn  and  emulate  thy  glorious  line. 
Take  thy  forefather's  worth,  and  give  them  thine. 
Blest  witH  each  gift  that  human  hearts  can  move. 
In  science  blest,  but  doubly  blest  in  love. 

Power,  beauty,  virtue,  dignify  thy  choice. 
Each  public  suffrage,  and  each  private  voice. 

'  Ffom '  the  £ptthalami»   Ozoniensiaj)    4ug^ 
1734.    JC 
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H ARTY'S  l^OEMS. 

THE  AMARANTH, 

OR,  RELIGIOUS  POEMSt 

CONSISTING  OP  FABLES,  VISIONS,  EMBLEMS,  Ice. 

~— DcuB  ora  movet :  Sequar  on  moventem 
Rite  Deum ! 


n%  AMAVAKTHINB  C&OITV  DESCRIBED  BT  MILTO^I. 

A  CROWN  inwove  with  amarant  aod  gold  ; 

Immortal  Amarant !  a  flow'r  which  once 

Jn  Paradise  fast  by  the  tree  of  life 

Began  to  bloom  ;  but  goon  for  man's  offence 

To  Heav'n  removed,  where  first  it  grew ;  there 

grows, 
And  flowers  aloft,  shadings  the  fount  of  life. 

Par.  Lost,  1.  Ill,  v.  358. 


PREFACE. 

,  I  SHALL  not  trouble  the  public  with  excuses  for 
Tenturing  to  send  these  Religious  Poems  into  the 
world;  having  long  since  observed,  that  all  apo- 
logies made  by  authors,  far  from  gaining  the  end 
proposed,  serve  ooly  to  supply  an  ill-natured 
critic  with  weapons  to  attack  them.  This  being 
the  case,  it  shaJl  suffice  mc  to  say,  that  1  drew 
up  the  present  writings  for  my  own  private  con- 
solation under  a  lipgering  and  dangerous  state  of 
health,  which  it  bas  pleased  God  to  make  my 
portion:  nor  had  I  any  better  opportunity  or 
power  of  discharging  the  duties  of  my  profession 
to  mankind.  The  goodness  of  my  cause  may 
perhaps  supply  the  defects  of  my  poetry ;  since, 
in  this  sense,  "the  very  gleanings  of  the  grapes  of 
Ephraim  will  be  better  than  the  vintage  of  Abie- 
«er.**  I  promise  my  readers  no  extraordinaiy  art 
in  composition  or  style;  but  flatter  myself  they 
will  find  some  nature,  some  flame,  and  some 
truth. 

Parables,  fiat>les,  emblematic  visions,  See.  are 
the  most  ancient  method  of  conveying  truth  to 
mankind.  Cpwards  of  forty  of  the  fiuest  and 
most  poetical  parts  of  the  Old  and  New  Testa- 
ment are  of  thjs  cast,  and  force  their  way  upon 
iUe  mind  and  heart  irresistibly,  though  they  are 
written  in  prose. 

From  a  just  sense  of  this  humble  simplicity,  I 
have  here  translated  the  plainest  and  least  figu- 
rative parable  that  our  Blessed  Saviour  has  deli- 
vered to  lis,  relating  only  to  a  few  un-omament- 
pd  circumstances  in  agricukure. 

Toexpiesssuch  humble  allusions  with  clear- 
fiess,  propriety,  and  dignity,  was,  itmust  be  con- 
fessed, one  of  the  hardest  pieces  of  poetry  I  eve^ 
yet  undertook;  nevertheless,  I  flattered  myself 
that  1  was  in  some  degree  master  of  one  part  of 
the  subject  (namely,  the  culture  of  land;  upon 
^hich  the  parable  is  founded. 

Yet  the  great  and  real  difficulty  still  recnrrad ; 

Difficile  est  propria  oommunia  dicere.       ■■ 

How  fu  I  have  succeeded  in  this,  or  any  other 
particular^  is  more  than  I  shall  take  upop  me 


to  conjecture.  Nor  shall  it  be  dinembled,  W 
that  I  had  a  great  inclination  to  give  a  para* 
phrase  (or  metaphrase  rather)  of  the  zxvilitli 
chapter  of  Deuteronomy ;  which,  I  believe,  bath 
never  yet  been  turned  into  English  verse.  It  is 
doubtless  oo«  of  the  noblest  pieces  of  poefry  in 
Holy  Scripture  ;  being  at  the  same  time  sublime, 
and  yet  plain ;  seemingly  familiar,  and  ya 
richly  diverafied. 

In  this  chapter,  the  change  oT  Fdeas  and  eventa 
from  a  state  of  obedience  to  a  state  of  diAobedi- 
ence,  exhibits  a  power  of  language,  imagery,  and 
just  tbinliing,  which  no  un-inspired  writings  ever 
have  laid  claim  to  with  justice,  or  ever  shall* 
But,  when  I  came  totake  acloser  f  iew  of  the  pre- 
cipice and  its  dangers,  "  niy  heart  treml^led,"  as 
Job  says,  "  and  was  moved  o;it  of  its  place ;"  I 
threw  down  the  pencil  in  despair,  and  left  the 
undertaking  to  sora?  abler  hand  j  namely,  to 
some  future  Milton,  Dryden,  6r  i*ope. 

Upon  the  whole,  1  may  perhaps  venture  ta 
persuade  myself,  that  the  intention  of  the  pre- 
sent work  IS  commendable,  and  thai  the  wor  k 
when  perused,  may  prove  useful  (^ore  or  less) 
to  my  fellow^hristians. 

Conscious  o^  my  own  inabililies,  and  being  de- 
sirous that  the  reader  maj  receive  some  ad- 
vantage by  castipg  his  eyes  over  these  poems,  I 
have  added  in  a  few  notes,  the  most  remarkable 
passages  I  had  an  eye  to  ii^the  Holy  Scriptures, 
and  in  the  writings  of^  the  primitive  fathers ; 
they  being  the  only  compass  and  charts  which  I 
have  made  use  of  in  niy  navigation. 

A  mixture  of  pleasing  and  insbructive  poetiy 
cannot  fail  to  engage  ihe  attention  of  all  wtional 
and  serious  readers :  "For,  as  it  is  hurtful  to  drink 
wine,  or  water,  aslope ;  ana  as  *ine  mingled 
wth  water  is  pleasant,  arid  deligh^elh  tbe  taste ; 
even  so  speech,  finely  framed,  delighteth  the 
ears  of  them  that  iread  the  story." 

2  Maccab.  Ch.  uiL  V.  ult 

ckntsi^'i  PAnAnzE  of  tbe 

SOfTEiL 

I  will  iodme  mine  ear  to  a  parable :  I  will  cftm 
my  dark  saying  upon  the  haVp.  Psalm  xlixj 
V.4. 

All  these  thing&spake  Jesus  unto  the  mnltitude 
in  parables.  Without  a  parable  spake  he  not 
unto  them.     Matth.  c.  xiiL  v.  3^ 

A  wise  man  will  bear,  and  increase  leaniingy 
and  a  man  of  understanding  shall  attain  unto 
wise  counsels:  to  understand  a  proveib  (a 
parable)  and  the  interpretation;  the' words  of 
the  wise,  and  their  daric  nyings.  FaoT«  c  i. 
T.  5,  6. 
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CHRIST'S  PARABLE  OF  T^E  SOWER. 


I5ft 


IWniODUCTION, 
Lom  e*«r  Ih*  Aacihvk  ^rd  ^  b«d  learnt  tq 

Or  Homer>f  fingm  to«ph*d  the  spenlmr string; 
long  e'er  the  supplemenUl  arts  had  found 
Th*  ea^bnid'ry  of  auxiliary  aonod; 
Hm  HaafVlwm  .Vfoae  the  paths  of  nature  chose: 
SmbleiQf  and  fables  her  whole  mind  disclose, 
Victoriotts  q'w  the  spul  with  enei^  of  prose  I 
•    Thap  PPfiiry,  like  Ophir's  gold,  endues 
All  tfialc,  yet  its  pucity  secures  j 
Invert,  disjoint  it,  cbangre  its  very  nam^t. 
The  atisncit  of  the  thoughts  remains  the  saniei 
Something  theve  is,  which  cndkss  charms  afibids* 
Ai^ilampe  the  uugesty  of  truth  on  woni§. 

Thft  ton  of  Gid^n*,  'midst  Cherizim's  8im>w, 
UnalgU'd  in  nuohers  taugjht  thestroam  to  flow. 
With  9onraious  pride  disOain'd  the  aids  of  art. 
And  pour'd  «  full  conviaioo on  the  heart: 
His  (Mir.  Fig-tTM,  aadthe  Bry'r  convey 
The  highest  optiona  in  thf  humblest  way  », 

In  Jiwttan's  fable  strong  and  mild  conspire. 
The  suppliant's  meekness  and  the  poet's  fire: 
Ti^  wakrn'd  natuce  hade  the  tears  to  flaw, 
And  David'e  OMiseassam'd  the  voice  of  woe  4. 

The  wisp,  alUknowtngSatiourof  mankind 
Ku('dMse  with  ttrangth,  and  truth  with  em- 
blem join'd  : 
Omniscience*  rested  with  fill  pow'r  to  choose, 
O'erkioks  the  fltaong,  nor  does  the  weak  refuse  ^: 
Leaves  pageantry  of  means  to  feebler  man. 
And  bi^ds  Ike  noblest,  on  the  plainest  plan : 
Divine  sinjplicily  the  work  befriends. 
4od  humhie  causes  reach  sublimest  ends. 

True  flame  of  verse,  O  sanctifying  Are  e  I 
Warm  not  ny  genius,  but/my  heart  inspire ! 
On  my  cleans'd  lips  permit  the  ooals  to  dwell 
M^ch  frsni  thy  altar  on  Isaiah  fell  i  \ 
Cancel  the  world's  applause ;  and  give  thy  grace 
To  me,  tjhe  meanest  of  the  tuneful  race. 
Teach  me  the  words  of  Jesus  to  impart 
With  energy  ef  pow'r,  but  free  from  art. 
Thy  emanations  light  nod  heat  dispense ; 
To  sucklings  speech,  to  children  eloquence  I-* 
MeHabakknk^  loopy,  no  indite; 
Tim'roos  like  him,  I  tremble  whilst  I  write  ! 
fiftt  Jereasiah  vith  naw  Mdne«  suog. 
When  inapiralion  rush'd  upon  his  tongue  9. 
The  pow'rs  of  sacred  poesy  vere  giv'n 
By  Him  that  bean  the  signature  of  Heav'n  *• . 

'Uesiod.  ^Jotham. 

^Seethe whole pamUe,  Judg. c.  iz.  v. 7-- 21. 
^  Od  Ihis  occasien  £kivid  composed  the  50lh 


t  It  is  die  uniform  doctrine  of  Scripture, 
"That  flight  shall  perish  from  tM  >wift,  and 
the  akrong  shall  not  strengthen  his  force,  oeilber 
shalljtha  mighty  deliver  himself."  Amos,  c.  ii. 
v.  14. 

' Bom. c.  xv.v.id. 2 XhMS. c  ii.  v„13. i Piet 
e.  i.  T.  jt. 

V  Isalah.c.  viL  v.  6. 

'*  Hab.  c  ii.  v.  8. 

**  Jer.ci  v.6»&c.8,  0. 

'^Job^cvLver.  97. 


PARABLE. 

W^HBN  Ternal  show'rs  and  sunshine  had  un- 
The  frozen  bosom  of  the  turpid  ground,     [bound 
When  breezes  from  the  western  world  repair 
To  wake  the  flowers  and  vivify  the  air, 
Th'  iodastrious  peasant  left  his  early  bed, 
And  o'er  the  fields  his  seeds  for  harvest  spread^ 
Wfth  equal  hand,  and  at  a  distance  due, 
(Impartially  to  ev'ry  furrow  troc) 
The  lifie-supportiug  grain  he  justly  threw". 
As  was  the  culture,  such  was  the  return  ^ 
Of  weeds  a  forest,  or  a  grove  of  corn  •. 
But,  where  he  dealt  the  gift  on  grateful  soils. 
Harvests  ofindnstr}*  o'er-paid  his  toils. 
Some  seeds  by  chance  on  braohy  ^  grounds  he 
tbrew, 
And  some  the  wind<ito  flinty  head-lands  blew  ; 
Sudden  they  mourned,  pre-mature  of  birth. 
But  pin'd  and  sickeU'd,  unsnppiy'd  with  earth  r 
Whilst  burning  suns  their  vital  juice  exhal'd, 
And,  as  the  roots  decay'«^,  the  foliage  faii'd. 

Some  seeds  he  ventur'd  on  ungrateful  lands. 
Tough  churlish  clays,  and  looae  unthrifty  8ands|  ' 
The  step-dame  soil  refus'd  a  nurse's  care :    ' 
The  plants  were  sickly,  juiceluss,  pale,  and  bare. 

On  trodden  paths  a  casual  portion  fell : 
Condemn 'd  in  scanty  penury  to  dwell. 
And  half-deny M  the  matrix  of  a  cell ; 
While  other  seeds,  less  fortunate  than  they. 
Slept,  st^rv'd  and  naked,  on  the  hard  high-way^ 
Prom  frost  defenceless,  and  to  birds  a  prey. 
Here  daws  with  riotous  excesses  feed. 
And  choughs,  the  cormorants  of  grain,  succeeds 
Next  wily  pigeons  take  their  silent  stand. 
And  sparrows  last,  the  gleaners  of  the  land. 

Another  portion  mock'd  the  seedsman's  toil. 
Dispensed  upon  a  rich,  but  weedy  soil : 
Fat  unctuous  juices  gorg'dthe  rank  fed  root; 
And  plethories  of  sap  produced  no  fruit 
Hence,  where  the  life- supplying  grain  wasspread. 
The  ravenous  dock  uprears  its  mi.screant  head; 
Insatiate  thistles,  tyrants  of  the  plains ; 
And  lurid-hemloc,  ting*d  with  pois'nous  stains* 
What  these  might  spare,  th'  incroaching  thorns 

demand; 
Exhaust  earth's  virtue,  and  perplex  the  land  f« 

At  last,  of  preck>us  grain  a  chosen  sh.ire 
Was  sown  on  pro-dilected  land  with  care; 
(A  cultur'd  spot,  accustomed  to  receive 
All  prevbus  aids  that  indus^try  can  give ;) 

*  <*  Bless  God,  who  hath  given  thee  two  de^ 
narii,  namely,  the  iaw  and  the  gospel,  in  re« 
coropence  for  thy  submission  and  labour." 

ChrysoBt  Hom.  in  Luc.  c.  10, 

•  *«They  th^t  fear  the  Lord  are  a  sure  seed, and 
they  that  love  him  an  honourable  plant :  they 
that  regard  not  the  law,  an*,  a  dishonourab.e 
seed :  they  that  transgress  the  command  nents, 
are  a  deceitful  seed."  £  clus.  c  x.  v.  19. 

s  Brashy  lands,  in  an  husi>audry-sen»e,  sii?- 
nify  lands  that  are  dry,  shallow,  gravelly,  aud 
pebbly.  Such  sort  of  grounds  the  old  tCuni^ 
called  glareous : 

——Jejuna  quidem  clivosi  gtarea  roris. 
Vlrg.  Georg.  II. 

«  SeeHosea,  c.  Xi  f*  4  aud  8>  . 
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HARTE'S  POEHd; 


Hie  well-tnniM  soil  wiCbaaborabrightoesi  shooe,  f  Wbenever  advene  fortnae  dboOa  the  vay, 


Af ellofr'd  with  nitions  air  and  geoial 
Ao  harmony  of  mould,  by  nature  mixt  I 
Not  light  as  air,  nor  as  a  cement  fix'd : 
Just  firm  enough  t'  embrace  the  thriving  foot. 
Yet  give  free  expanse  to  the  fibrous  shoot ; 
Dilating,  when  disturbM  by  labVing  hands, 
And  smelling  sweet,  when  show'rs  refresh  the 
lands.  [tain. 

Scarce  could  the  reapers'  arms  the  sheaves  con- 
And  the  full  gamers  swell'd  with  golden  grain; 
Unlike  the  harvests  of  degen'rate  days. 
One  omer  sown,  one  hundred-fold  repays : 
Bicb  product,  to  a  bountiful  excess ! — 
Kor  ought  we  more  to  ask,  nor  more  possess. 
The  harvest  overcomes  the  reapers'  toil ; 
So  feeble  is  the  hind,  so  strong  the  soil  V 

*Man's  Saviour  thus  his  parable  exprest ; 
He  that  hath  ears  to  hear,  may  feel  the  rest. 


INTERPRETATION. 
The  gift  of  knowing  is  to  all  men  giv'n  ' ; 
All  know,  but  few  perform,  the  will  of  Heav'n  ; 
They  hear  the  sound,  but  miss  the  sense  conveyed. 
And  lose  the  substance,  whilst  they  view  the 
'   shade. 
When  specious  doctrines  hover  round  a  mind 
Which  is  not  vitally  with  Hcav'n  conjoin'd. 
The  visionary  objects  float  and  pass 
Transient  as  figures  gliding  o'er  a  glass : 
Each  but  a  momentary  visit  makes, 
And  each  supplies  the  place  the  last  fbrsalies.-* 
Satan  for  ever  fond  to  be  employ*d, 
(And  changing  minds  ev'n  ask  to  be  destroy'd^,] 
Marks  well  th'  infirm  of  faith  ;  and  soon  supplies 
Phantoms  of  truth,  and  substances  of  lyes : 
Killing  the  dying,  he  a  conquest  gains ;   . 
And,  from  a  little,  steals  the  poor  remains. 
Keason,  man's  guardian,  by  neglect,  or  sleep. 
Loses  that  castle,  he  was  meant  to  keep. 

The  seeds  upon  a  flinty  surface  cast, 
Denote  the  worldly-wise,  who  think  in  haste : 
Who  change,  for  changing's    sake,  from  right 

to  wrong. 
Constant  to  nothing,  and  in  nothing  long; 
To  day  they  hear  the  word  of  God  with  joy,  • 
To  morrow  they  the  word  of  God  destroy  j 
Indifferent,  to  assert  or  to  deny : 
With  zeal  they  flatter,  and  with  zeal  decry. 
Such  is  the  fool  of  wit !  who  strives  with  pains 
To  lose  that  paradise  the  peasant  gains.—   , 

•  Imbecillior  colonus  qu&m  ager.  Columella. 

•  «« To  sin  against  knowledge  is  a  -greater  of- 
fence than  an  ignorant  trespass ;  in  proportion 
as  a  fault,  which  is  capable  of  no  excuse,  is 
moi^  heinous  than  a  fault  which  admits  of  a  to* 
lerable  defence*"         J.  Mart  Resp.  ad  Orthod. 

*'  Ignorance  will  not  excuse  iin,  when  it  is  a  sin 
in  itself."  Anon.  Vet. 

1  **  He  that  is  idle  tempts  Satan  to  set  him  to 
work."  Chrysost.  Horn. 

Pious  Jeremy  Taylor  once  said  to  a  lady, 
**  Madam,  if  yOu  do  not  employ  your  children, 
tlie  devil  will."  Tlie  son  of  Sirach  gives  also  the 
following  advic^  •..  "  Send  thy  son  to  labour^  that 
ke  be  not  idle ;  for  idleness  teacheth  much  evil." 
C*  vaBg  V.  27« 


(When  danger  threats,  or  doods  o'ercast  the  day. 
This  plant  of  casualty,  unfix'd  at  root. 
Shakes  with  the  blast,  and  casts  bisimripefiniit; 
Bat,  when  the  storms  of  poverty  arise. 
And  peraecntaon  ev'ry  Tiitne  tries. 
Mindless  of  God,  and  trusting  to  himself  s. 
He  strands  Heav*n's  freightage  on  adang'roaa 
Averse  to  learn,  and  more  averse  to  bear,  [iriaelL 
He  s'mks,  the  afcjject  victim  of  despahr! 

The  men  of  pow'r  and  pomp  resemble  seeds 
Sownonricheartb,  bat  chMk'd  with  thornsnod 

weeds. 
Religioa  strikes  them,batthey  shnn  the  thooglit; 
Behold  the  profit,  and  yet  profit  nought. 
Heav'n's  high  rewards  they  silenUy  contemn* 
And  think  the  present  world  suffices  them. 
Mean-while  ambition  leads  the  soul  astray. 
Far  from  iU  natal  walk,  th'  ethereal  way  ; 
Interest  assassins  friendship  ev'rybour. 
Truth  warps  to  custom,oon8ciencc  bends  to  pow'r. 
Till  all  the  cultivating  hand  receives 
Is  empty  blossom,  and  death-blasted  leaves. 
Idiots  in  judgment,  baffled  o^er  and  o'er  ; 
Still  the  same  bait,  still  circumvented  more; 
Self-victims  of  the  cunning  they  adore ! 
Wise  without  wisdom,  busy  to  no  end  ; 
Man  still  their  foe,  and  Heav*n  itself  no  friend  ! 
The  chosen  seed,  on  cultured  ground,  are  they 
Who  humbly  tread  the  evangelic  way. 
The  road  to  Heav'n  is  uniform  and  plain  t 
All  other  paths  are  serpentine  and  vani. 
The  true  disciple  takes  the  word  reveal'd. 
Nor  rushes  on  the  sauctu'ry  conceal'd. 
Whilst  «mpty  reas'ners  emptiest  arts  employ } 
Nothing  they  build,  and  all  things  they  destroy  I 
The  provident  of  Heav'n  unlocks  his  store. 
To  clothe  the  naked,  and  to  feed  the  poor : 
Tu  each  man  generous,  and  to  each  man  jnst. 
Conscious  of  a  depositary  trust 
patient  of  censure,  yet  condemning  none : 
Placid  to  all,  accountable  to  One. 
Ev'n  in  prosperity  he  fears  no  loss. 
Expects  a  change,  and  starts  not  at  the  cross. 
All  injuries  by  patience  he  surmounts ; 
All  sufferings  God's  own  med'cines  he  account^! 


*  •<  We  are  all  careful  about  small  matter?, 
and  negligent  in  the  greatest ;  of  which  this  is 
the  reason,  we  know  not  where  true  felicity  is.'* 

StHieron. 

9  The  preacher  writes  beautifully  upon  this 
subject.  Ecclus.  C  ii.  "  My  son,  if  thou  come 
to  serve  the  Lord,  prepare  thy  soul  for  trial, 
set  thy  heart  aright,  and  coostantiy  endure,  and 
make  not  haste  in  time  of  trouble  ;**  i.  e«  be  nst 
impatient  to  get  over  thy  trouble.  **  Cleave  unto 
him,  and  depart  not  away,  that  thou  mayest  be 
increased  at  thy  last  end.  Whatsoever  is  brought 
upon  thee  take  cheerfully,  and  be  patient  wboi 
thou  art  changed  to  a  low  estate.  For  gold  is 
tried  in  the  fire,  and  acceptable  men  in  the  fur- 
nace of  adversity. — Look  at  the  generations  of 
old,  and  see,  did  ever  any  trast  in  the  Lord  and 
was  confounded  ?  or  did  any  abide  in  bis  fear 
and  was  forsaken  ?  or  whom  did  be  ever  despise, 
thab  called  upon  him?  for  the  Lord  is  full  of 
compassion  and  mercy ;  he  foi^veth  sins,  and 
saveth  in  time  of  affliction.— Wo  be  to  the  sinne^ 
that  goethuo  ways^"  i,  e.  that  hath  recourse 
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Sladious  of  good,  and  peoiient  for  ill, 

Still  fchort  of  grace,  yet  jpenevering  still  ;     » 

As  just  and  true  as  erring  nature  can 

(For  imperfection  sets  its  stamp  on  man). 

Heav'n  marks  tbe  saint,  her  mansions  to  adorn, 

And,  having  purged  the  chaff,  accepts  the  com. 


THE  ASCETIC  % 
OR,  THOMAS  A  K£MPIS: 

A  Vision. 

In  omnibus  requiem  qoaesivi,  et  nusquam 
Inveni,  nisi  in  anguiis,  et  libelHs. 

Symbol.  Kempisian. 

At  nunc,  discnssa  renim  caligine,  verum 
Aspicis;  iUoalii  mrsus  jactantur  in  alto. 
At  tua  secnros  portus,  blandamque  quietem 
Intravit.  non  quassa  ratis. 

Stat.  Sylv.  L.  IL 

ADVERTISEMENT 

TO   THE   READER. 

At  the  end  of  the  1 2th  stanza  in  this  poem, 
1  bad  several    inducements    for  venturing  to 
change  the  ode  into  heroic  measure.    The  first 
was,  that  1  might  diversify  the  doctrinal  part 
from  the  descriptive.    The  second  was,  that  our 
excellent  and  most  learned  poet,  Cowley,  had 
given  me  his  authority  lor  making  this  change, 
in  his  poem  de  Plantis.    But  tbe  xbird  and  truer 
reason  was,  that  i  found  it  next  to  impracticable, 
to  deliver  short,  unadorned,  didactical  sentences 
consistently  with  the  copiousness,  irregularity, 
^nd  enthusiasm  peculiar  to  ode-writing.— Let  the 
reader  only  make  the  experiment,  and  1  flatter 
myself  he  will  join  with  me  in  opinion.— Nor  have 
I  departed  any  further  than  in  a  metaphor  or 
two  from  that  original  simplicity  which  charac- 
terises my  author,  however  difficult  and  self*de- 
pying  such  an  undertaking  might  be  in  a  poeti- 
cal copiposition.     What  gave  me  warning  was, 
that  Castalio  and  Stanhope  had  both  spoiled 
Thomas  a  Kempis  by  attempting  to  adorn  him 
with  flowery  language,  false  elegance,  and  glaring 
imagery.    And,  by  the  way,  to  this  cause  may 
be  attributed  the  miscarriages  of  many  poets, 
(otherwise  confessedly  eminent)  in  their  para- 
phrases  of  the  Psalms  of  David,  the  fiook  of  Job, 

to  man  as  well  as  God.  '<  Wo  unto  him  that  is 
faint-hearted;  for  he  believetb  not,  therefore 
fh^l  he  not  be  defended.  Wo  unto  you  that 
have  lost  patience:  what  will  ye  do  when  the 
Lord  shall  visit  you?— they  that  fear  the  Ix)rd 
will  say,  we  will  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Lord, 
|ind  not  into  the  bands  of  men :  for  as  his  fna- 
jesty  is,  so  is  his  mercy." 

In  like  manner  St.  Chrysostom  informs  us, 
«<  That,  in  proportion  as  God  adds  to  our  tribu- 
lation, he  adds  likewise  to  our  retribution." 

1  This  river  takes  its  rise  from  one  of  the  high- 
est ice-mountains  in  Switzerland. 

2  the  species  of  larch-tree  here  meant  is  caU 
led'senip^rTireus:  tbe  ot|ier  Urch«s  are  decidur 

^  f^iiai 
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&c.  The  grandeur  of  scriptural  snbllmity,.or 
simplicity,  admits  of  few  or  no  embellishmenls. 
George  Sandys,  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I.  seentf 
only  to  have  known  this  secret. 

And  in  the  morning,  rising  up  a  great  while  be- 
fore day,  he  went  and  departed  hito  a  solitary 
place,  and  there  prayed. 

/  Marie,  c.  i.  ▼.  35. 

Dbbp  in  a  vale,  where  cloud-bom  Rhyne  ' 
Through  meads  his  Alpine  waters  roli'd. 
Where  pansies  mixt  with  daisies  shine. 
And  asphodels  instarr'd  with  gold  ; 
Two  forests,  skirting  round  the  feet 
Of  everlasting  mountains,  meet. 
Half  parted  by  an  op'ning  glade; 
ilround  Hercynian  oaks  are  seen.—* 
Larches  2,  and  cypress  ever  green* 
Unite  their  hospitable  shade. 

Impearrd  with  dew,  the  rosy  Mom 
Stood  tipi-toe  >  on  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
Gleams  following  gleams  the  Ueav'ns  adong 
And  gild  the  theatre  below : 
Nature  from  needful  slumber  wakes. 
And  from  her  misty  eye-balls  shakes 
The  balmy  dews  of  soft  repose  : 
The  piflUi  lark  with  grateful  lays 
Ascends  the  skies,  and  chants  the  pr&js6 
Which  man  to  his  Creator  owes  4. 


When  1o !  a  venerable  sire  appears. 
With  sprightly  footsteps  hastening  oV  the  plain{ 
His  tresses  bore  the  marks  of  fourscore  yean. 
Yet  free  from  sickness  he,  and  void  of  pain : 
His  eyes  with  half  their  youthful  cloa  mess  shone*. 
Still  on  his  cheeks  health's  tincture  gently  glow'd. 
His  aged  voice  retained  a  manly  tone. 
His  peaceful  blood  in  equal  teuonr  flow'd. 
At  length,  beneath  a  beechen  shade  reclin'd. 
He  thus  pour'd  forth  to  Ueav'n  the  transports  (oC 
bis  mind. 


8  Tip-toe.  Shakespeare. 
4  «  Before  we  engage  in  wortdly  busii 
any  common  amusements  of  life,  let  us  be  cara- 
ful  to  consecrate  the  first-fruits  of  the  day,  and 
the  very  beginning  of  our  holy  thoughts  unto  tbe 
service  of  God."  St.  BasiL 

*  Thomas  k  Kempis  had  no  manifest  infirmi- 
ties of  old-age,  and  retained  bis  eye^nghcper* 
fact  to  the  last. 

All  that  I  have  ever  been  able  to  learn  in  Ger« 
many  upon  good  authority,  concerning  him,  it 
as  follows:  He  was  bom  at  Kempis.  orKempen, 
a  small  walled  town  in  tbe  dutchy  of  Cleves, 
and  diocese  of  Cologn.  His  family-name  was 
Hamerlein,  which  signifies  in  the  Gernian 
language  a  little  hammer.  We  find  also  that 
bis  parents  were  named  John  and  Gertrude  H^ 
merlein.  He.  lived  chiefly  in  the  monastery  of 
Mount  St.  Agnes;  where  hb  effigy,  together  with 
a  prospect  of  the  monastery,  was  engraven  on  a 
plate  of  copper  that  lies  over  his  body.  The  said 
monastery  is  now  called  Bcrgh-Ck)oster,  or,  as 
we  might  say  in  English,  Hill-Cloyster.  Many 
strangers  in  their  travels  visit  it.  Kempis  was 
certainly  one  of  the  best  and  greatest  men  since 
the  primitive  ages.  His  book  of  the  Imitation 
of  Christ  has  seen  near  forty  ediiioof  mthe  oci* 
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<*  Come  unto  me  (MessiaTi  ones) 
All  that  are  laden  and  oppress'd : 
"to  Thee  I  come  (my  heart  replies) 
O  Patron  of  etenul  rest  i 
Who  walks  with  me   (rejoins  the  voice) 
la  potest  day-light  shall  r^ice. 
Incapable  to  err,  or  fall^ 
With  thee  I  walk,  my  gracious  God  ; 
hoots  I've  thy  painf  il  foot-step^  trr>d. 
Redeemer,  Savionr,  Friend  of  all*! 

"  Heav'n  in  my  youth  bestow'd  each  good 

Of  choicer  sort :  in  fertile  lands 

A  decent  patrimony  stood. 

Sufficient  for  my  just  demands. 

My  form  was  pleasing ;  health  refin'd 

'My  blood ;  a  deep-discerning  mind 

Crown'd  all  the  rest,— The  &v*rite  chiU 

Of  un-affected  eloquence. 

Plain  nature,  un-scholastic  sense: — 

And  once  or  twice  the  Muses  smiPd ! 

*'  Blest  with  each  boon  that  simpler  minds  desire. 

Till  UeaT'n  giows  weary  of  their  nauseous  prajr^ 

I  made  the  nobler  option  to  retire  T, 

And  gave  the  world  to  «ml<llingtasd  their  hcics; 

The  warriors  lanrds,  ond  the  sUtesman's  fame. 

The  vain  man's  hopes  for  titles  and  employ, 

1*he  pomp  of  station,  and  the  rich  man's  name, 

I  left  fo¥  fools  to  seek,  and  knaves  t*enjo>^; 

An  early  whisper  did  its  truths  impart. 

And  all  the  God  conceal'd  irradiated  my  heart. 

^  Happy  the  man  who  turns  to  Heav^, 
When  on  the  landscape's  verge  of  greeil 
Old-age  appears,  to  whom  *tis  giv*n 
To  creep  in  sigh^  but  fly, 


ginal  Latin,  and  above  sixty  translations  have 
been  made  from  it  into  modem  languages. 

Our  author  died  August  the  8th,  1411,  aged 
'S2  years. 

In  the  engraving  on  copper  above-mentioned, 
and  lying  over  bis  grave,  is  represented  a  per- 
son rej|)ectfully  presenting  to  him  a  label  on 
^hkh  h  written  a  verse  to  this  effect: 

Oh !  where  is  Peace  ?  for  Thon  its  paths  hait 
trod.— 

"To  which  Eempis  returns  another  strip  of  paper, 
mscribed  as  follows : 

In  poverty,  retirement,  and  with  God. 
He  was  a  canon  regular  of  Augusttns,  and  soh- 
pnoT  of  mount  St  Agnes?  monastery.  He  com- 
posed his  tresEtise  On  the  imitsftion  of  Christ  in 
the  sbty-Arst  year  of  bis  age,  as  appean  frum 
a  note  of  bis  own  writing  in  the  library  of  his 
eoiivent* 

*  Imitation  ofChrist,  IJb.  I.  c.  i 

9  «  Solitnde  is  the  bsat  school  whesein  to  learn 
the  way  to  Heaven.**  at.  Jerain. 

*<  Worldly  honours  are  a  trying  snare  to  men 
of  an  exalted  station;  of  course  their  chief  care 
must  be,  to  put  themselves  out  of  the  reach  of 
envy  by  humility."  Nepotian. 

'*  The  pleasures  of  thisworid  are  only  the  mo- 
mentary comforts  of  the  miserable,  and  not  the 
rewards  of  the  haypy. "  St.  August, 

*  Cetera  sdicitas  speciosa  meommoda  vitae 

PermSst^tnltis-qwrere,  habere  malis. 

Couleijos  de  P]fMit.  * 


Stealer  of  maiehes^  snMlefoe,^ 
Siuon  (^stratagem  and  woe  I 
Thy  fatal  blows,  ah !  who  can  ward? 
Around  thee  lurks  a  motley  train 
Of  wants,  and  fears,  and  obronic  i 
The  hungry  Croats  of  thy  gnaid. 

'<  (Thus  on  the  flow'r-ienameird  lawut 
Hnconscious  of  the  least  surprise. 
In  thoughtless  gambols  sporta  the  lawiv 
Whilst  veilM  in  grass  the  tygress  lies. 
The  silent  trait*ra8e  cfouohea  low. 
Her  very  lungs  soroeasa  to  blow : 
At  length  she  darts  on  hunger's  wings; 
Sure  of  her  distance  and  success. 
Where  Newton  could  but  only  guess, 
Shfe  never  misses,  wlien  she  springs  9.) 

"  More  truly  wise  the  man,  whose  early  y<wtti<« 
Is  offer'd  a  free  offering  to  the  Lord# 
A  self-addicted  votary  to  truth. 
Servant  thro'  choice,  disciple  by  accord  I 
Heav'n  always  did  th'  nnblemish'd  turtle  choose. 
Where  health  ooqjoin'd  with  spirit  most  abounds: 
Heav'n  seeks  the  young,  nor  does  the  old  refuse. 
But  youth  acquits  the  debt,  which  age  com- 
pounds!   . 
Awkward  in  time,  and  sour'd  with  self-disgrace, 
The  spend -thrift   pays  his  all,   and  takes  tht 
bankrupt's  fiace." 

Thus  spoke  the  venerable  sage 
Who  ne'er  imbib'd  Maonian  tore, 
Who  drew  no  aids  from  Maro*spaga^ 
And  yet  to  nobler  iights  conM  soar* 
Tanght  by  the  Solym^an  maid; 
With  native  elegance  array 'd. 
He  gave  bhb  easy  thoughts  to  flow  ; 
The  charms  which  anxious  art  danyld 
Truth  and  simplicity  snpply'd* 
Melodious  in  religious  woe. 

Poet  in  sentiment!  he  feels 
The  flante;  nor  se^ks  from  verse  his  aid  ! 
The  veil  which  artful  charms  conceals. 
To  real  beauty  proves  a  shade. 
When  nature's  out-lines  dubious  are. 
Verse  decks  them  with  a  slight  cymarr  u  ^ 
True  charms  by  art  in  vain  are  drest. 
Not  icy  prose  could  damp  bis  fire: 
Intense  the  flame  and  mounting  high'r» 
Brightly  victorious  when  opprest  I 

By  this  time  mom  in  all  its  glory  shone  ; 
The  Sim's  chaste  kiss  absorh'd  the  virgin-4aw« 
Til'  impatient  peasant  wish'd  his  labour  done. 
The  cattle  to  th'  umbrageous  streams  wilMrew  » 
Beneath  a  cool  impenetrable  shade, 
Quiet,  he  raus'd.    So  ienas«afMy<ate[play'd) 
(When  the  swift  gourd  her  palmy  leaves  dit- 
To  see  the  towVsof  Ninns  bow  to  fate  ^» 

*This  parenthesis  was  inserted  by  way  of 
imitating  the  famous  parenthesis  in  fiorace^s. 
Ode,  which  begins 


fnhninisalitem,  fcc. 

*•  «<  Even  from  the  flower  till  the  grape  wap 
ripe,  hath  my  heart  ddigfoted  in  Wndom." 
Ecclus.  c.  li.  V.  15. 

^  A  thin  covering  of  the  game,  or  samet* 
kind.  Dryd,  Cymon  &  fphigen^ 

^  Jonah,  c.  iv.  v.  6. 
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tV  Aseetic  fhMi  drew  (bith  a  parchmenUscroU, 
Aad  thiiji  poar'd  oat  to  Ueav'o  th'  effusions  of 
hissottL 


THI  MBDITATIOII  OP  TROItAB  A  KBMPIS. 

(I .)  Ti8  vaoity  to  wiaii  for  length  of  days ; 
The  art  of  living  well  is  wise  mea^s  praise. 
If  death,  not  length  of  life,  engaged  our  view, 
life  would  be  happier,  and  death  happier  too  * . 

feature  A>reshoarB  our  death :  'tis  Qod  'b  decree; 
Thekingy  the  insect  dies;  and  so  must  we. 
What^s  natural)  and  coAiinon  to  us  all. 
What's  necessary ;— «one  should  evil  call. 
Check  thy  fond  bve  of  life,  and  human  pride; 
^all  man  repine  at  death,  when  Christ  has  dy'd? 
(2.)  He  thai  can  calmly  view  the  mask  of 
Vfil\  never  tremble  at  the  face  beneath ;   [death. 
Probationer  of  Heav'n,  he  starts  no  more 
To  see  the  last  sands  ebb,  than  those  before*. 

.  (3.)  In  vain  we  argue,  boast,  elude,  descant; — 
^o  man  is  honest  that's  afraid  of  want 
No  blood  of  confessors  that  bosom  warms', 
Which  starts  at  hunger,  as  the  worst  of  harms  4 

(  (4.)  The  man  with  christian  pre^ervanoe  fir'd^ 
Check'd  but  not  stop*d  ;  reUrded  but  not  ttr'd ; 
Straiten'd  by  foes,  yet  sure  of  a  retreat. 
In  Heav'n's  protection  rests  securely  great  ^  ; 
Hears  ev^ry  sharp  alarm  without  dismay; 
Midst  dangers  dauntless,  and  midst  terrours  gay; 
Indignant  of  obstruction  glows  his  flame, 
And,  struggling,  mouhts  to  Heav'n,  from  whence 

it  came : 
Oppressed  it  thrives ;  its  own  destroyers  tires. 
And  with  unceasing  fortitude  aspires?. 

)  This  and  the  following  passages  marked  wjth 
a  note  of  reference  are  extracted  almost  verbatim 
from  Kempls's  Book  of  the  Imiution  of  Christ 
Uh.1,  c.  1,2.    SeealspLib.  1,0.19.23. 

*  "  Death,  when  compared  to  life,  seems  to 
^  a  req^dy  and  not  a  punishment" 

St  Macar. 
Oh  the  same  point  another  primitive  Chris- 
tian hath  observed,  •'  That  the  Supreme  Being 
made  life  short;  since,  as  the  troubles  of  it 
^MHioC  beTemoved  firoai  us^  we  may  the  sooner 
kt  removed  from  them.*'  St  Bernard. 

»"  Dost  thou  fcar  povet^y?  Christ  calls  the 
poor  man  blessed.—^ 

—  Art  thou  afraid  of  labour  ?  Palnl  are  phMiuc- 

tive  of  fc  crown,  [fears  no  famine : 

—  Aft  thou  hungry  ?  A  true  confidence  in  God 
-^  for  the  Supreme  Governor  of  the  world  beholds 
Ay  warfiTe ;  and  prepares  for  thee  a  crown  of 
glory  and  everlasting  rest"—   . 

fiferoo.  in  Epist 

*  L.  11.  Hiom.  ItKerapis. 

*  Perseverance  is  an  image  Of  eternity.  *> 

St  Bernard. 

*  '*  The  greatest  safety  man  can  have  is  to 
lear  notbingbnt  God."  Senec. 

'  "  Bmnan  fear  depreises,  thefear  of  God  exhi- 
Urates.*'  Cassian. 

v'imitat,  of  Christ,  I*  III,«  c«  5.  Ibid.  c.  19, 
**!<'•.  1. 


When  man  desponds,  (of  human  hope  berdt) 
Patience  and  Christian  heroism  are  left  *, 
Let  patience  be  thy  tirst  and  hut  concern ; 
The  hardest  task  a  Christian  has  to  learn  9  f 
Life's  pendulum  m  tii'  other  world  shall  maka 
Advances,  on  the  side  it  now  goes  baek. 

By  force,  a  virtue  of  celestial  kind  i  * 

Was  never  siorm*d ;  by  an.  'tis  undermiuM  '•.  ^ 

(5. )  All  seek  for  knowledge.    Knowledge  is  M 
more 
Than  this ;  to  know  ourselves,  and  God  adore. 
Wouldst  thou  with  profit  seek,  and  learn  with 

gam?— 
Unknown  thyself,  in  solitude  remain  ^K 
Virtue  retires,  but  in  retirement  blooms, 
Pull  of  good  works,  and  dying  in  perfumes  !*< 
In  thy  own  heart  the  living  waters  rise  '< ; 
Goad  conscienoe  is  the  wisdom  of  the  wise !  ^ 
Man's  only  confldaice,  unmixt  with  pride. 
Is  the  firm  trust  that  God  is  on  his  side  '^l 
Like  Aaron's  rod,  the  faithful  and  the  just, 
Tom  from  their  tree,  shall  blossom  in  the  dust 

(6.)  God,  says  the  chief  of  penitents'^,  is  One^^ 
Who  gives  Himself,  his  Spirit,  and  his  Son. 

**  Is  hunger  iiksome? — ^Thou  by  Him  art  fed 
With  quails  miraculous,  and  Heav'nly  bread. 
Is  thirst  oppressive  ?— ^lifl  thy  eyes,  and  see- 
Cat'racts  of  water  fall  from  rocks  for  thee. 
Art  thou  in  darkness  ? — Uncreated  light 
Is  all  thy  own,  and  guides  thy  erring  sight. 
Is  nakedness  thy  lot  ? — Yet  ne'er  repine ;-« 
The  TettmeMs  of  fitemity  are  thine. 
Art  thou  a  widow  ?— God's  thy  oonsort  true. 
Alt  thou  an  orphan  ?— H»*s  thy  father  toa* 

•  Ibid.  c.  35,  N*.  ft.   Ibid.  c.  18,  N«.  2. 

9  See  also  Caussin's  Holy  Court,  Part  I,  L.  3^. 
Sect  32,  foil  650. 

10  «Trtte  cbriitlan  piety  was  never  made  a 
real  captive;  it  may  be  killed,  but  not  conquer.* 
ed."  St  Jerotn. 

"  « Imitatlod  of  Clkillt,  L.  I»  c.  90.  L.  IT, 
dO. 

hi  "  The  itrtiired  ChristiHU,  in  seeking  afler  Ml 
happy  life,  actually  enjoys  one ;  and  possessei 
that  already  whieh  he  only  fancies  ha  «  pursu* 
ing."  St  Eucher. 

^«  Drink  witete  out  of  thine  owta  cistertisi 
Prov.  c.  ▼,  V.  15.  See  also  Rev.  c  xidi,  ▼.  1. 
<*  And  be  showed  mo  a  pure  river  of  water  of  lifo« 
clear  as  crystal."  See  John,  c.  vii,  v.  36» 

^*  Imitat  of  Jesus  Christ,  I.  I,  c.  6. 

*^  Imitat  of  Jcsns  Clirist,  Lib.  U,  €.  10. 

•*Tbe  only  means  of  obtaining  true  aeeitrit^' 
Is  to  commit  all  our  interests  to  God,  who  cob«> 
stantly  kno^s  and  is  ever  willing  to  bestow  g«nd 
thhigs  on  them  that  ask  him  as  they  ought*' 

Cassian. 

*'  Security  is  no  where  but  in  the  love  and 
service  (^God.  It  is  neither  in  Heaven,  nor 
P&rtidise,  much  leas  hi  the  present  worid.  In 
Heaven  the  angels  fell  fiom  the  divine  presences 
in  Paradise  Adam  lost  his  abode  of  pleasure :  m 
the  world  Judas  fell  from  the  school  of  our  Sa- 
vbur.*'  8t  Bernard. 

>^St.  August  The  ten  lines  marked  with 
inverted  commas  are  a  literal  traittlation  fnm 
him. 
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(7.)  The  m^n  of  Science  sum  themselres  to 
show  ", 
And  know  just  what  imports  them  not  to  know  <b. 
(Qnce  having  miss'd  the  truth,  they  farther  stray: 
As  men  ride  fastest  who  hare  lost  their  way ;) 
Whilst  the  poor  peasant  that  with  daily  care 
Improves  his  lands  and  offers  Heaven  bis  pray'r, 
With  conscious  boldness  may  produce  his  face 
Where  proud  philosophers  shall  want  a  place'^. 
IPhilosopby  in  anxious  doubts  expires : 
Beligion  trims  her  lamp,  as  life  retires  *>. 
True  faith,  like  gold  into  the  furnace  cast. 
Maintains  its  sterling  pureness  to  the  last. 
Conscience  will  ev'ry  pious  act  attest  ^^ : 
A  silent  panegyrist,  but  the  best ! 

(8.)  All  chastisements  for  private  use  are  giv'n; 
The  rerelations  Personal  of  Heav*n  22 : 
But  man  in  misery  mistakes  his  road. 
Sighs  for  lost  joys,  and  never  turns  to  God**. 
.Heaven  more  than  meets  her  child  with  sorrows 

try»d  J 
Her  dove  brings  olive,  e'er  the  waves  subside^. 
Man  gives  but  once,  and  grudges  when  we  sue; 
Heav'n  makes  old  gifts  the  precedents  for  new. 

(9.)  Afflictions  have  their  use  of  ev'ry  kind ; 
At  once  they  humble,  and  exalt  the  mind : 
The  ferment  of  the  soul  by  just  degrees 
Kefines  the  tnie  clear  spirit  from  the  lees  ^. 
Boast  as  we  will,  and  ai^ue  as  we  can. 
None  ever  knew  the  virtues  of  a  man, 
ISxcept  affliction  sifts  the  flour  from  ^rai^ . 

n  "  It  is  good  to  know  muoh  and  live  well: 
but,  if  we  cannot  attain  both,  it  is  better  to  de- 
iire  piety  than  learning :  for  knowledge  makes  no 
man  truly  happy,  oor  doth  happiness  consist  in 
intellectual  acquisitions.'  The  only-  valuable 
thing  is  a  rel igious  life." 

Sti.  Greg.  Magn.  Moral. 
'  And  again:  "That only  is  the  best  knowledge 
%rhich  makes  us  better." 

i«  Imitati  of  Christ  «» Ibid. 

^  Imitat.  of  Jesus  Christ,  L.  II,  c.  10. 

^*  **  As  in  water  face  answereth  to  face,  so  the 
heart  of  man  ta  roam"     Prov.  xxvii,  v.  19. 
•*  Thou  canst  avoid,  sooner  or  later,  whatever 
molesteth  thee,  except  thy  own  conscience." 
Augustin.  inPsaUnxxx. 

V  Imitat  of  Jesus  Christ,  L,  I,  c.  13. 

"God  causeth  (afflictions)  to  come,  either 
for  correction,  or  for  his  land,  or  for  mercy." 
Job,  c.  xxxvii,  V.  13. 

"  It  is  the  work  and  proyidence  of  God's  se- 
cret counsel,  that  the  days  of  the  elect  should 
be  troubled  in  their  pilgrimage.  •  This  present 
life  is  the  way  to  our  eternal  abode :  God  there- 
fore in  his  secret  wisdom  afflicts  our  travel  with 
continual  trouMe,  lest  the  delights  of  our  jour- 
ney might  take  away  the  desire  of  our  journey's 
end."  St,  Greg.  Mag. 

"  No  servant  of  Christ  is  without  affliction.  If 
you  expect  to  be  free  from  persecution,  you  have 
not  yet  so  much  as  begun  to  be  a  Christian.** 

St  August. 

f3  Imitat.  of  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  11. 

94  Imitat  of  Christ,  ibid.  See  also  Gen.  c. 
▼iii,  V.  11. 

'^  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  13. 

«lbid.  Lib.  I,  c.  16.  Lib.  Ill,  c.  12,  See 
also  Amos,  c.  ix.  v.  H^  and  Luke  c  uii.  t.  31. 


Say,  is  it  much  indignities  to  bear,  . 
When  God  for  thee  thy  nature  deign'd  to  1 
If  slander  vilifies  the  good  man's  name. 
It  hurts  not;  but  prevents  a  future  shame. 
The  censure  and  reproaches  of  mankind 
Are  the  true  christian  mentors  of  the  mind. 
No  other  way  humility  is  gain'd  ; 
No  other  way  vain  glory  is  restrain'd. 
Nor  worse,  nor  better  we,  if  praise  or  blame 
Lift  or  depress — ^tbe  man  is  still  the  same  ^. 
The  hsppy,  if  they're  wise,  must  all  things  feai) 
Nor  need  th'  unhappy,  if  they're  good,    des- 
pair. 
(10.)  Hard  is  the  task  'gainst  nature's  strengtlk 
to  strive  : 
Perfection  is  the  lot  of  none  alive  ; 
Or  grant  frail  man  codld  tread  th'  unerring  roadj 
How  could  we  suffer  for  the  sake  of  God*  f 
Affliction's  ordeal,  sharp,  but  brightly  shines  ; 
Separates  the  gold®,  and  ev'ry  vice  (sicines. 
In  adverse  fortune,  when  the  storm  runs  high. 
And  sickness  graves  deaths  image  on  the  eye. 
Nor  wealth,  nor  rank,  nor  pow'r,  assuage  th# 

.     grief- 
Ask  God  to  send  thee  patience  or  reliefs. 
Tlie  infant  Moses  'scap'd  his  wat'ry  grave^*, 
Heav'n  half  o'erwbelms  the  man  it  means  to 
.  save! 
( 1 1.)   Th'  ambitious  and  the  covetous  desire^ 
More  than  their  worth  deserves,  or  wants  vtT 

quire  : 
Not  merely  for  the  profit  things  may  yield, 
But,  ah  !  their  neighbour's  pittance  maims  their 

field: 
Thus,  gain'd  by  force,  or  fraudulent  design. 
The  grapes  of  Naboth  yield   them  bkiod  for 
wine»- 
(12)  I>fothing  but  truth  can  c1ai(na  lasting 
date  «*j 
Time  is  truth's  surest  judge,  amd  Judges  late ; 

^  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  Ill,  c  5. 
S8  Ibid. 

99  «  For  gold  is  tried  in  the  fire,  and  aooep« 
table  men  in  the  furnace  of  adversity." 

Ecclus.  c.  ii,  V.  5m 
90  ImiUt.  of  Christ,  L.  Ill,  c,  j. 

31  Exod.  c.  II,  V.  5. 

32  <'  He  that  gathereth  by  defrauding  his  owii 
soul,  gathereth  for  others,  that  shall  spend  hia 
goods  riotously.  A  covetous  man's  eye  is  not  sa- 
tisfied with  his  portion,  and  the  iniquity  of  tha 
wicked  drieth  up  his  soul." 

Ecclus.  cxiv. 

33  '<  Ahab's  excuse  to  Naboth,  when  be  sai^ 
give  me  thy  vineyard  that  I  may  make  it  a  gar« 
den  of  herbs,  represents  in  a  lively  manner  the 
pretences  that  avaricious  and  ambitious  meq 
use,  when  they  want  to  make  new  acquisitions* 
They  lye  to  their  consciences ;  asking  a  seeming 
trifle,  and  meaning  to  obtain  something  very  Va- 
luable. "^  St  Ambrose. 

**  Woe  unto  them  that  covet  fields,  and  take 
them  away  by  violence."      Micah,  c  ii,  v.  "2." 

**  They  enlarge  their  desire  as  Hell,  and  are  a» 
death, and  cannot  be  satisfied:  woe  untotbei^ 
that  encrease  that  which  is  not  theirs." 

Hab.  c.  ii,  v.  5^  Q» 

^  Imitat,  of  Jesu^  Christ,  U  I,  c,  3» 
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AtA,  for  tby  guicle,  be  he  alone  believM, 
Who  never  can  deccire,  nor  is  deceived  3* ! 
Thus  safe  thro'  waves  the  sons  of  Israel  trod ; 
Their  better  magnet  was  the  lamp  of  God  :    [led 
And  thos  Heav'n's  star  Earth's  bumble  shepherds 
To  their  Messiah  in  bis  humbler  bed* 

(13.)  Flatt'ry  and  fame  at  death  the  vain  for- 
sake. 
And  other  knares  and  ibols  their  honours  take*^. 

(14.)  Tease  not  thy  mind ;  nor  run  a  restless 
round 
fn  search  of  science  better  lost  than  found. 
Still  teach  thy  soul  a  sober  course  to  try, 
And  shun  the  track  of  singularity ! 

( 1 5.)  Presumptuous  flights  and  sceptical  debates 
Foretel  (Cassandra-like)  the  fall  of  states. 
So  Greece  and  Rome  soon  mouldered  to  decay, 
Wben£picarus'  system  gain*d  the  day. 
But  those  who  make  prophaneness  stand  for  wit, 
J)esp*rate  apply  the  pigexis  to  their  feet : 
Bankrupts  of  sense,  and  impudently  bad ; 
Their  judgment  rained,  and  their  fancy  mad ! 
like  Daniel's  ^^  goat  ^  in  th'  insolence  of  3routh, 
Stars  they  displace,  and  overturn  the  truth. 

(16.)  He,  who  adopts  religions,  wrong  or  right, 
Is  not  a  convert,  but  an  hjrpocrite  : 
Him,  seeming  what  he  is  not,  man  esteems; 
Ood  hates  him,  for  he  is  not  what  he  seems. 
The  bulUrush  thus  a  specious  outside  wears, 
SoMoth  as  the  shining  rind  the  poplar  bears : 
But  strip  the  covering  of  its  pobsli^  skin, 
And  all  is  insubstantial  sponge  within. 
When  not  a  whisper  breaths  upon  the  trees, 
Unmov'd  it  stands,  but  bends  with  ev'ry  breeze. 
It  boasts  tb*  ablution  of  a  silver  flood. 
But  feeds  on  mire,  and  roots  Hseif  in  mud. 

(17.)  Self-love  is  foolish,  criminal,  and  vain^^, 
Therefore,  O  man,  such  partial  views  rpstrain : 
And  often  take  this  counsel  for  a  rule. 
To  please  one's  self  is  but  to  please  one  fbol^. 

(18.)  Hiealms  we  give,  we  keep:  the  alms 
wesave 
We  lose 4  ^possessing  only  what  we  gave  4>. 

35  ~— Neque  decipitiir,neque  decipit  unqnam. 

Manil. 

V  "  rhere  is  no  work  that  shows  more  art  and 
industry  than  the  texture  of  a  spider's  webb  The 
Plicate  threads  are  so  nicely  disposed,  and  so 
coriously  interwoven  one  with  another,  that  yon 
^rould  think  it  produc'ed  by  the  labour  of  a  ce- 
lestlAl  being ;  yet  nothing  in  the  event  is  more 
fragll  and  insubstantial.  A  breath  of  wind  tears 
■it  to  pieces,  and  carries  it  away.  Just  so  are 
worldly  acquisitions  made  by  men  in  exalted 
stations,  and  reputedly  wise  and  cunning." 

Origen. 

*^  Dan.  c  viii,  v.  10,  11. 

^  The  prophet  here  means,  by  the  goat,  the 
king  of  Greece,  the  region  of  vain  philosopby. 

"^  **  He  that  lovetb  himself  most,  hath  of  all 
men  the  happiness  of  finding  the  fewest  rivals." 
»  Anon.  Vet. 

^  <*  He  that  pleaseth  himself,  pleaseth  a 
fool." 

**  "  There  «s  that  scatteretb  and  yet  iocrcas- 
^•th  ;  and  there  is  that  withholding  more  than  is 
anuety  but  it  tendcth  to  poverty." 

Prov.  c.  xi,  V.  24. 

*'  The  ricbet  which  thou  treasurest  up,  are 


But  ]f  vain  gtoiy  prompts  the  tongue  to  boaity 
In  vain  we  strive  to  give,  the  gift  is  lost 
Wealth,  nnbestow'd,  is  the  fool's  alchymy  ;— 
Misers  have  wealth,  but  taste  it  not ;— -and  diob 

In  ev'ry  pone  that  th'  avaricious  bears. 
There's  still  a  rent^  which  wily  Satan  teane*': 
A  nun  may  mend  it,  at  returning  light. 
But  the  arch-fiend  undams  the  work  at  night. 
Useless,  O  miser  !  are  thy  (aboors  found  ; 
And  oil  thy  vintage  leaks  on  thirst/  ground  ^!» 
Chimeric  nonsense  1  Riches  unemployed 
In  doing  good,  are  riches  uneijoy'd ; 
The  slave  who  sets  his  soul  on  worthless  palG 
Is  a  mere  Diodesiao  to  himself; 
A  wretched  martyr  in  a  wretched. cause; 
Alive,  onhoDOur'd ;  dead,  without  applause  f 
Boast  not  of  homage  to  Earth's  mooarchs  giv'n  | 
A  Paula's  44  name  is  better  known  in  Heav'n. 
(19.)  Richeanomore  are  ours,  than  are  tfao 

waves  [laves. 

Of  yonder  Rhyne,  which    our  Mount- Agnas^ 
Th'  impatient  waters  no  continuance  make  i 
Adopt  new  owners,  and  their  old  forsake. 
4*  As  those  who  call  for  wines,  beyond  theie 

share,. 
Refund  the  draughts  which  nature  cannot  bear( 
(Whilst  bile  and  gall  corroding  in  tbcir  breast 
Demand  a  passage,  and  admit  no  rest:) 
Just  so  rapacious  misers  swell  their  store ; 
To  di'monds  di'monds  add,  and  ore  to  ore ; 
They  gulp  down  «ealtb,--and,  with  heart  pief-i 

cing  pain, 
And  clay-cold  qualms,  diacbai|;e  the  load  again. 
Death  bursts  the  casket,  and  the  farce  is  o'er. 
(Curst  is  that  wealth,  which  never   eas'd  th^ 

poor !)  [floor; 

Whilst  fools  and  spiendthriftB  sweep  it  from  the 
Tbegoldof  Ophyr  47  dazzles  their  weak  eyes. 
Turquoises  ^  next  their  weaker  minds  surprise^ 
Rich,  deeply  azur^d,  like  Italian  skies. 

lost ;  those  which  thou  charitably  bestowest,  aif 
truly  thine."  SU  Au^osU 

«  Haggai,  c.  i,  r.  d. 

43  Ibi  omnia 

EfTusus  labor. *^—  Virgw 

**  Paula  was  a  Roman  lady  descended  from 
the  Gracchi  and  Soipios.  Her  ^usbaod  was  of 
the  Julian  race.  After  his  decease,  she  gave 
most  of  her  posaessiona  to  the  poor,  and  retirod 
from  Rome  to  a  solitude  at  Bethlehem.  That 
incomparable  virgin  EustQchinm  was  her  daugh- 
ter. Both  their  histories  are  drawn  at  large  by 
St.  Jerom,  and  addiressed  to  Eustocbium.  Paula 
has  written  some  excellent  verses  on  religious 
subjects. 

She  built  a  temple  at  Emmiius  in  honour  of  «- 
our  Blessed  Saviour.  Her  tomb  is  at  Bethlehem. 
The  inscription  for  her  and  her  daughter  was 
written  by  St.  Jerom.     Sandy's  Trav.  fol.  13i* 
139.  &c. 

*^  The  name  of  the  monastery  where  Kempis 
resided. 

^  Part  of  this  paragraph,  is  copied  from  Job, 
o.  XX,  T.  14,  15»  18.  Compare  also  Job,  c 
xxvir,  V.  19,  20,  21. 

*^  Gold  of  Qphir.  See  1  Kings  c  iz,  v.  28.  1 
Chron.  xxix,  v.  4.  2  Chroo.  viii,  v.  Itt.  Psahn 
xlv,  V.  9.  Isaiah  xiii.  v.  12. 

^  Turquoises.    "  The  true  orioital  turquoiso 
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Then  avft  «ie  ft'iy  nibiM  ^  Ia4e  9Mi> 

And  emtfMds  J»  tinctnr'd  mth  tb«  wikow'g 


IVMMliieent  beryl  SA,  Sam^^efd  ahnwdke^t 
And  saidjinix  ^,  refresher  ef  the  «|AFt; 
Wi  A  these  th'  empurpled  ametbist  caifMfies^, 
And  opaz^,  veiii'd  with  riv'lcis,  iM{diy.sbuK9i 

All  6r8t  tame  into  riot,  then  to  cave  :— 
Wbirl'ddoim  A*  impetoous  torrent,«BlPd  ap  heir. 

(19.)   Religion's  harbour,  like  th'  Etaanun 

Secnre  from  storms  is  laiid*look'd  £T'ry  imy. 
8afe,>midsttbewreok  of  worlds,  the  vessel  odes, 
Kor  minds  the  absent  rag*"  of  winds  and  tides  i* 
Whilst  from  bis  proir  the  pUot  looking  doini. 
Surreys  at  once  God's  ima^  and  bis  oaqs^ ; 
UcafvVsfiivour  smooths  th*  espoBse,  and  calm* 

uess  sleeps 
0n  the  clear  minwr  ef  ^he-jilentdcep^j 

(20)  No  man  at  once  two  Edensoan«njoy^ : 
Nor  Garth  and  fieav^  theself-aamemind.emplQ3r. 
Two  di#Prentn«3rs  th*  «insocial.objectsd^«: 
Flesh  strives  with  spirit,  natuce  oonbets  Uw : 
iieason  and  ravelaiion  live  at  etsife. 
Though  meant  for  mutual  aid,  like  man  and 


Keijgion  and  «be  world  can  iie?cr  .agree : 
One  eye  is  sarrific'd,  that  one  may  see. 
Canals,'  for  pleasure  made,  with  pkasjareatmy; 
But  drain  at  length  the  middle  ^ream  aany. 
•<^1.)  Life^joyandpon^  at<distanpe  iffbanld 
appear, 
Possession  brtagsihe  vulgar dawhtag  near. 
Who  <.*afl  refoiee  io  tread  «4e«iou8.road, 
Led  by  fislse  views,  and  sevpentane  fivm>God.^i  ? 

eenesaut  of  the  did  rook  in  the.  monotains  cf 
PiiMkua,  about  eighty  miles  fopm  the  town  of 
Moscheda.'"  Hist,  of  Gust  Addph.,  vol.  |I,  p. 
349. 

*^  Robies.  *'  Kazarites,  more  ruddy  than  ru- 
hies?*  Lam.  c  iv,  ^.  t, 

^  Emeralds.  «'  A  rainbow  in  sight  like  an 
amerald.''    Rev.  c.  iv,  v.  -S. 

**  Berryl.    Dan,.c.  x,  v.  -^.  -Revr*!!,  v.  «0.   ! 

^  Chrysolite.  Ecefc.  c.  xaviii. 

^  SanMnyx.  Bev.  c^xxi,  v.«0. 

^  Ametbist.  Easd,  c«  ^ii,.v.  19.  Ibid.  c. 
^txxbc,  ▼.  12. 

^  Eaek.  c  xxviii,  ▼.  Id,  and  Renr.'ni.  v.  SO. 

^  The  port  of  Lericb^,  in  Tuscany. 

*''  "  One  way  to  know  God  'is  paif^y  to 
know  one's  self. "  Hugo  de  anima. 

'*  'Why  dost  thou  wonder,  6  man,  at  the 
'height  of  the  stars,  or-deptb>of  Ihejiea  ?  examine 
^lather  thine  own  soul^  and  wonder  there." 

Isidor. 

*8  Imitat.  of  Christ,  L.  II,  c  l«-3. 

-^  'Mt  is  not  only  dittcuk  but  iippossible  to 
•enjoy  Heaven  here  and  boMstiJler  ;  jot,  in  other 
-irords,  to  live  in  pleasure  and  dis8apation,andat 
Ihe  same  time  attain  spiritual  hapfaness.  No 
Ipan  haUi  passed  from  one  paradise  to  another : 
«o  man  hath  been  the  mirror  of  Ibltcity  in  both 
'wosids,  nor  shone^witb  e<)ual  glory  in  EactK  and 
in  Heaven."  liienm. 

€0  Imitat.  of  Christ,  L^  I^c^ 

<»  Ibid.  L.  I,  c  ftU 


Would*st<lioiHiU  vMjr  vith  Cfarist  eonjoin^  t 
Copy  fafs  4isc^  and  imitate  his  mind  ^j 
No  mvn  49UI  WMTJdJy  bappiqess  epsnre ; 
iieav'p*s  ooqaqMoii  iill  ic^  may  procured. 

(^ )  Whev  |WSS.i9W  reign  frith  qcbitrary  twmjf 
Resistance,  pot  compliaJffC^  wins  the  day^. 
Hfif9  .»v*noe,  there  ^nhitipqs  acbeqies  poerail ; 
Who  can  quench  flames  when  double  wjpndsassniE 
Boast  as  we  will,  our  ohriftiMi  glories  lie 
In  huqihle  s^ff'nng,  not  piyu4  apatb^. 
Submission  an  eternal  crown  procures  ; 
HeavVf  hero  C9n«qe|«   m^  ^^  ffop^  «■* 

Like  the  four  cherubs  in  j^z^kjers  dreamt, 
(\l^i«ttlme  tiM  prophetflfpt  if  Chebai's  streapi) 
The  Chriatian,  mov'd  by  eufssT  divine, 
WfdksiUward  atill,  inMie  unvarying  linens 
Nor  wealth,  nor  pov'f,  ^ttcact  his  wcndcriog 

Hesworvesnot  to  the  left  hand,  nor  the  nght. 
Humbly  he  eats,  aqd  findfi  ihe  profieir'd  scmtt 
Sweet  to  the  taste,  ipspiing  to  the  ^ul  ^. 
3o  when  Saul's  wepu^^d  son  his  fiss^^*^  b^^ke 
With  hooey  dropping  -Inpn  Pbi^lstiap  oak. 
Relaraing  aUengtb  lipd  f prigbtiineti  vjte. 
Glow  on  his  cheeks,  and  ^rkle  in  has  9^  R 

When-fortime  Aoiku  iptbin  doors  aiyl  vithoo^ 
Mail's  heart,  weU-pleas'd*  may  thipk  i^elf  de. 

vont: 
3ot,<when  Ul  ifays,  and  nights  of  pain,  succeed. 
Let  him  heu  *ell,  and  he's  devout  iivleed'''. 

(^3.)  Those  who  revenge  a  deed  that  injurss  ^ 


Copy,  the  .very  sin.  which  they  coodenm^. 
Impiously  .wand'fingfrvm  t^  obostian  road. 
They  mmtkh  God's  oi«n  pr^rQg9tiire  fpmi  Qfid  V 
Machaei  in  bitUmwsssofftiie.eQnsign'd 
Tbe.final  verdict  to  th'  nnevtii;  mipidis.*— 
From  turbulence  of  anger  wiae^  keep  $ 
The  famd  who  soweth  vindff,  #4i{Ul  vhiriwia^i 

(24. )  The  worldling,tempter  of  hiB«elf,pannes. 
Idols  iifhaa«wn.mdkip|i  idept'avifBfSj 

^  inita^  jof  Ghri9^.L.  I,  c  M. 

<»  ibU. 

Mi  ibid.  L.  I,  c.»6. 

€6  Ibid.  L.  II,  C.J. 

ss  See  £a9k.  c  1. 

€1  Esek.c.  i,  V.  1^ 

es  Ibid,  c  iii,  v.  1,  2,  S. 

a  1  Sam.  c.  xiv,  v.  29. 

*»>  Imitat.  of  Christ,  L.  II,  c4> 

'71  <*  To  return  one  injury  for  .anolher  if  fo  le* 
venge  like  man :  whereas  to  revenge  like  God  is 
to  love  our  enemies.  It  is  ^  great  iw^pipess  not 
to  be#ible  to  hurt  one's  neighbour,  nor  to  have 
the  power  and  parts  to. do  jmiachief.  The  iqge- 
Jiuity  of  (what  we  call)  men  of  the  world,  oonsista 
in  knowing  Jiow  ^to  ii^ure  others,  and  reveiw 
ourselves  when  ii^ured.  Whereas,  on  the  con« 
trary,  not  to  .return  evil  for  .evil  is  the  ftme  ho- 
nour eud  vital  principle  of  the  gospd." 

Leon* 

'^«  Jude,  V.  9.    Zech.  o.  iil,  v.  2. 

^  Uosea,  c.  viii,  v.  7.  Hind  is  the  head-ser* 
vant  in  husbandry  matters.  Chanoer,  I)rydi0% 
and  in  the  west  of  England  at  |M«Knt. 
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Vhhtpp^  ytmMk !  Wl«|it  up  in  tbtn  dnpiise ! 
Where  all  that  is  not  impious,  is  nowise ! 
See,  horn  he  broods  from  night  to  morninir^  dtwn 
On  eggs  of  basilisks,  rad  soorpibD-spaini^ : 
And,  after  all  the  care  be  can  impart. 
His  foster'd  miscreants  sting  him  to  the  heart 
Swift  through  each  rein  the  mystic  poisons  roll, 
Patal  alike  to  body  and  to  sooP  f . 

(S5.)  Perfect  would  be  our  nature  and  oar  joy 
If  man  could  ev*ry  year  one  vice  destroy  "w  '^, 
Withdraw  thee  from  the  sins  that  most  assail, 
And  labour  where  thy  virtues  least  prevail. 

(26.)  False  joys  elate,  and  griefe  as  ftdse  oon- 
troul 
The  little  pismnne  with  an  human  soul'' : 
Oh,  were  be  like  th'  unreas*niog  ant,  who  strives 
for  solid  good,  and  but  by  instinct  Kves. 

(^7.)  To  wail  and  not  amend  a  life  mispent 
Means  to  confess,  but  means  not  to  repent : 
Tongue-penitents,  like  him  who  too  much  owes, 
Run  more  in  debt,  and  live  but  to  impose. 

(28.)  Deem  not  th'  unhappy,  vicious ;  nor  de-^ 
vote 
To  sarcasm  and  contempt  the  thread-bare  coat 
Oft  ha^  we  seen  rich  Belds  of  genuine  corn 
Bdg'd  round  with  bramb1es,and  begirt  with  thorn. 
The  pow'rs  of  Zeuxis'  pencil  are  the  same, 
£ncios'd  in  gilded,  orinsaUeframe. 

(29.)  The  down  that  smoothes  the  great  man's 
amciotts  bed^ 
Was  gathered  from  a  quiet  poor  man's  shed : 
Content  and  peace  are  found  in  mean  estate. 
And  Jacob's  dreams  on  Jacob's  pillow  wait80« 
So  Tekoa's  swain,  by  no  vain  glories  led, 
Nnrtnr'd  his  herds  with  leaves,  and  humbly  fed^i. 

(30.)  Good  tarns  of  friends  we  scribble  on  the 
But  injuries  engraved  on  marble  staod^^.    [sand, 

(If^.)  With  piay'rs  thy  ev'oing   ckne,  thy 
mom  begin  ; 
Dnt  Heaven's  true  sabbath  is  to  rest  from  sin. 

(32.)  An    hermit  once  ciy'd  out  in  private 
pray'r, 
**  Oh.  if  I  knew  that  I  should  persevere !» 
An  angel's  voice  rtply'd,  in  plaeid  tone, 
-  What  woulds't  thou  do,  if  the  groat  tvuth  were 

known? 
Do  now  *>,  what  thou  intcndett  then  to  do> 
And  everlasting  safety  shall  ensneB*.''*. 

•w  Isaiah,  c,  lis,  V.  4. 

'*  Matth.c.x,  V.  28. 

^  ImiUt.  of  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  11.    L.  IT,  c.  23. 

^  "  Instead  of  standing  still,  going  backward, 
or  deviating,  always  add,  always  proceed:  not 
to  advance,  in  some  sense  is  to  retire.  It  is  bet- 
ter to  creep  in  the  right  way  than  fly  In  the 
wrung  way.*'  St  August  in  Serm. 

«  bnitet  of  Christ,  !«  I,  c  25. 

w  Man. 

»  "  And  Jacob  took  the  stones  of  that  place 
•nd  put  them  for  his  pillows." 

Gen.  c.  xzzvni,  v.  2. 

•*  Amos  c.  vii,  v.  14. 

»  Kempisii  dictum  commune.  **  Beneflcia 
pulveri ;  si  quid  mali  patimur,  marmori  inscul- 
pimua." 

S3  «  A  Christian  hath  no  to  morrow ;  that  is  to 
say,  a  Christian  should  put  off  no  duty  till  to 
morruw.**  TeitQll. 

M  louttt  of  ChriftiX.  I,  <•  25. 


To  choose,  implies  delay ;  whilst  time  dsrauKS 
The  sickb'  blossoms  of  preceding  bourf. 
Repentance,  well  perfonn'd,  confirms  the  more  ^ 
As  bones,  well  set,  grow  stronger  than  before. 
(33.)  When  Heav'n  excites  thee  to  a  better 

Catch  fire  softsnmmons,  and  the  call  obey: 

Thus  Afary  left  her  solitude  and  tears. 

When    Martha  whisper'd,  lo !  tby  Qirist  ap« 

pears  •5. 
(34.)  The  virtues  of  the  world,  which  most  men. 

move. 
Are  lay'rs  from  pride,  or  graftings  on  self-lovefls : 
Whatever  for  itself  is  not  esteem'd. 
Proves  a  false  choice,  and  is  not  as  it  secoi'di^. 

(35.)  The  track  to  Heav'n    is  intricate  and 
Narrow  to  tread,  and  difficult  to  keep :    [steep  - 
On  either  hand  shavp  pveeipices  Ije, 
And  our  steps  faulter  with  the  swerving  eye  i    . 
That  passage  clear'd,  a  level  road  remaiRs, 
Through  quiet  valleys  and  refreshing  plainsM. 
(3<i.)  Most  would  buy  Heav'n  without  a  price 

or  loss i 
They  like  the  paradise,  but  shun  the  cvoa^.' 
Many  participate  of  Christ's  repast; 
Few  choose  his  abstinence,  or  learo  to  fast^. 
Few  relish  Christianity ;  and  most         [.coast  M« 
(In  private)  wish  their   Lord  would  leave  iheif^ 
Thousands  may  counterfeit  th'  apparent  partj. 
And  thousands  may  be  Gergesenes  at  heart^. 
All  in  Christ's  kingdom  would  the  UuwMa  psfi 

take; 
Few  have  the  faith  to  suffer  for  his  fiJic°*. 
His  tasteful  bread  by  many  moutha  is  so^bt ; 
Few  choose  to  drink  hispasaion'a  bitter  diaiigbt^, 

•s  Imitat  4»f  Christ,  L.  II,  c.  ^  ,S«eiJial^ 
c.  ii,  V.  28.  « 

•6  •*  Tberois  assort  of  aeemioggood,  which,  if 
a  rational  mind  loves,  it  sinneth  j  .iommQcb  m 
it  is  an  object  beneath  t^  Qonsidiiratioapf  such 
a  mmd."  St  August  de  Ver.  Reiig. 

'*  Whatever  is  not  loved  oo  account  of  its  own 
intrinsic  worth,  is  not  properly  loved.'' 

Idem  in  Soliloq.  L.  I,  e.  13. 

fP  "  In  this  life  there  is  novtrtuebuttn«l<»nn9 
that  which  is  truly  amiable.  To  chooae  this,  ik 
prudence  j  to  be  averted  from  it  by  no  testifying 
circumstances,  is  fortitude.  To  be  ioflyencett 
by  no  sort  of  temptation,  is  tenpeiaaee ;  and  to 
be  affectedJiy  no  ambitious  views,  is  oonsideirin)» 
the  thing  with  impattial  justice  as  «e  ought  «a 
do."  Idem  de  Ver.  Feliciiat  L.  IL 

»  ImiUt  of  Christ,  X.  II,  c.  11,  No.  1* 
w  Ibid.  ,       »  ibid. 

01  Matth.  c.  viii,  v.  34.        »^  ibid. 

<*It  is  common  for  man  to  ask  every  blessing 
that  God  can  bestow,  but  he  rarely  desires  ta 
possess  God  himself." 

Aug.  in  PsaluftlnEvi*  . 

»  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  II,  c.  2.  No.  U 
^  lUd.    See  also  c.  12. 
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HARTE'S  POEMS. 


CONTENTMENT,  INDUSTRY,  AND 
ACQUIESCED SE  UNDER  THE  DI- 
VINE  WILL  I 

ANODE, 
jnnTEK  m  toe  alpinb  pauis  of  cabniola,  1749. 

Hie  wilderness  and  solitary  place  shall  be  glad 
for  them,  (the  children  of  the  Ix>rd:)  and  the 
desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  like  the  rose. 
It  shall  blossom  abundantly,  and  rejoice  even 
with  joy  and  singing  :  the  glory  of  Lebanon 
ihall  begiTen  unto  it,  the  excellency  of  CarrocI 
aud  Sharon  :  they  shall  see  the  glory  of  the 
l,ord>  and  the  excellency  of  our  God. 

Isaiahj  c  xxxv,  t.  1,  2. 

Why  dwells  my  nnofTended  eye 
Od  yon  blank  desert^s  trackless  waste  \ 
All  dreary  earth,  or  cheerless  sky, 
Xikc  ocean  wild,  and  bleak,  and  vast  ? 
n»ere  LysidorN  enamoured  reed 
l^e'er  taught  the  plains  Eudosia's  praise : 
There  herds  were  rarely  known  to  feed. 
Or  birds  to  sing,  or  flocks  to  graze, 
yet  does  my  soul  complacence  find  ; 
All,  all  fi-om  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  >  1 

The  hlgh*arch*d  church  is  lost  in  sky. 
The  base  '  with  thorns  and  bry  Vs  is  bound : 
The  yawning  fragments  nod  from  high, 
With  dose^ncircling  ivy  crown'd : 
Jleart-thrilling  echo  multiplies 
Voice  after  voice,  creation  new  ! 
Xeasts,  birds  obscene,  unite  their  cries : 
Graves  ope,  and  spectres  freeze  the  view. 
Yet  nought  dismays ;  and  thence  we  find 
•ris  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind ! 

Earth's  womb,  half  dead  to  Ceres|  skill. 

Can  scarae  the  cake  of  oflffing  give  j 

Five  acres'  com  can  hardly  fill 

The  peasant's  wahi,  and  bid  him  live  ; 

The  starving  beldame  gleans  in  vain. 

In  vain  the  hungry  chough  succeeds : 

They  curse  the  unprolilic  plain, 

1*be  scurf-grown  moss,  and  tawdry  weeds. 

Yet  still  safBciency  we  find ; 

AU,.aII  from  Thee, 

$4premely  gracious  Deity, 

Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

December's  Boreas  issues  forth, 
In  sullen  gloom  and  horrourdrest, 
Charg'd  with  the  nitre  of  the  north, 
All^horr'd  by  man,  by  bird,  and  beast. 
All  nature's  lovely  tuit  embro^-n'd 
Sickens  beneath  the  putrid  blast : 
Destruction  withers  up  the  ground, 
Like  parchment  into  embers  cast^. 

1  "  To  be  satisfied  is  the  hlithest  pitch  of  art 
Biaa  can  arrive  to, "  St.  Grcgor.  liom. 

«  Base  for  basis.  See  Zechar.  c.  v,  v.  2. 
»  inamabilc  frigus  aduret      Virg. 

Much  to  the  same  purpose  is  a  passage  in  the 


Yet  health,  and  strength,  and  ette  we  finda 
All,  aU  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind  ! 

Tremble,  and  yonder  Alp  beholci*. 
Where  balf-dead  nature  gasps  below. 
Victim  of  everlasting  cold, 
Eotomb'd  alive  in  e^idless  snow. 
The  northern  side  is  honour  all ; 
Against  the  southern,  Phccbus  plays  ; 
In  vain  th' innoxious  gUmm*rings  fttll. 
The  frost  outlives,  outshines  the  rays^. 
Vet  consolation  still  I  find; 
And  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  ! 

Bless  me  \  how  doubly  sharp  it  blows. 
From  Zemblan  and  Tartarian  coasts! 
In  sullen  silence  fall  the  snows, 
The  only  lustre  nature  boasts  ; 
The  nitrous  pow»r  with  tenfold  fort* 
Half  petrifies  Earth's  barren  womb, 
Iligh-arch'd  cascades  suspend  their  forfife;. 
Men  freeze  alive,  and  in  the  tomb. 
Yet  warmth  and  happiness  we  find  j 
All,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  grack)us  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind ! 

Tlien,  in  exchange,  a  month  or  more 
The  Sun  with  fierce  solsticial  gleams. 
Darting  o'er  vales  his  raging  pow»r. 
Like  ray-colleding mirrors,  beams. 
Torrents  and  cataracts  arc  dry. 
Men  seek  the  scanty  shades  in  vain  ; 
The  solar  darts  like  lightning  fly, 
Transpierce  the  skull,  aud  scorch  the  bimin\ 
Yet  still  no  restless  heats  we  find; 
And  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  I 

For  Nature  rarely  fonn'd  a  soil 
^Itere  diligence  subsistence  wants  t 
Exert  but  care,  nor  spare  the  toil. 
And  all  beyond,  th' Almighty  grants. 

Son  of  Sirach : — "  When  the  cold  mirth  wind  blow- 
eth,  and  the  water  congealed  into  ice,  he  poor- 
cth  the  hoar  frost  upon  the  earth.  It  abidcth 
upon .  every  gathering  together  of  water,  and 
clotheth  the  water  with  a  breast-plate.  It  de- 
vourelh  tlie  mountain,  and  bometh  the  ^Wer- 
ness,  and  consumcth  the  grass  as  fire."  c.  zliii^ 
V.  19,  21. 

*  A  glacidre,  or  ice-mountain. 
Cuncta  gelu,  can&que  aetemiim  grandine  tecta, 
Atque  8Bvi  glaciem  cohibent :  riget  ardua  monti* 
^.thenii  facies,  surgentiquc  obvia  Phasbo 
Duratas  nescit  flammis  mollirepruinas. 

Sil.  ItaL 

5  "  The  Sun  parcheth  the  country,  and  who 
can  abide  the  burning  heat  ibereot?  A  man  blow- 
ing a  furnace  is  in  works  of  beat,  but  the  Sua 
bumeththe  mountains  three  times  more;  breath- 
ing out  fiery  vapours,  and  sending  forth  brigh^ 
beams,  it  dimmelh  tlie  eyes." 

EccluB.  ch.  xliiif  t.  Z,% 
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Cadi  earth  at  length  to  cnlture  yields. 
Each  earth  its  ovn  mannre  *  oontaing : 
Thus  the  Corycian  nurst  his  fields', 
Hcav'n  gave  th'  increase,  and  he  the  pains. 
Th*  industrious  peace  and  plenty  find  ; 
Ail  due  to  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  oiiiid  i 

Scipio  sought  virttie  in  his  prime. 
And,  having  early  gainM  the  prise. 
Stole  from  th'  ungrateful  world  in  time. 
Contented  to  be  low  and  wise  I 
He  serv'd  the  state  with  zeal  and  forcct 
And  then  with  dignity  retir'd ; 
Dismounting  from  th*  unruly  horse. 
To  rule  himself,  as  sense  requir'd  ; 
Without  a  sigh,  he  pow'r  resign*d.-<~ 
All,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

When  Dioclcsian  sought  repose, 

Cloy'd  and  fatigu'd  with  nauseous  pow'r, 

He  left  his  empire  to  his  foes. 

For  fools  t*  admire,  and  rogues  devour : 

Rich  in  his  poverty,  he  bought 

Retirement's  innocence  and  health. 

With  his  own  hands  the  monarch  wrought. 

And  cbangM  a  throne  for  Ceres'  wealth. 

Toil  sooth'd  his  cares,  his  blood  refin'd.— 

And  all  from  Thee, 

Supremely  gracious  Deity, 

Composer  of  the  mind  ! 

He  »,  who  had  piPd  the  world,  exchaog'd 
His  sceptre  for  the  peasant's  spade. 
Postponing  (as  thro*  groves  he  rang'd) 
Court-splendour  to  the  rural  shade. 
Child  of  his  hand,  th*  engrafted  thorn 
More  than  the  victor-laurel  pteas'd  : 
Heart's-ease»,  and  meadow-sweet  ■•,  adorn 
The  brow,  firom  civic  garlands  eas'd. 
Tortune,  however  poor,  was  kind. — 
AH,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
CoiVector  of  the  mind  I 

Thus  Charles,  with  justice  styled  the  Great", 

For  valour,  piety  and  laws ; 

ResiguM  two  empires  to  retreat, 

And  firom  a  throne  to  shades  withdraws  j 

In  vain  (to  soothe  a  monarch's  pride) 

His  yoke  the  willing  Persian  bore : 

In  vain  the  Saracen  comply'd. 

And  fierce  Northumbrians  stain'd  with  gore. 

•Du  Hamel;     Elem.  d'AgriculL    Patulloj 
Meliorat.  des  Terres. 
»  Virg.  GeoTg.  IV,  v,  127,  &c. 

•  Dioclcsian. 

•  Heart*s-ease,  viola  tricolor;  called  also  by 
our  old  poets  Love  in  idleness;  pansy  (firom  the 
French  pensee,  or  the  Italian  pensien);  three 
ftces  under  a  hood ;  herh  Trinity ;  look  up  and 
kiss  me;  kiss  me  at  the  gate,  &c 

<<>  Spirea,  named  also  in  ancient  English  poe- 
try, mead-eweet.  queen  of  the  meads,  bride- 
wort,  &c. 

>*  Charlemagne, 


One  Gallic  fiirm  his  cares  confined ; 
And  all  from  Tliee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind ! 

Observant  of  th'  Almighty-will, 
Prescient  in  faith,  and  pleas»d  with  toil, 
Abram  Chaldea  left,  to  till 
The  moss-grown  Harans  flinty  sojl »»: 
Hydras  of  thorns  absorbM  his  grfin. 
The  common-wealth  of  weeds  rebell'd. 
But  labour  tam'd  th'  ungrateful  plain,  ' 
And  famine  was  by  art  repeil'd  ; 
Patienee  made  churiish  nature  kind.'— 
All,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  ! 


-Formidine  nulla ; 


Quippe  in  corde  Deus — , 

StatTheb.  IV.  ▼.48ft. 


THE  riSION  OF  DEJTH. 

Imperfecta  tibi  elapsa  est,  ingrataque  vita : 
Et  neo-opinantt  Mors  ad  caput  adstitit,  ante 
Quam  satur,  at  plenus  possis  discedere  reruro. 

LUCREI^ 

Mille  mddis  leti  miseros  Mors  una  fatigat. 

SUt.  Theb.  IX.  v.  2Sa 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

As  this  poem  is  an  imperfect  attempt  to  imitate 
Dryden's  manner,  I  have  of  course  admitted 
more  triplets  and  Alexandrine  verses  than  I  might 
otherwise  have  done.  Upon  the  whole,  many 
good  judges  have  thought,  (and  such  was  the 
private  opinion  of  my  much  honoured  friend 
Elijah  Fenton  in  particular)  that  Dryden  has 
too  many  Alexandrines  and  triplets,  and  Pope 
too  few.  The  one  by  aiming  at  variety  (for 
his  ear  was  excellent)  was  betrayed  into  a  care- 
less diffusion ;  and  the  other,  by  affecting  an 
over-scrupulous  regularity,  fell  into  sameness 
and  restraint 

We  speak  this  with  all  due  deference  to  the 
two  capital  poets  of  the  last  and  present  century : 
and  say  of  them,  as  the  successor  of  Viigil  said  of 
Amphiaraiis  and  Admetus ; 

AMBO   BOMI,   CHARIQUE   AMB0.«-i 

Theb.  VL 


INTRODUCTIOK. 

Dryi>bk>  fofgive  the  Muse  that  apes  thy  voice 
Weak  to  perform,  but  fortunate  in  choice. 
Who  but  thyself  the  mind  and  ear  can  please 
With  strength  and  softness,  energy  and  ease  ; 
Various  of  numbers,  new  in  ev'ry  strain; 
Diffus'd,  yet  terse,  poetical,   tho'  plain: 
Diversify'd 'midst  unison  of  chime; 
Freer  than  air,  yet  manacled  with  rhyme  ? 

^  Gen.  ch.   xii,  v.  31.    Nebem.  ch.  iz,  ▼.  7. 
Judith,  ch.  ▼.  7.    Acts,  ch.  vii,  v.  f  — 11. 
Bb 
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Thou  mak'st  each  quarry  which  thou  seek'st  thy 
The  reigning  eagle  of  Parnassian  skies;    [prize. 
Now  soaring 'midst  the  tracts  of  light  and  air. 
And  now  the  monarch  of  the  woods  and  lair*. — 
Two  kingdoms  thy  united  realm  compose. 
The  land  of  poetry,  and  land  of  prose. 
Each  orphan-rouse  thy  absence  inly  mourns ; 
Makes  short  excursions,  and  as  quick  returns : 
No  more  they  triumph  in  their  fancy'.d  bays. 
But  crown 'd  with  wood-bine  dedicate  their  lays. 

Thy  thoughts  and  music  change  with  ev'ry 
line ; 
No  sameness  of  a  prattling  stream  is  thine. 
"Which,  with  one  unison  of  murmur,  flows, 
Opiate  of  in-attention  and  repose  ; 
(So  Huron-leeches,  when  their  patient  lies 
In  fev'rish  restlessness  with  un-clos'd  eyes. 
Apply  with  gentle  strokes  their  osier-rod. 
And  tap  by  tap  invite  the  sleepy  god  *.) 
No— *Tb  thy  pow*r,  (thine  only,)  the*  in  rhyme. 
To  vary  ev*ry  pause,  and  ev'ry  chime  j 
In6nite  descant  *!  sweetly  wild  and  true. 
Still  shifting,  still  improving,  and  still  new  !— 
In  quest  of  classic  pUuats,  and  where  they  grow. 
We  trace  thee,  like  a  lev'ret  in  the  snow. 

Of  all  the  pow'rs  the  human  mind  can  boast. 
The  pow'rs  of  poetry  are  latest  lost : 
The  falling  of  thy  tresses  at  threescore, 
Gave  room  to  make  thy  laurels  show  the  more  4. 

This  prince  of  poets,  who  before  us  went, 
Had  a  vast  income,  and  profusely  spent : ' 
Some  have  bis  lands,  but  none  his  treasured  store, 
Lands  uiKmanur'd  by  us,  and  martgag'd  o'er  and 

o'er ! 
*'  About  his  wreaths  the  vulgar  muses  strive. 
And  with  a  touch  their  wither'd  bays  revive  *!'* 
They  kiss  his  tomb,  and  are  enthusiasts  made; 
So  Statins  slept,  inspir'd  by  Virgil's  shaded 
To  Spencer  much,  to  Milton  much  is  due  ; 
But  in  great  Dryden  we  preserve  the  two. 
What  Muse  but  his  can  Nature's  beauties  hit. 
Or  catch  that  airy  fugitive,  call'd  wit  ? 

From  limbs  of  this  great  Hercules  are  fram'd 
Whole  groups  of  pigmies,  who  are  verse-men 

nam'd: 
Each  has  a  little  soul  he  calls  his  own, 
And  each  enunciates  with  a  human  tune; 

1  Layer,lair,  and  lay. — The  surface  of  arable 
orgnus4ands.  Chaucer;  Folkingham,  1610; 
Dryden.  Laire  also  signifies  the  place  where 
beasts  sleep  in  the  fields,  and  where  they  leave 
the  mark  of  their  bodies  on  young  com,  grass, 
&c. 

3  Voyages  da  Baron  La  Hontan* 

<  Milton. 

*nie  verses  of  Robert  Waring,  (a  friend  of 
Dr.  Donne's)  on  a  poet  in  the  beginning  of  the 
last  century,  may  be  applied  to  Dryden : 

Younger    with   years,     with   studies   fresher 


Still  in  the  bud,  still  bldoming,  yet  full  blown. 

*  Dryden's  Prologue  to  Troilus  and  Cressida. 

• tenues  ignavo  jiollice  chordas 

Pulso,  Maroneique  sedens  in  margine  templi 
$umo  animum,  &  magni  tumiUis  accanto 
inagistri, 

Sylv.  Lib.  IV. 


Alike  in  shape ;  unlike  in  strength  and  tize  j^— 
One  lives  for  ages,  one  just  breathes  and  dies. 

O  thou,  too  great  to  rival  or  to  praise  ; 
Forgive,  lamented  shade,  these  duteous  lays. 
Lee  had  thy  fire,  and  Congreve  had  ihy  wit; 
And  copyists,  here  and  there,  some  likeness  hit| 
But  none  possessed  thy  graces,  and  thy  ease; 
In  thee  alone  'twas  natural  to  please  1 

More  still  I  think,  and  more  I  wish  to  say  ; 
But  bns'ness  calls  the  Muse  another  way. 


In  those  fair  vales  by  Nature  form'd  to  please. 
Where  Guadalqniver  serpentines  with  ease, 
(The  richest  tract  the  Andalusians  know. 
Fertile  in  herbage,  grateful  to  the  plow.) 
A  lovely  villa  stood  i  (suppose  it  mine ;) 
Rich  without  cost,  and  without  labour  6ne  ; 
Indulgent  Nature  all  her  beauties  brought. 
And  Art  withdrew,  unask'd  for,  and  unsougfat. 
For  lo,  th'  Iberians  by  tradition  found 
That  the  whole  district  once  was  classic  ground  { 
Here  Columella  first  improv'd  the  plains. 
And  show'd  Ascrean  arts  to  simple  swains : 
Taught  by  the  Georgio-M use  the  lyre  be  atmog^ 
And  sung,  what  dying  Virgil  lefl  unsung '. 

Fatign'd  with  courts,  and  votary  to  troth. 
Hither  I  fled,  philosopher,  and  youth  : 
And,  leaving  Olivarez  to  sustain 
Th'  encumbring  fasces  of  ambitious  Spain, 
(As  one  rash  Phaeton  nsarp'd  a  day. 
Misled  the  seasons,  and  mistook  his  way,) 
1  chose  to  wander  in  the  silent  wood. 
Or  breathe  my  aspirations  to  the  flood. 
Studying  the  humble  science  to  be  good. 
From  the  brute  beasts  humanity  I  leam'd. 
And  in  the  pansy's  life  God's  providencedisceni'd, 

*Twas  now  the  joyous  season  of  the  year : 
The  Son  bad  reach 'd  the  Twins  in  bright  career ; 
Nature,  awaken'd  from  six  months'  repose. 
Sprung  from  her  verdant  couch ; — and  active  rose 
Like  health  refresh'd  with  wine ;  she  smil'd,  ar* 
ray'd  [glade. 

With  all  the  charms  of  sun-shine,  stream  and 
New  drest  and  blooming  as  a  bridal  maid. 

Yet  all  these  charms  could  never  lull  tJ  rest 
A  peevish  irksomeness  which  teas'd  my  breast 
llie  vernal  torrent,  murm'ring  from  afar, 
Whisper'd  no  peace  to  calm  this  nervous  war; 
And  Philomel,  the  siren  of  the  plain, 
Sung  soporific  unisons  in  vain. 
I  sought  my  bed,  in  hopes  relief  to  find : 
But  restlessness  was  mistress  of  my  mind. 
My  wayward  limbs  were  turh'd,  and  turn'd  in 

vain, — 
Ytt  free  from  grief  was  I,  and  void  of  pain, 
[u  me,  as  yet,  ambition  had  no  part;      [heart. 
Pride  had  not  sowr'd,  nor  wealth  debas'd  my 
I  knew  not  public  cares,  nor  private  strife  ;•— 
And  love,  the  blessing,  or  the  curse  of  life, 
Had  only  hover'd  round  me  like  a  dream, 
Play'd  on  the  surface,  not  disturb'd  the  streauu 

Yet  still  I  felt,  what  young  men  often  fecJ  ; 
(Impossible  to  tell,  or  to  oonceaJ,) 


-  Et  quie 


Virgilitts  nobis  post  se  memoranda  reliquH. 
Colum.  de  Hortis,  L.  X, 
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When  nothing  makes  them  Ma  hot  too  moch 

wealth, 
Or  wild  o^er-builingf  of  ungoveni'd  health; 
Wboee  grievance  is  satiety  of  ease. 
Freedom  their  pain,  and  plenty  their  disease. 
By  night,  hy  day,  from  pole  to  pole  they  run : 
Or  from  the  setting  seek  the  rising  Sun ; 
No  poor  deserting  soldier  makes  such  haste. 
No  doves  pursued  by  falcons  fly  su  hat ; 
And  when  Aulomedon  at  length  attains 
The  place  he  sought  for  with  such  cost  and  pains^ 
Swift  to  embrace,  and  eager  to  pursues. 
He  finds  he  has  no  earthly  thing  to  do ; 
Then  yawns  for  sleep*  the  opium  of  the  mind. 
The  last  dnll  refuge  indolence  can  find  *. 

Most  men,  like  David*  wayward  in  ^tremes, 
Tjinguish  for  Ramah's  cisterns,  and  her  streams : 
The  bev'rage  sought  for  comes ;  caprk:ious,  they 
JLoatbe  their  own  choice,  and  wish  the  boon 
aways^ 
Such  was  my  sUte.    "  O  gentle  Sleep,*'  I 
'*  Why  is  thy  gift  to  me  ak>ne  deny>d  ?     [cry'd, 
Mildest  of  beings,  friend  to  ev'ry  clime. 
Where  lies  my  errour,  what  has  been  my  crime  ? 
Beasts,  birds,  and  cattle  feel  thy  balmy  rod ; 
The  drowsy  mountains  wave,  and  seem  to  nod 
The  torrents  cease  to  chide,  the  seas  to  roar. 
And  the  hnsh*d  waves  recline  upon  the  shore." 
Perhaps  the  wretch,  whose  god  is  wealth  and 

.carcj 
Rejects  the  precious  object  of  my  pray*r ; 
Th'  ambitious  statesman  strives  not  to  partake 
Thy  blessings,  but  desires  to  dream  awake  : 
'*  The  kwer  rudely  thrusts  thee  from  his  arms. 
And  like  Ixion  clasps  imagin*d  charms. 
Thence  come  to  me.— 'Let  others  ask  for  more  ; 
I  ask  the  slightest  influence  of  thy  pow*r : 
Swiftest  in  flight  of  all  terrestrial  things. 
Oh  only  touch  my  eye-lids  with  thy  wmgs  * !" 

*  Currit  agens  mannos  ad  villam  hie  pnccipi- 

tanter, 
Auxillumtectis  quasi  ferreardentihusinstans. 
Oscitat  estempl^  tetigitcnm  limina  viilss, 
Aut  ahit  in  somnnm  grairis,-  atque  ohllvia 

quasrit. 

Lnciet  L.  UI.  ▼.  1076. 

s  See  Sandy's  Trav.  p.  137,  and  1  Cbron.  cb. 
xi,  V.  17,  3&C. 

*  All  the  verses  in  this  paragraph  marked  with 
inverted  commas  are  imitated  from  a  fiimous 
passage  in  Statins,  never  yet  translated  into  our 
language.  The  original  perhaps  is  as  fine  a 
morsel  of  poetry  as  antiquity  can  boast  of; 

Crimineqno  merui  jnyenis  placidissime  dirum 
Qn6ve  errore  miser,  donis  ut  solus  egerem 
Somoe  tuis  ?   Tacet  oume  pecus,   volucresqne, 

feneque; 
£t  simulant  fessos  curvata  cacnmhia  somnos. 
Kec  tmoibns  fiuviis  idem  sonos.   Occidit  horror 
^uoris,  &  terris  maria  aoclinata  quiescunt. 
At  nunc  hens  aliquis  longa  sub  nocte  puells 
Brachia  nexa  tenens,  nltro  te  Somne  repellit. 
Inde  veni.    Nee  te  totas  infundere  pennas 
Lummibns  oompelk)  meis,  (hoc  turba  precatur 
Ijetior;)  extremome  tange  cacumine  virge, 
MBctt ;  mat  leviter  sospenso  poplite  transL 

87lv.I*y. 


So  spoke  I  restless;  and,  then  springing  light 
From  my  tir'd  bed,  walk'd  forth  in  meer  despite 
What  impulse  mov'd  my  steps  I  dare  not  say  ; 
Perhaps  some  guardian-angel  markM  th'  way: 
By  this  time  Phospber  had  his  lamp  withdrawn. 
And  rising  Phrnbus  glow'd  on  ev'ry  lawn. 
The  air  was  gentle,  (for  the  month  was  May,) 
And  ev'ry  scene  look'd  innocent  and  gay. 
In  pious  matins  birds  with  birds  eonspire,-— 
Some  lead  the  notes,  and  some  assist  the  choir. 

The  goat-herd,  gravely  pacing  with  bis  flocks. 
Leads  them  to  heaths  and  bry'rs,  and  crags  and 

rocks. 
Th'  impatient  mower  with  an  aspect  blythe 
Surveys  the  sain-foyn-fields  *,    and  whets  his 
Ynoisa,  Sanchia,  Beatrix,  prepare  (scythe. 

To  turo  th'  alfalsa-swarths  ^  with  anxious  care^ 
(No  more  for  Moorish'Sarabrands  they  call. 
Their  castanets  hang  idle  on  the  wall : ) 
Alfalsa,  whose  luxuriant  herbage  feeds 
The  laboring  ox,  mild  sheep,  and  fierjr  steeds : 
Which  ev'ry  sununer,  ev'ry  thirtieth  mom. 
Is  six  limes  re-produc'd,  and  six  times  shorn. 
The  Cembran  pine-trees  '  form  an  awful  shade,. 
And  their  rich  balm  perfumes  the  neighb'ring 

glade? 
( Whilst  humbler  olives,  intermix'd  between. 
Had  chang'd  their  fruit  to  filamotte  from  green,} 
The  Punic  granate  '  op'd  its  rose-like  flow*rs'j 
The  orange  breath'd  its  aromatic  pow'rs. 

Wand 'ring  still  on,  at  length  my  eyes  survey'd 
A  painted  seat,  beneath  a  laroh-tree's  shade. 
I  sate,  and  try'd  to  dose,  but  slumber  fled  ; 
I  then  essay'd  a  book,  and  thus  I  read  9 : 

*  'Suppose,  O  man,  great  Nature's  voice  should 
To  thee,  or  me,  or  any  of  us  all ;  [caU 
*  What  dost  thou  mean,  ungratefiil  wretch !  thou 
Thou  mortal  thing,  thus  idly  to  complain  ?  [vain^ 
If  all  the  bounteous  blessings  I  could  give. 
Thou  hadst  enjoy 'd ;  If  thou  hadst  known  to  live 
(And  pleasure  not  leak'd  thro'  thee  like  a  sieve)  | 
Why  dost  thon  not  give  thanks  as  at  a  plenteous 

feast,  [take  thy  rest? 

Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  life,  and  ri»e  and 
But,  if  my  blessings  thou  hast  thrown  away. 
If  indigested  joys  pass'd  thro'  and  would  not  ' 

stay. 
Why  dost  thou  wish  for  more  to  squander  still  ? 
If  life  be  grown  a  load,  a  real  ill. 
And  I  would  all  thy  cares  and  labours  end. 
Lay  down  thy  burthen,  fod  1     and  know  thy 

friend. 

'  <*The  best    species  of  this  grass,    hitherto 
known,  is  in  Andalusia. 

^  Alfolsa  (from  the  old  Arabian  woid  alfalsa. 
fat)  lucerne-grass.  At  present  the  Spaniards 
call  it  also  ervaye. 

9  A  sort  of  ever-green  laryx :  Pinus  Cembra. 
This  beautiful  tree  grows  wild  on  the  Spanish 
Appennines,  and  is  raised  by  culture  in  less 
mountamons  places.  What  name  the  natives 
give  it  I  have  forgotten ;  but  the  French  in  the  - 
Brianf  ob  call  it  meleze,  and  the  Italians  in  the 
bishopric  of  Trente,  in  Fiume,  ^.  give  it  the 
name  of  cirmoli,  not  laricb^ 

*  The  pom-granftte. 

9  The  Spanish  author  introduces  the  following 
passages  Uom  I#acretitts» 
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To  please  thee,  I  have  empty'd  all  my  store, 

I  can  inveDt  and  can  supply  no  more : 

But  run  the  round  again,  the  round  I  ran  before. 

Suppose  thou  art  not  broken  yet  with  years, 

Yet  still  the  f«lf-8ame  scene  of  things  appears, 

And  would  be  ever,  cou'dst  thou  ever  live ; 

For  life  is  still  but  life,  there's  nothing  new  to 

give.' 
What  can  we  plead  against  so  just  a  bill  ? 
We  stand  convicted,  and  our  cause  goes  ilL 
But  if  a  wretch,  a  man  oppressed  by  fate, 
Should  beg  of  Nature  to  prolong  bis  date, 
She  speaks  aloud  to  him,  with  more  disdain ; 

*  Be  still,thou  martyr-ffwl,  thou  covetous  of  pain.' 
But  if  an  old  decrepid  sot  lament ;  [tent  > 

*  What  thou !  *  she  cries,  *who  hast  out-Iiv'd  con- 
Dost  thou  complain,  who  hast  enjoy'd  my  store  ? 
But  this  is  still  th'  effect  of  wishing  more  \ 
UnsatisfyM  with  all  that  Nature  brings. 
Loathing  the  present,  liking  absent  things. 
Prom  hence  it  comes,  thy  vain  desires  at  strife 
Within  themselves,  have  tantalized  thy  life; 
And  ghastly  death  appeared  before  thy  sight 
E'er  thou  hast  gorg'd  thy  soul  and  senses  with 

delight 
Now  leave  those  joys,  unsuiting  to  thy  age, 
'  To  a  frei!»h  comer,  and  resign  the  stage. 
Mean-time,  when  thoughts  of  death  disturb  thy 

headf 
C>)nsider,  Ancus,  great  and  good,  is  dead : 
Ancus,  thy  better  far,  was  bom  to  die ; 
And  thou,  dost  thou  bewail  mortality  '•  ?'*» 
Charm'd  with  these  lines  of  reason  and  good 


(No  matter  who  the  author  was,  nor  whence,) 
I  stopp'd,  and  into  contemplation  fell ; 
Amaz'd  an  impious  wit  should  think  so  well; 
Who  often  (to  his  own  and  reader's  cost. 
To  show  the  atheist,  half  the  poet  lost 
(Knowing  too  much,  makes  many  a  mosenn6t; 
»Tis  not  the  bloom,  but  plethory  of  wit—) 
At  length  a  drowsiness  arrested  thought, 
And  sleep  (as  is  her  custom)  came  unsought. 

Now  listen  to  the  purport  of  my  tale. 
Methought  I  wander'd in  a  fairy  vale: 
]le]()lete  with  people  of  each  sex  and  age ; 
Good,  bad,  great,  small,  the  foolish  and  the  sage: 
Whilst  on  the  ground  promiscuously  were  laid 
Stars,  mitres,  rags,  the  sceptre,  and  the  spade. 

At  length  a  haughty  dame  approach'd  my  view, 
Whom  by  no  single  attribute  1  knew  ; 
For  all  that  paiuters  feigu,  and  bards  devise, 
Is  meer  mock-imag*ry,  and  artful  lyes. 
Boldly  she  look'd,  like  one  of  high  degree; 
Yet  never  seem'd  to  cast  a  glance  on  me; 
At  which  I  inly  joy'd;  for,  truth  to  say, 
I  felt  an  unknown  awe,  and  some  dismay. 
She  pass'd  me :  her  side-face  was  smooth  and 

fair; 
(Much  as  fine  women,  tum'd  of  forty,  are :) 
When,  turning  short,  and  un-perceiv'd  by  me. 
She  grasp'd  my  throat,  and  spoke  with  stem  au- 
thority: 
**  Him,  whom  1  seek,  art  thou !  Thy  race  is  run: 
My  journey's  ended,  and  thy  bus'ness  done. 
Surrender  up  to  me  thy  captive-breath. 
My  pow'r  is  nature's  pow'r,  my  name  is  Death  !" 

«>  Lncret  L.  HI.  translated  by  Drydeo.  1 


Have  yon  e^r  seen  th'  affrighted  peasant  grto^ 
(Searching  for  flow'rs  or  fruits)  th'  envenom 'd 

asp? 
Or  have  you  ever  felt  th»  impetuous  shock. 
When  the  swift  vessel  splits  upon  a  rock  ? 
Or  mark'd  a  face  with  horrour  over-spread» 
When  the  third  apoplex  invades  the  head  ? 
Then  form  some  image  of  my  ghastly  fright; 
Fear  stopp'd  my  voice,  and  terrour  dimm'd   my 

sight: 
My  heart  flew  from  its  place  **  in  consternatioDy 
And  nature  felt  a  short  annihilation  :  [eyc« 

Then — with  a  plunge — I  sobb'd ; — and  with  fiuot 
Look'd  upwards,  to  the  Ruler  of  the  skies  ^K 

At  length— reoov'ring— in  a  broken  tone— 
"Princess'* — 1  cry'd, — "Thy  pris'ner  is  'on- 
Dei^ir  and  misery  succeed  to  fear: —  [done.— 
O  had-  i  known  thy  presence  was  so  near !" 

Abrupt  th'  inexorable  pow'r  reply'd, 
(Then  tum'd  her  face,  And  shovir'd  the  hideous 

side:) 
"  Fool !.  'tis  too  late  to  wish,  too  late  to  pray  : 
Thou  hadst  the  means,  but  not  the  will  to  pay; 
Each  day  of  human  life  is  warning-day. 
The  present  point  of  time  is  all  thou  bast. 
The  future  doubtful  and  the  former  pest  I 
Yet  as  I  read  contrition  in  thy  eyes. 
And  thy  breast  heaves  with  terrour  and  surprise^ 
(I,  who  as  yet  was  oevei  known  to  show 
False  pity  to  premediuted  woe) 
Will  graciously  explain  great  Nature's  laws. 
And  hear  thy  sophisms  in  so  plain  a  caone. 
There  is  a  reason,  (which  to  time  I  leave) 
Why  1  give  thee,  alone  this  short  reprieve  *K 
Banish  thy  fears,  urge  all  thy  wit  can  find. 
Suppose  me  what  I  am,  suppose  thyself  mankind ! " 

She  spoke,  and  led  me  by  a  private  way. 
Where  a  small  winding  path  half-printed  lay: 
Then,  turning  ^hort,  an  avenue  we  'spy'd. 
Long,  smoothly  paVd,  magnificently  wide. 
Dark  cypresses  the  skirting  sides  adoro'd. 
And  gloomy  yew-trees,  which  for  ever  moum'd  : 
Whilst  on  the  margin  of  the  beaten  road, 
Its  pallid  bloom  sick-smelling  hen-bane  show'di 
Next  emblematic  rose-mary  appeared. 
And  lurid  bemloc  its  stain'd  stalks  up-rear'd, 
(God'ssignature  to  nnan  in  evil  hour! — ) 
Nor  were  the  night-shades  wanting,  nor  the  pow'r 
Of  thom'd  stramonium,  nor  the  sickly  flow'r 
Of  cloying  mandrakes;  the  deceitful  root 
Of  the    monk's  fraudful  cowl  *^   and  PUniam 

froit «. 
Hypericon  »•  was  there,  the  herb  of  war, 
Pierc'd  thro'  with  wounds,and  seam'd  with  vaanj 
a  scar: 

"  Job,  ch.  xxxvii,  V.  1. 

w  From  Statins. 
Stabat  anhela  metu,  solum  Natura  Tonantem     • 
Resp'ciens.  Achill.  I.  v.  487. 

13  The  reason  is,  that  what  here  happens  is  a 
vision,  and  not  a  reality. 

HNapellus;  mouk's-hood,  friai's  cowl;  the 
most  dangerous  sort  of  aconite. 

^^  Amomum  Plinii. 

wst  John's  Wort  See  Gondibcit,  L.  I, 
Canto  6.  This  plant  is  called  by  us  the  herb  of 
war,  not  merely  because  its  juice  is  of  a  bloody 
colour,  but  because  it  is  one  of  the  principal 
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And   pale   nympbeea   >''    with  her  clay-cold 

breath; 
And  poppies,  which  saborn  the  sleep  of  death. 

This  avenue  (mysterious  to  relate) 
8arpns*d  me  much,  and  wam*d  me  of  my  fiite. 
Its  length  at  first  approach  enormous  seem*d ; 
Full  half  a  thousand  stadia  '^  as  I  deemed : 
But  then  the  road  was  smooth  and  fair  to  see ; 
(With  such  insensible  declivity) 
That  what  men  thought  a  tedious  course  to  run, 
Was  finishM  oft  the  hour  it  first  begun. 

Sudden,  arriving  at  a  palaoe-gate, 
I  saw  a  spectre  in  the  portal  wait : 
An  ill-shap'd  monster,  hideous  to  be  seen ; 
She  8eem*d,    methought,    the    mother  of  the 

queen  *9. 
Opening   their  valvfs,  self-mov'd  on  either 
The  adamantine  doors  expanded  wide:        [side, 
When  Death  commands  they  close,  when  Death 

commands  divide. 
.  Then  quick  we  enter'd  a  magnific  hall. 
Where  groups  of  trophies  over-spread  the  wall. 
In  sable  scrawls  I  Nero's  name  perusM, 
And  Herod's,  with  a  sanguine  stain  suffusM ; 
While  Numa's  name  adorn 'd  a  radiant  place. 
And  that  of  Titus  deck'd  a  milk  white  space. 
"  Now,"  cryM  the  Pow'r  of  Death,  "  survey 

me  well : 
Thy  shame,  remorse,  and  disappointment  tell ; 
Why  dost  thou  tremble  still,  and  whence  thy 

dread? 
Wliy  shake  thy  lips,  and  why  thy  colour  fled  ? 
Speak,  vassal,  recognize  thy  sovereign  queen : 
Hast  thou  ne'er  seen  me  ?  Know'st  thou  not  me, 

seen?" 
"  Liege-mistress,  whom  the  greatest  kings 

adore, 
I  own  my  homage,  and  confess  thy  pow'r. 
Alone,  that  sovereignty  on  Earth  is  thine. 
Which  justly  proves  its  claim  to  right  divine: 
Thine  is  the  old  hereditary  sway. 
Which  mortals  ought,  and  mortals  must  obey. 
But  empress,  thou  hast  not  the  form  I  deem'd  : 
Velasquez  ^^    painted    lies,    and    Camoens  ^ 

dream'd;  [grant!) 

I  thought  to  meet,  (as  late  as  Heav'n  might 
A  skeleton,  ferocious,  tall,  and  gaunt ; 
Whose  loose  teeth  in  their  naked  sockets  shook, 
And  grion'd  terrific,  a  Sardonian  look  ^^. 
I  thought,  besides,  thy  right-hand  aim'd  a  dart. 
Resistless,  to  transpierce  the  human  heart, 

vulnerary  herbs  used  in  making  the  famous  ar- 
quebusade-water. — And  again,  as  its  leaves  are 
full  of  little  punctures  and  holes,  it  is  named 
by  Latin  writers  poruea,  and  perfbliata:  the 
French  call  it  mille-pertuls,  and  the  Italians, 
perforata. 

"  Water-lily. 

^  About  threescore  and  ten  miles:  emblema- 
tical of  the  Psalmist's  duration  of  human  life. 

J^Sin. 

^  Two  Spaniards,  the  one  a  famous  paiater, 
and  the  other  a  celebrated  poet 

^*  Aocording  to  the  antients  the  hcrba  Sardoa, 
orapium  r'u&s,  (by  some  supposed  to  be  the 
water  crow-foot)  brought  on,  after  being  eaten, 
•uch  horrid  convulsions,  that  the  party  died 
gr'aauog,  through  the  ejLtrunity  of  agony. 


And  thatthy  likeness  of  a  head  sustaidM 

A  regal  crown  22 :  but  all  was  false,  or  feign'd. 

"  I  see  thee  now,  delusive  as  thou  art. 
Without  one  symbol  to  alarm  the  heart : 
Not  ev'n  upon  thy  flowing  vest  is  shown 
An  emblematic  dart,  or  chamel-bone ; 
I  rather  see  it,  glorious  to  behold. 
With  rubies  edg'd,  and  purfled  o'er  with  gold : 
Gay  annual  flow'rs  adorn  each  vacant  space. 
Of  sbort-liv'd  beauty,  and  uncertain  grace.-« 
Artificer  of  fraud  and  deep  disguise  I 
Prompt  to  perform,  ingenious  to  surprise  t 
In  ev'ry  light  (as  far  as  man  can  see 
By  thy  consent)  supreme  hypocrisy  I 
Punish  thy  hopeless  captive  if  he  lies.-— 
Instead  of  a  scalp'd  skull,  and  empty  eyes. 
Bones  without  flesh,  and  (as  we  all  suppose) 
Vacuity  of  lips,  and  cheeks,  and  nose, 
(So  dextrous  is  thy  sorcery  and  care !) 
I  see  a  woman  tolerably  lair. 

"  Instead  of  sable  robes  and  moamful  geer 
Cameliou-like,  a  thousand  garbs  you  wear. 
Nor  bear  the  black  and  solemn  thrice  a  yeaf ; 
Drest  in  gay  robes,  whose  shifting  colours  show 
The  varying  glories  of  the  show'ry  bow,   [green. 
Glowing  with    waves   of   gold;     sea-tinctur'd 
Rich  azure,  and  the  bloomy  grid^line  ^. 

"  Thus  in  appearances  you  cheat  us  all. 
Plan  our  disgraces,  and  contrive  our  foil ; 
Something  you  show,  that  ev'ry  fool  may  hit. 
With  mirth  you  treat,  and  bait  that  mirth  with 

wit: 
False  hopes,  the  loves  and  graces  of  your  train, 
(Pimps  to  the  great,  th'  ambitious,  and  the  vain,) 
Summon  3^ur  guests,  and  in  attendance  wait ; 
While  [you,  like  eastern  queens,  conceal'd  in 

state, 
O'erlook  the  whole ;  th'  audacious  jest  refine. 
Smile  on  the  feast  ^*,  and  sparkle  in  the  wine. 
Aracbne  thus  in  ambush'd  covert  lies ; 
Wits,  atheists,  jobbers,  statesmen,  are  the  flies. 
Doom'd  to  be  lost,  they  dream  of  no  deceit, 
And,  fond  of  ruin,  over-look  the  cheat; 
Pride  stands  for  joy,  and  riches  for  delight:-^ 
Weak  men  love  weakness,  in  their  own  despite  j 
And,  finding  in  their  native  fond^  no  ease. 
Assume  the  garb  of  fools  and  hope  to  please.— 
Wretches  when  sick  of  life  for  rats-bane  call : 
'Twere  worth  our  while  to  give  them  fool-bone 
Since  by  degrees  each  mis-conceiving  elf     [all : 
Is  roin'dy.not  by  nature,  but  himself. 

«  Too  late  I  see  thy  fraudfol  foce  entire: 
One-half  half-mimics  health ;  half-meanb  desfre; 
And,  tho'  true  youth  and  nature  have  no  part. 
Yet  paint  enlivens  it,  and  wiles,  and  art  ; 
(Colours  laid  on  with  a  true  hariot-graee ; 
They  only  show  themselves,  and  hide  the  feoe. 
Hie  other  half  is  hideous  to  behold, 
Ugly  aa  giandame-apes,  and  full  as  old. 

»  Milton's  Paradise  Loet,  L.  II,  ▼.  672. 
23  Dryden's  Flower  and  Leaf.     "  Bright  crim^ 
son  and4>urc  white,  sweetly  mixed  in  waves  and 
melting    one  into  the  otiier,  make  the  colour 
which  our  ancient  poets  called  grideline." 
Si  lu  speculis  Mora  atra  sedet,  domintque  si- 
lentis 
Adnumerat  populos.— 

SUUTbeb.L.lV,v.  5»>T. 
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HARTE'S  POEMS. 


There  time  has  fpent  the  fury  of  hit  course, 
And  plough'd  and  harrowM  with  repeated  force  : 
One  blinking  eye  with  scalding  rheum  suffused, 
A  leg  contracted,  and  an  avm  disus'd  ; 
An  half-livM  emblem,  fit  for  man  to  see ; 
An  hemiplegia  of  deformity  ! 

**  But  princess,  to  thy  cunning  be  it  known, 
This  emblematic  side  is  rarely  shown ; 
Man  would  start  back  if  wedded  to  the  cnme. 
Side-long  it  is  your  custom  to  advance, 
Show  the  fair  half,  and  hide  the  foul,  askance ; 
And,  like  a  vet'ran  tempter,  cast  an  eye 
Of  glancing  blandishment  in  passing  by. 

By  stealing  side-ways  with  a  silent  pace 
If  an  rarely  sees  the  moral  of  your  &ce : 
And   (what's  the  dangerous  fren;py  of  the  whim) 
Concludes,  youNe  no  immediate  call  for  him. 
Adjoin  to  this,  your  necromantic  pow'r, 
Contracting  half  an  age  to  half  an  hour. 
Just  so  the  cyphers  from  the  unit  fled. 
When  Malioom  the  demon's  contract  read  ^. 
The  unit  in  the  fore-most  column  stood. 
And  the  two  cyphers  were  obscur'd  with  blood  >^. 
'■Two  other  mistress-arts  you  make  your  own ; 
To  Circe  and  Urganda  arts  unknown : 
When  men  look  on  you,  and  your  steps  survey. 
You  seem  to  glide  a- slant  another  way : 
But  the  first  moment  they  withdraw  their  eye. 
Swift  3rou  take  wing,  and  like  a  vulture  fly. 
Which  snufis  the  distant  quarry  in  the  wind. 
And  marks  the  carcass  she  is  sure  to  find.-** 
The  next  deception  is  more  wond'rons  still ; 
O  grand  artificer  of  fraud  and  ill ! 
When  the  sick  man  up-lifts  the  sash  t'  inhale 
Th'  enlivening  breezes  of  the  western  gale, 
To  snatch  one  glimpse  of  ease  from  flow'ry 

fields. 
And  (foncying)taste  thejoy  which  nature  yields; 
Par  as  the  landscape's  verge  admits  his  view. 
He  sees  a  phantom,  and  concludes  it  you. 
A  gleam  of  courage  then  relieves  his  breast, 
*  Be  calm  my  soul,'  he  cries,   *  and  take  thy 

restaur' 
When  at  that  moment,  dreadful  to  relate, 
(For  all  but  he  that  ought  observe  his  fate,) 
The  wife,  the  son,  the  friend  perceive  thee  stand 
Behind  his  curtains  with  uplifted  hand. 
Thee,  real  Thee  1  to  drive  tlie  deadly  dart. 
And   at  one   sudden    stroke    transpierce    the 

heart!" 

25  D.  of  Guise,  a  Tragedy/    Dryden. 

S6  Malioom  was  an  astrologer  advanced  in 
years,  but  being  ambitious  of  making  a  great 
figure  in  this  world,  made  over  his  soul  to  Satan, 
upon  condition  that  he  enjoyed  earthly  gran-^ 
deur  for  100  years  more.  The  contract  was 
written,  signed  and  sealed  in  due  form,  when 
lo,  at  the  expiration  pf  one  year  the  evil  spirit 
entered  Malicom's  chamber,  preceded  by  thun- 
der and  lightning,  and  demanded  him  as  his 
forfeit.  The  astrologer  was  exceedingly  terri- 
fied, and,  after  making  many  remonstrances,  in- 
sisted  on  seeing  the  "briginal  oootraot;  but  the 
cypliers  in  number  100  were  written  with  eva- 
nescent ink,  and  the  figiue  ]  only  remained  le- 
gible llie  moral  of  this  fiction  is  incompara- 
ble.   See  Act  V,  Sc.  5. 

^I«iike,^b.xii.  y.  13. 


**  Culprit,  thou  hast  thy  piteous  itor^to^ 
As  tfite  as  Priam's  tale,  and  twice  as  old," 
Reply'd  the  queen :  "paiut^rsand  bards,  tis  tnft^ 
Elave  neither  sung  me  right;  nor  justly  drew : 
1  am  not  the  gaunt  spectre  they  devise 
With  chap-fall'n  mouth,  and  with  cxtingiiiah'd 

ejres.— 
Whether  enlighten'd  with  an  heav'nly  ray. 
Or  whether  thou  hast  better  guess'd  than  they, 
I  say  not;  yet  thus  much  I  must  confe^Sy 
Thy  knowledge  is  superior,  or  thy  guess. 
I  own  the  feign'd  retreat,  th'  oblique  advance. 
The  flight  I  take  unseen,  th'  illusive  glance. 
The  blandishments  of  artificial  grace. 
The  sound,  the  palsy'd  limbs,  and  double  faoe^ 
All  I  contend  for,  (there  the  question  lies,} 
Is  this ;  Let  men  but  look  thro'  wisdom's  eyes. 
And  death  ne'er  takes  them  by  a  fedse  soiprize. 

*<  Did  not  thy  Maker,  when  he  gave  thee  birtfa, 
Ci-eate  thee  out  of  perishable  earth  } 
Where  hot,  and  cold,  the  rough,  and  lenient  fight. 
The  hard,  and  soft,  the  heavy,  and  the  light : 
Whilst  ev'ry  atom  fretted  to  decay 
The  heterogeneous  lump  of  jarring  clay  ? — 
Was  not  just  death  cntaii'd  on  thee  and  all, 
(Such  the  decree  of  Heav'n)  in  Adam's  fiodi  ? 
The  parent-plant  recciv'd  a  taint  at  root. 
Hence  the  weak  branches,   hence   the   sickly 
fruit. 
"  Thus  with  springes  genial  balm  and  sun-shine 
The  annual  flouret  lifts  its  tender  head,         [fed 
In  summer  blooftiing,'  and  at  wiuter  dead ; 
Nay,  if  by  chance  a  lasting  plant  be  found. 
Whose  roots  pierce  deep  th'  inhospitable  ground  $ 
Whose  verdant  leaves,  (life's  common  autumn 
Bid  fair  t'  out-live  the  bitter  wintry  blast,  [past) 
And  green  old-age  predicts  a  vernal  shoot ; — 
I  lend  my  hand  to  pluck  both  branch  and  root.'— 
Man  is  no  more  perennial  than  a  flow'r ; 
Some  may  live  years,  some  months  and  tome  an 
hour. 
**When  first  thou  gav'st  the  promise  of  a  man. 
When  th'  embryon-speck  of  entity  began. 
Was  not  the  plastic  atom  at  a  strife,  . 
Twixt  death  ambiguous  and  a  twilight  life, 
Struggling  with  dubious  shade  and  dubious  light. 
Like  the  Moon's  orb ;  whilst  natrons  in  afiright 
Hope  for  new  day,  but  fear  eternal  night  ? 

**  When  motionless  the  half-form'd  foetus  lay. 
And  doubtful  life  just  ^leam'd  a  glimm'ring  ray. 
When  nature  bade  the  vital  tide  to  roll, 
I  cloth'd  with  crust\>f  flesh  that  gem  the  soul; 
My  mortal  dart  th'  Immortal  ftream  defil'd. 
And  the  sire's  frailties  flow'd  into  the  child. 
The  very  milk  his  pious  mother  gave, 
Tum'd  poison,  and  butnurs'dhim  for  the  grave*. 
In  ev'ry  atom  that  his  frame  compos'd 
I  weak  to  strong,  unsound  to  sound  oppoc'd. 
Cruel,  and  proud  of  a  deputed  reign, 
I  ting'd  the  limpid  stream  with  gloomy  pain  ; 
Nor  yet  contented,  in  the  current  threw 
Discolour'd  sickness  of  each  dismal  hue. 

*  <<  Consider,  O  man,  what  thou  wert  before 
thy  birth,  what  thou  art  from  thy  birth  to  thy 
death,  and  what  thou  shalt  be  after  death.  "Thou 
wast  made  of  an  impure  substance,  and  doth- 
ed  and  nourished  in  thy  mother's  blood." 
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Ttius  from  the  Mwree  which  first  life's  waters 

gave, 
TW]  their  last  final  home,  the  ooean-grave, 
Infect'ion  blends  itself  in  e?*ry  wave : 
Marasmus,  atrophy,  the  gout,  and  stone; 
Fruits  of  our  parents*  folly  and  our  own ! 

"  To  live  in  health  and  ease  you  idly  feign ; 
Man's  sprightliest  days  are  intermitting  pain. 
Changing  for  wone,  and  never  wam'd  by  ill. 
Still  the  same  bait,  the  same  deception  slill ! 
Youth  has  new  times  for  change,  and  may  corn- 
Age  ventures  all  upon  a  losing  hand.       [mand  ; 
The  liberty  you  boast  of  is  a  cheat  j 
Licentiousness  lurks  under  tbe  deceit : 
Pleuty  of  means  you  have,  and  pow'r  to  chuse ; 
Yet  still  you  take  the  bad«  the  g^x>d  refuse. 
The  freedom  of  the  tempests  you  enjoy, 
Bom  to  o'ertum,  and  breathing  to  destroy. 
These  injure  not  themselves,  the  reas*ning  elf 
Injnres  alike  both  others  and  himself. 
Sour'd  in  his  liveliest  boors,,  infirm  when  strong, 
Unsare  at  safest,  and  but  short  when  long, 
"  Hast  thou   with  anxious  care  and  strictest 
thought 
Made  that  nice  estimate  of  time  jrou  on?ht  ? 
Time,  like  the  precbus   diamond,    should  be 

weigh'd; 
Gsrats,  not  pounds,  must  in  the  scale  be  laid. 
Know*st  thou  the  value  of  a  year,  a  day. 
An  hoar,  a  moment,  idly  thrown  away  ? 
Then  had  thy  life  been  blessedly  employed, 
And  all  thy  minutes  sensibly  enjoyM  I 
What  are  they  now,  and  whither  are  they  fiown^ 
Tb*  immortal  pain  subsists,  the  mortal  pleasure's 

gone! 
Can'st  thou  recall  them  ? — Impotent  and  vain ! 
Or  have  they  promis'd  to  return  again  ? 
Call  (if  thou  can'st)  the  winged  arrow  back, 
Which  lately  cut  thro'  air  its  vieilless  track; 
Or  bid  the  cataract  ascend  its  source,    [course ; 
Which  pour'd  from  Alpine  heights  its  furious 
Ah  no — ^Time's  vanish 'd !  and  you  only  find 
A  cold,  unsatisfying  scent  behind  I 

"  Foe  to  delays,  economist  of  time, 
Thrice-happy  Titns,  virtuous  in  thy  prime  ! 
In  whom  the  noon -day-— or  the  setting  Sun 
Ne'er  saw  a  work  of  goodness  left  undone. — 
Old  age  compounds,  or  (more  provoking  yet) 
Sends  a  small  gift,  when  Heav'n  expects  the  debt 
Bring  not  the  leavings  of  thy  faint  desires 
To  him  who  skives  the  best,  and  best  requires ; ' 
Man  mocks  bis  Maker,  and  derides  his  law : 
Satan  has  the  full  ears,  and  Ood  the  straw. 

**  Behold  the  wretch , who  long  has[health  enioy'd. 
With  gold  unsated  and  with  pow'r  uncloy'd ; 
Salmoneus  like,  to  fancy'd  greatness  raised. 
With  slaves  surrounded,  and  by  flatt'rersprais'd: 
See  him  against  his  nature  vainly  strive. 
The  busiest,  pertest,  proudest  thing  alive ! 
(As  if  beyond  the  patriarchal  date 
Exceptive  mercy  bad  prolong'd  his  fate.) 
When  lo !  behind  the  variegated  cloud, 
Euwrapt  in  mists,  and  muffled  in  a  shrowd. 
The  dissolution  of  old  age  comes  on. 
Goats,  palsies,  asthmas,  jaundice,  and  the  stone: 
An  hungry,  merciless,  insatiate  band. 
Eager  as  Croats  for  Death's  last  command  I 
'W&ch  still  repeat  their  mercenary  strain, 
'  Lnd  0%  to  add  ii»  Jiving  tp  tbe  sbun.' 


**  Then  mark  the  worldlbg,  and  explore  bim 

weU: 
His  grief,  his  shame,  and  self-oonviction  tell : 
'  Weak  were  my  joys,»    (be  cries,)  *  and  short 

their  stay: 
Pride  mark'd  the  race,  and  folly  pick'd  the  way. 
Can  I  revoke  my  mis-directed  pow'r }      [hour  ? 
Where's  my  lost  hope,  and  where  the  vanisb'd 
Cunt  be  that  greatf«ess  which  blind  fortune  lent; 
Curst  be  that  wealth  which  sprung  not  from  con- 
tent! 
Still,  still  my  conscious  memory  prevails ; 
And  understanding  paints  where  mem' ry  fails  ^ 

"  Allow  me  next  with  confidence  to  say, 
(As  safely  with  the  strictest  truth  I  may ;) 
'*  Why  dost  thou,  ideot,  senselessly  complain, 
( Fond  of  more  life,  and  covetous  of  pain,) 
That  I,  a  tyrant,  seize  thee  by  surprize  ?''— 
Flames,'  as  she  spoke,    shot  flashing  from  her 
< 'Dotard  1 1  gave  thee  warning  ev'ry  hour;  [eyes. 
AnnouncM  my  presence,   and  proclaim'd  my 

pow'r. 
One  only  bus'ness  in  the  world  was  thine. 
Bom  but  to  die  I  t'  exact  the  payment  mine. 
If,  atheist-like,  you  blame  tbe  just  decree. 
Attack  thy  Maker,  but  exculpate  me ! 
Mortality's  coeval  with  thy  breath ; 
Life  is  a  chain  of  links  which  lead  to  deatU. 
Sleep— wake — run— «reep^-<iUke  to  death  yott 

move ;  [lo\'e. 

Death's  in  thy  meat,  thy  wine,  thy  sleep,  thy 
Know'st  thou  not  me,  my  warnings,  and  alarms } 
Thou,  who  so  oft  hast  slumber'd  in  my  arms ! 
For  ever  seeing,  can'st  thou  nought  descry } 
Dead  ev'ry  night,  and  yet  untaught  to  die  1 
**  How  dar*st  thou  give  thy  impk>ns  murmuri 

veut, 
Th3rself  a  breathing,  speaking  monument } 
No  death  is  sudden  to  a  wretch  like  thee, 
The  emblem  of  bis  own  mortality  I 
Above,  beneath,  within  thee,  and  without, 
All  things  fore-show  the  stroke,  and  clear  the 
The  very  apoplez,  thy  swiftest  foe,         [doubt. 
Forewarns  his  coming ;  and  approaches  slow  } 
Sudden  confusions  interrupt  thy  brain  ; 
S«ift  thro'  thy  temples  shoots  the  previous  pain  } 
Suspicion  follows,  and  mis-giving  war. — 
Death  always  speaks,  if  man  wonkl  strive  to 

hear. 
*'  Acquit  me  then  of  fraadulent  surprise : 
Leave  sophistry  to  wits ;  be  truly  wise  ; 
For,  as  the  cedar  islls,  it  ever  lies  <*  I 
Start  not  at  what  we  call  our  latest  breath ; 
The  morning  of  man's  real  life  is  death  3o." 

So  spake  the  pow'r,  Who  never  felt  control. 
Fear  smote  my  heart,  and  conscience  stung  my 

soul ; 
Remorse,  vexation,  shame,  and  anger  strive.—- 
I  wak'd : — and  (to  my  joy)  1  wak'd  alive. 
Never  was  human  transport  more  sincere  ;— 
And  the  best  men  may  find  instractiou  here. 

^  Fxcles.  ch.  xi,  v.  3. 

39  ..........  Steriles  transmisimus  annos  ; 

H«c  sevi  mibi  prima  dies :  baec  limina  vitse 
StaU  Sylv.  L.  IV. 
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MORAL. 


Who  puts    off  Death,  to  the  last  moments 

driven, 
Is  near  the  grave,  but  very  far  from  Heav'a  3i, 
He  who  repents,  and  gains  the  wlshM  reprieve, 
Was  fit  to  die,  and  is  more  fit  to  live. 
Chase  a  good  convoy  in  an  hpstile  course ; 
Right  foresight  never  makes  a  danger  worse. 


THE  COURTIER  AND  PRINCE. 

A  FABLE. 

Put  not  your  trust  in  princes,  nor  in  the  son  of 
man,  in  whom  there  is  no  help. 

Psalm  cxlvi,  v.  3. 
Now  behold,  thon  trnsteth  upon  the  staff  of  a 
bruised  reed — on  which  if  a  man  lean,  it  will 
go  through  his  hand  and  pierce  it :   so  is  Pha- 
raoh, king  of  Egypt,  unto  all  that  trust  in  him. 
2  Kings,  ch.  xviii,  v.  21. 


With  diffidence,  O  Muse,  awake  the  string ! 
Proba  \  herself  a  Muse,  commands  to  sing : 
Divest  thyself  of  thy  pretended  bays,         [lays : 
And  crown*d  with  short-liv'd  flow'rs  present  thy 
From  female  archives  stol'n,  a  tale  disclose. 
Verse  tortur'd  into  rhymes  from  honest  prose. 
Short  fables  may  with  double  grace  be  told  j 
So  smallest  glasses  sweetest  essence  hold.  i 

Antonia  somewhere  >  does  a  tale  report^ 
Of  no  small  use  to  rising  men  at  court : 
(Who  seek  promotion  in  the  worldly  road, 
And  make  their  titles  and  their  wealth  their 

god;) 
Antonia  \  who  the  Hermit's  Story  framM  3: 
A  tale  to  prose-men  known  <,  by  verse-men 

fiim»d  ^ 
'  A  courtier,  of  the  lucky,  thriving  sort, 
Rose  like  a  meteor,  and  eclipsM  the  ct»urt  j 
By  chance  or  cunning  e^xy  storm  outbraves : 
Topmost    he  rode,  midst   shoals  of  fools  and 

knaves, 
Triumphant,  like  an  eygre  \  o^er  the  waves : 

3'  A  saying  of  pious  Jeremy  Taylor. 

*  A  Roman  young  lady  of  quality  and  a  Chris- 
tian convert.  She  afterwards  married  Adelphus, 
who  was  a  proconsul  in  t  he  reign  of  Honorius 
and  Theodosi us  junior.  She  composed  an  His- 
tory of  the  Old  and  New  Testament  in  verse. 
Her  epitaph  on  her  husband  is  much  admir(*d. 
^th  pieces  were  printt^d  at  Francfort  in  1541. 

Her  iiatne  at  length  was  Proba  Valeria  Fal- 
con) a. 

«Traie  sur  la  Piet6  soiide.  EpSt.  xx,  par 
Madame  Antoinette  dc  Bourignon. 

<  Epit.  de  Bourignou.  Partie  seconde,  Epit. 
xvii 

♦  Or  Patrick's  Parable  of  the  Pilgrim. 
5  Famelle's  Hermit 

•  The  tenth  wave,  when  rivers  are  swollen  by 
floods,  or  agitated  by  storms,  is  called  in  some 
parts  of  England  an  eygre. 

See  Dryd3n*s  Tbrenod.  August. 


Casually  lucky,  fortunately  greaC, 
Ten  times  his  planet  overcame  his  fat& 
Riches  flow'din;  and  accidents  were  kind/ 
Health  joinM  her  opitmi  to  delude  the  mind  7 
Whilst  pride  was  gratify  'd  in  ev'ry  view. 
And  pow'r  bad  scarce  an  object  to  pursue; 
Crammed  to  the  throat  with  happiness  and  ease/ 
Till  nature's  self  could  do  no  more  to  please.-* 
Vain-glorious  mortal,  to  profusion  blest ! 
And  almost  by  prosperity  dlstrestT 
Whilst  poets,  the  worst  panders  of  the  age, 
Hymn'd  his  no-virtues  in  each  flattering  page: 
True  parasitic  plants  »,  which  only  grow 
Upon  their  patnm  trees,  like  miacelto: 
So  pella-mountain  on  the  flax  appears. 
And  thyme,  th'  eplthSmy  »,  (her  bastard)  rcar» 
Just  so  th'  agaric  from  the  larix  springs. 
And  fav'rites  fatten  on  per^iring  kings. — 
More  might  be  said  ;  but  this  we  leave  untold/ 
ITiat  better  things  their  proper  place  may  hold. 
Our  mirror  of  good  luck,  whom  chance  had 
cUiim'd 
As  her  own  offspring,  was  Amariel  nam'd. 
At  his  first  horoscope  the  goddess  smiPd, 
And  wrapp'd  in  her  own  mantle  her  Own  child  ^ 
Then,  as  a  wit  upon  th'  occasion  said, 
(Not  less  a  wit,  we  hope,  for  being  dead,} 
•*  Gave  him  her  blessing,  put  him  in  a  way. 
Set  up  the  farce,  and  laughM  at  her  own  play." 

Fortune,  the  mistress  of  tlie  young  and  bold. 
Espoused  him  early,  but  caress'd  him  old; 
DuteOus  and  faitlifiil  as  an  Indian  wife. 
She  made  appearance  to  be  true  for  life  : 
And  kept  her  love  alive,  and  like  to  last. 
Beyond,  the  date  her  Pompey  was  disgraced . 
But  nothing  certain  (as  the  wise  man  >•  found) 
Is  to  be  deem'd  on  sublunary  ground. 

T  '<  Prosperous  health  and  uninterrupted  ease 
are  often  the  occasion  of  some  fatal  misfortune. 
Thus  a  long  peace  makes  men  unguarded,  and 
sometimes  unmindful,  in  matters  of  war  :  it  be- 
ing observed,  that  the  most  signal  overthrow  is 
usually  given  us,  when  au  unexpected  enemy 
surpriseth  us  in  the  deep  sleep  ot  peace  and  se- 
curity." St.  Gregor.  the  Great. 

s  Parasitical  plants,  according  to  the  language 
of  botanists,  will  not  grow  in  the  common  ma- 
trix of  the  earth,  but  their  seeds,  being  discpers- 
ed  by  winds,  take  root  in  the  excrementitious 
parts  of  a  decayed  tree,  or  arise  as  an  excres- 
cence from  the  exsudations  of  some  tree  or 
plant.  Thus  the  dodder  (cuscuta],  formerly 
called  pella-muontain,  grows  usually  on  flax;  and 
therefore  the  Italian  peasant  calls  it  podagra  di 
linio. 

9  The  Arabians  and  Italians  (imitating  the 
Greek  word  mAv/Mi»)  call  this  adseititious  plant 
efitimo  and  epithimo;  but  very  few  uf  our  En- 
glish  botanists  make  mention  of  it.  As  far  as  I 
have  hitherto  seen,  only  one  of  our  herbalists 
has  touched  upon  it,  namely,  Peter  Treveris, 
who  flourished  about  the  reign  of  Henry  VII. 
He  calls  it  epithlmy.  For  my  own  part,  not 
cving  to  invent  new  words  in  poetry,  1  have 
thought  proper  to  retain  the  word  whk^h  he 
(Treveris)  has  used,  as  it  is  wdl-soundiogy  aoA 
not  inelegant. 

I^SonofSirach* 
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ioiii'd  logood  foTtune,  'twas  our  courtier's  lot 
To  serve  a  prince  who  ne'er  bis  friends  forgot : 
Humane,  discreet,  compassionate,  and  brave  ; 
jfot  milder  wben  be  lov'd,  than  when  forgave^ 
^n*rous  of  promise,  pnnctaal  in  tbe  deed ; 
Grac'd  witb  more  candour  tban  most  monarcbs 

need. 
A  milkiness  of  blood  his  heart  possess'd  ; 
With  grief  be    punisb'd,   and  with  transport 
blessM". 
As  noblest  metals  are  most  ductile  found. 
Great  souls  witb  mild  compassion  most  abound. 
Tbe  gulden  dye  witb  soft  complacence  takes 
Each  speaking  lineament  th*  engraver  makes. 
And  wears  a  foithtul  image  for  mankind. 
True  to  tbe  features,  truer  to  tbe  mmd : 
Whilst  stubborn  iron  (like  a  barren  soil 
^  To  laboring  binds)  eludes  tbe  artist's  toil ; 
'  To  ev'ry  stroke  ungrateful  and  unjust, 
Corrodes  itself,  or  hardens  into  rust. 

Good-nature,  in  tbe  language  from  aboye*^. 
Is  universal  charity  and  love: 
Patient  of  wrongs,  and  euemy  to  strife  ; 
Basis  of  virtue,  and  the  staff  of  life  1 
Whilst  av'rice,  privatti  censure,  public  rage, 
Areth'  old  man's  hobby-horse,  and  crutch  of  age. 
Paity  conducts  us  to  tbe  meanest  ends  j 
Party  made  Herod  and  a  Pilate  friends  *^. 

Scoru'd  be  tbe  bard,  and  banish'd  ev'n  from 
schools. 
Who  first  immortaliz'd  man-killing  fools ; 
Blockheads  in  council,  bloody  in  command  : 
Warriors— not  of  tbe  head,  but  of  tbe  baud ; 
True  brethren  of  the  iron-pated  Suede^^ : 
They  Hght  like  Ajax,  and  lilce  Ajax  rea«l. 

Of  all  the  great  and  harmless  things  below, 
Only  an  elephant  is  truly  so. 
(Thus  writes  a  wit'^,  well  known  a  cent'ry  past; 
Forgotten  now  ;  yet  still  his  fame  shall  last.) 
Kings  have  their  fullies;  statesmen  have  their 
arts ;  [hearts ; 

Wealth  spoils  the  great;  beauty  ensnares  our 
And  wits  are  doubly  dup'd  by  having  parts. 
Slome  have  ten  times  the  parts  they  ought  to  use; 
**  A  great  wit's  greatest  work  is  to  refuse  i^  I" 
Kever,  O  bards,  tbe  warning  voice  despise  'y^ 
To  add  is  dang'rous,  to  retrench  is  wise. 
Poets  instead  of  saying  what  they  could. 
Must  only  say  the  very  thing  they  should. 
This  mighty  EYPHK  A  reserv'd  for  few, 
Virgil  and  Boileau,  Pope  and  Dryden  knew. 
(Thus  by  the  way.)  Now,  Muse,  resume  thy 
course; 
There  is  no  wand'rer  like  tbe  poet's  horse : 
Who  quits  the  sol  id  road,  and  well-beat  lanes, 
'  (Sick  of  his  track,  and  punisb'd  for  his  pains,) 
To  mimic  galloping  on  greeu-swarth  plains 

^'  ^'  Bountifulness  is  a  most  beautiful  garden, 
and merci fulness eodureth  forever." 

Ecclus. 
n  E^wUu    Mattb.  ch.  ii.  v.  14. 

13  Luke  ch.  xxii.  v.  12. 

14  Demir-bash.  or  iron-beaded :  a  name  given 
by  the  Turks  to  Charles  the  Xiith  of  Sweden. 

UDr.  Doune's  Letters  in  Prose,  1 2^  Lood. 
1591. 

'6  Sir  John  Birkenhead's  epistle  to  Cartwright, 
1638. 


So,  in  the  daily  work  the  labours  at. 
The  swallow  toils,  and  rises  with  a  gnat-^ 
It  chanc'd  as  through  his  groves  our  monueh 

stray'd, 
T>  enjoy  the  coolness  of  a  summer  shade, 
Wrapt  up  in  virtuous  schemes  of  means  aiid  ends. 
To  reconcile  his  foes,  or  bless  his  friends. 
He  spx'd  a  figure,  which  by  shape  be  knew^ 
In  a  lone  grotto  half  conceal'd  from  view: 
Thitber  the  prudent  wand'rer  bad  retired. 
As  modesty  and  well  bred  sense  required : 
Studious  of  manners,  fearful  to  intrude 
On  precious  hours  of  royal  solitude. 

**  Amariel/'  cry'd  the  prince,  "  I  know  the« 
Invelop'd  in  the  umbrage  of  a  cell :  [well, 

I  lik<ethy  modesty,  with  manners  fraught;-— 
But,  as  my  spirits  ask  a  pause  from  thought. 
Walk  with  thy  master,  and  witb  him  inhale 
The  cooling  freshness  of  the  wester*  gale. 

< '  Ainariel,"  added  he,  and  gently  smil'd, 
"  This  grove's  my  kingdom,  and  each  tree  my 

child  2 
(Forgive  the  vanity,  which  thus  compares 
My  self  to  Cyrus,  and  his  rural  cares  ^''' ;) 
My  ready  pencil  sketch'd  the  first  design. 
These  eyes  adjusted  ev'ry  space  aud  line; 
These  hands  have  fixt  th'  inoculated  shoots, 
I'rain'd  the  louse  branches,  and  reform'd  the 

roots. 
Happy  the  monarch  of  the  town  and  field. 
Where  vice  to  lans,  and  weeds  to  culture  yield  I 
"  My  human  realms  a  tenfold  care  demand; 
Reluctant  is  the  staple  >&  of  the  land  : 
Sour  are  the  juices,  churlish  is  the  soil. 
Of  rule  impatient,  and  averse  to  toil. 
In  vain  I  cherish,  and  in  vain  replace  ;       [face. 
Th'  ungrateful  branch  flies  back,  end  wounds  my 
Courtierfi  are  liketb'  hy^na,  never  tame  : 
No  bounties  fix  them,  and  no  arts  reclaim  : 
Frontless  they  run  the  muck  ^  through  thick  and 

thin ; 
Not  poorer,  if  they  lose ; — and  they  may  win. 
Patriots  of  their  own  int'i-est,  right  or  wrong  : 
Foes  to  the  feeble,  flatt'rers  to  the  strong. 
Stiff    complaisance  thro'  their  best    homage 

spreads,  [heads. 

So  turn-soles  ^  court  the  Sun  with  'wry-neck'd 
True  as  a  dial,  when  their  patrons  ^bine ; 
But  blank,  if  the  said  patrons  pow'r  resign. 
Like  good  sir  Martin  30,  when  he  lost  bis  man. 
They  grieve— and  get  another  as  they  can. 
Yet,  (though  small  real  comfort  is  enjoy 'd 
Where  man  the  ruler  is,  and  men  empk>y'd,) 
Of  all  my  friends  and  servants,  you  alone 
Have  plcas'd  me  best,  aud'mtst  relieved  tbe 

throne, 

I'Xenopliont  Oeconomic.  c.  iv,  fcc 

^^  The  staple  of  the  soil,  in  an  husbandry- 
sense,  is  the  upper  earth,  which  lies  within  the 
reach  of  tbe  plough  and  influence  of  the  atmo- 
sphere. 

Thus  we  call  wool,  witb  relation  to  England, 
a  staple  commodity. 

>9  Dryden's  Hind  and  Panther. 

^  The  heliotrope,  or  Sun -flower,  called,  by 
the  Italians,  orologio  dei  cortegiani. 

''  Sir  Martin  Marr-all,  in  a  comedy  of  ]>ry* 
den's  writing. 
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Whatever  then  my  bounty  can  provide ; 
Wbate\'erby  my  friencUhip  besupply'd; 
As  for  as  fiuth  can  bind,  or  speech  can  say, 
Ask,  and  I  meet  thy  wishes  half  the  way." 

liie  servant  bow'd,  and  gratitude  expressed ; 
Such  gratitude  as  dwells  in  courtier's  breast : 
Pleas'd  to  the  height  of  transport  be  retir'd  ; 
His  fears  were  calm'd,  and  his  ambition  fir'd. 
Unhappy  man,  in  both  his  objects  wreng ; 
The  weak  he  trusted,  and  forgot  the  strong  ! 

Six  years  were  past,  when  lo,  by  slow  degrees, 
A  fever  did  his  limbs  and  spirits  seize: 
Advancing  gently,  no  alarm  it  makes,  [brakes:) 
(Like  murd'ring  Indians    gliding  through  the 
But,  having  marked  her  sure  approaches  well, 
She  storms,  and  nothing  can  her  force  repell. 
Instant,  a  liquid  fire  inflames  the  blood, 
Whilst  spasms  impede  the  self-refining  flood  : 
Petechial  spots  th'  approach  of  Death  proclaim, 
Bedd'ning  like  comets  with  vindictive  flame ; 
Whilst  wand'ring  talk,  and  mopings  wild,  presage 
Moon-struck  illusion,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
Inevitable  Death  alarms  the  heart : 
Kature  stands  by,  and  bids  her  aim  the  dart. 

The  sick  man,  stupify'd  with  fear  and  woe. 
Had  hardly  words  to  speak,  or  tears  to  flow ; 
At  length  in  broken  sounds  was  heard  to  cry, 
.**  Grant  me  to  see  my  master,  e'er  I  die." 
The  master  came.  "  Ah,  prince,"  Amanel  said, 
*'  Now  keep  thy  promise,  and  extend  thy  aid; 
Unfurl  my  tangled  thread  of  human  breath, 
And  call  me  back  one  year,  before  niy  death." 

The  prince  (for  he  was  wise,  and  good  witbaii,) 
Stood  like  a  statue  mortis'd  to  the  wall : 
At  length  recovering  from  amazement,  broke 
An  awful  silence,  and  thus  gravely  spoke : 
"  Amariel,  sure  thy  pangs  disturb  thy  brain : 
The  boon  you  ask  is  blasphemous  and  vain : 
Am  I  a  god,  to  alter  Death's  decree  ? 
ThaVs  the  prerogative  of  Heav'n,  not  me." 

"Then,"  cry'd  Amariel,  with  an  hasty  tone, 
<<  Gain  mea  iHreek,  three  dajrs,  or  gain  me  one." 

'*  Impossible  1"  agen  the  prince  rcply'd  j 
**  Sure  thy  disease  to  madness  is  ally'd  : 
Ask  me  for  riches— fireely  I  resign 
A  third,  or  half,  and  bid  thee  make  them  thine. 
Whate'er  the  world  can  human  greatness  call, 
Pow'r,  rank,  grants,  titles,  I'll  bestow  them  all. 
Then  die  in  peace,  or  with  contentment  live. 
Nor  ask  a  gift  no  mortal  pow*r  cao  give." 

With  eyes  that  flashM  with  eagerness  and  fire 
The  sick  man  then  propos'd  a  new  desire: 
*'  As  Death's  dread  tyranny  has  no  control, 
« Can  you  ensure  the  safety  of  my  soul  ? 
Anxious  and  doubtful  for  my  future  state, 
I  read  the  danger,  but  I  read  too  late." 
The  prince  stood  mute ;  compassion  and  amaze 
Tore  his  divided  heart  ten  thousand  ways : 
And,    having  rightly  weigh 'd    the  sick  man's 

pray'r, 
Thus  be  rcply'd  in  sorrow  and  despair: 

**  Salvation  of  the  soul  by  graee  is  giv'n  ;— 
Unalienable  is  the  grace  of  Heav'n. 
I  tremble  at  the  rash  request  you  make. 
Which  is  not  mine  to  grant,  or  yours  to  take," 

Amariel  then,  with  disappointment  spent* 
Tum'd  from  his  prince  in  mournful  disconteiit»- 
And,  lifting  up  to  Heav'n  his  hands  and  eyes. 
Thus  in  a  flood  of  tears  obt^ts  the  skies : 


«  WnMk  that  t  adi,  tmworthy  of  my  bfnf<i  j 
Deoeiv'd  when  living,  and  deoetv'd  in  death  ! 
Why  did  I  waste  my  strength,  my  cares,  my 
To  serve  a  master — ^master  but  in  name  ?  [fame. 
An  ethnic  idol,  for  delusion  made; 
Eyes  without  sight,  protection  without  aid  > 
Unable  to  bestow  the  goo^  we  want. 
And  ready,  what  avails  us  not,  to  grant  1 
Deceitful,  impoUaot,  unuseful  pow'r; 
Which  can  give  diamonds,  but  not  give  an  hoar  t  ^ 
At  Rimmon's  shrine  no  longer  will  1  bow. 
But  thus  to  th'  all-pow'rfnl  king  address  my  vow: 

**  O  thou,  the  only  great,  and  good,  and  wiae. 
Ruler  of  Earth,  and  monarch  of  the  skies; 
Thou,   whom  th>    intents  of  virtooos  actions 
please;    '  [ease  » a 

Whose  laws  are  freedom,    and   whose  service 
Whose  mercy  waits  th'  oflender  to  the  grave. 
Willing  to  hear ;  omnipotent  to  save ! 
Who  ne'er  forgot  one  meritorious  deed. 
Nor  left  a  servant  in  the  hour  of  need  ; 
To  mercy  and  to  equity  incUn'd ; 
Who  mind'st  the  heart,  and  tenour  of  the  nund^. 
Forgive  my  errour,  and  my  life  restore ; 
Thee  will  I  serve  alone,  and  thee  adore  ! 
Farewell  Earth's  deities  and  idols  all ; 
Moloch  and  Mammon,  Chiun  ^,  Dagon,  Baal: 
Whose  chemarims  ^  tread  their  fentastic  rounds 
O'er  Aven's^  plains,  'an4    dance  to   Tyrian 
sounds. 

«Hence,fal8e  Astarte  *»,  who  the  worid  suborns. 
Life's  lambent  meteor  glist'ring  round  her  boms. 
Let  Thammuz  moan  his  self-inflicted  pain, 
And  Sidi>n's  stream  run  purple  to  the  main. 

<*No  star  of  Remphan  »  shall  attract  my  sights 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  and  gleaming  sickly  light : 
Malignant  orb !  which  tempts  bewilder'd  swains 
To  gulphs,  to  quicksands,  and  waste  tre<Alest 
By  thee  the  felse  AchRophe)  was  led  ;  [plains ! 
And  Haman  ^  dy'd  aloft,  and  made  a  doad 
his  bed. 

**  From  worldly  hopes  and  fidse  dependance 
freed, 
1*11  seek  no  safety  from  a  splinter'd  reed ; 
Which  causes  those  to  fell,  who  wish  to  stand; 
Or,  if  it  aids  the  steps,  gangrenes  the  hand  K 

"  How  vain  is  all  the  chymic  wealth  of  pow'r; 
Sought  for  an  age,  and  squander'd  in  an  hour  1 
Full  late  we  learn,  in  sickness,  pains,  and  woe^ 
What  in  high  health  'twas  possible  to  know. 

"  Two  ages  may  have  two  Elidias  seen  ; 
Groups  of  Gehazis  ^  choke  the  space  between ; 

^  Idcirco  servi  snmus,  ut  tiberi  esse  poasimus. 

CicerOb 

43  Bishop  Jer.  Taylor. 

^  Chinn,  probably  from  KYAN:  Qn.  if  not 
Anubis.  See  also  Amus,  ch.  v,  v.  26.  1  Kings, 
ch«  xi.  V.  32. 

^  For  the  chemarims  of  Baal,  see  Hosea,  cb. 
x.  V.  5}  in  Marg.     2  Kings,  ch.  xxiiL  v.  5. 

^  Aven.  Hosea,  ch.  x.  v.  8.  Plains  of  Aveii. 
Amos,  ch.  i.  v.  5. 

^  Perhaps  the  same  as  Astaroth,  or  Vouiy  tbt 
goddess  of  the  Sidonians. 

^  Acts,  ch.  viii.  v.  43. 

89  Esther,  ch.  vii.  v.  9. 

30  Isaiah,  ch.^xxxvi,  v.  6> 

SI  2  Kingfl^  cb.  t,  v.  3^ 
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Who  lire  unthinking,  and  obdurate  die. 
Nor  heed  their  own  or  diildreo*s  leprosy  ». 
Sio-bom  and  blind !  Who  change,  protest,  and 

swear, 
With  the  same  ease  they  draw  the  vital  air. 
Proud  of  the  wit,  and  heedless  of  the  sin, 
They  strip,  and  sell  the  Christian  to  the  skin  *\ 
Charms  irresistible  the  dopes  behold^ 
In  vineyards,  farms,  and  all-compelling  gold. 
Othera  (still  weaker)  set  their  truth  to  sale 
For  a  mere  sound,  and  cutoff  Heav'n's entail : 
Whilst  he,  who  never  fiiils  his  imps,  supplies 
Prompt  treachery,  and  fresh-created  lies.- — 
Time-servers  are  at  ev'ry  man's  command 
For  loaves  and  fi&h  on  Dalmanutha's  strand  ^." 

He  spoke :  and,  with  a  flood  of  tears  oppress'd, 
Qave  anguish  vent,  and  felt  a  moment's  rest 
Heav^  with  compassion  heard  the  sick  man 
grieve; 
And  Hezekiah  gainM  the  wish'd  reprieve  ^. 
Once  more  his  blood  with  equal  pulses  flow'd. 
And  health's  contentment  on  his  visage  glow'd. 
Places  and  honours  be  with  joy  resign 'd; 
(  Peace-off'rings  to  procure  a  tranquil  mind  ^ !) 
Gave  all  his  riches  to  the  sick  and  poor, 
And  made  one  patriarch-fiarm  his  only  store . 
To  groves  and  brooks  our  new  Elijah  ran. 
Far  from  the  monster  world,  and  traitor  man. 
Thus  he  surviv'd  the  tempest  of  the  day. 
And  ev*ning-sunshine  shot  a  glorious  ray. 
Diseases,  sickness,  disappointments,  sorrow. 
All  lend  us  comfort,  whilst  they  seem  to  borrow. 

Here  I  might  paint  him  in  a  life  retir'd, 
Ennobled  by  the  virtues  he  acquired ; 
But  the  true  transports  of  the  wise  and  good 
Are  best  by  implication  understood  ; 
Esccept  the  Muse  with  Dryden's  strength  could 

soar: 

Me,  humble  Pnidence  whispers^  to  give  o'er. 
A  safe  retreat ;  plann'd  and  performed  withcare. 
Stands  for  a  vict'ry  in  poetic  war. 
.So  when  the  warbling  lark  has  mounted  high 
With  upright  flight,  and  gain'd  upon  the  sky. 
Grown  giddy,  she  contracU  her  flickering  wings: 
Thrids  her  descending  course  in  spiral  rings, 
Less'ning  her  voice ;  but  to  the  ground  she  sings; 
Kesolving,  on  a  more  auspicious  day. 
Higher  to  mount,  and  chant  a  better  lay  s*. 
How  few  can  still  their  reader's  minds   en- 
gage ? — 
One  Pope  is  the  slow  child-birth  of  one  age. 
Others  write  verses,  but  they  write  unblest; 
Some  few  good  lines  stand  sponsors  for  the  rest: 
They  miss  wit's  depth,  and  on  the  snriace  skim^ 
(He  who  seeks  pearls,  must  dive,  as  well  as 
swim.)  \ 

»  Ibid.  V.  ult. 

33  •<  They  pull  off  the  robe  with  the  garment" 
J^Iic.  ch.  ii,  V.  & 

«4  Mark  ch.  viii,  v.  10. 
n  2  Kings,  ch.  xx. 
*fi  Tranquil  mind.     Shakespeare. 
97  Me,  mea  Calliope,  cura  leviore  vagantem. 
Jam  revocat,  parvoque  jubet  decorrere  gyro. 
Columell.  de  Hortts,  L.  la 
|i  __—  nostra  fatiscit, 
Laxatnrque  chelys :   vires  instigat,  alitque ; 
TempesUva  quiei ;  nuyprpoftQUa  virtus. 

Syly.  L,  4. 


Bad  bards,  worse  critics !— Thus  we  mnltiply 
Poems  and  rules,  but  write  no  poetry. 
Ev'n  Pope,  like  Charlemagne,  with  all  his  firA 
Made  Paladins— but  not  an  host  entires*. 
Far  as  its  pow'rs  could  go,  thy  genius  went  r 
Good  sense  still  kept  thee  in  thy  own  extent^o. 
Rare  wisdom!    both  t'  enjoy  and  know  thy 

store ; — 
Most  wits,  like  misers,  always  covet  more. 
I^eaveme,  lov'd  bard,  instructor  of  my  youth. 
Leave  me  the  sounds  of  verse,  and  voice  of  truth  ^ 
So  when  Ellas  dropp'd  his  mantle,  ran 
Elisha,  and  a  prophet's  life  began  ^. 

Add<  that  the  Muses,  nurst  in  various  climes^ 
Yield  diff'rent  produce,  and  at  diff'rent  times.  . 
Italian  plants,  in  nature's  hot-bed  plac'd. 
Bear  fruits  in  spring,  and  riot  into  waste. 
French  flow'rsless  early,  (and  yet  early,)  blowj 
Their  pertness  is  a  green -house  from  the  snow. 
Cold  northern  wits  demand  a  longer  date ; 
Our  geniu?,  like  our  climate,  ripens  late. 
The  foncy's  solstice  is  at  forty  o'er, 
The  tropic  of  our  judgment  sees  three-score. 
Thus  sumn^er  codlings  yield  a  poignant  draught. 
Which  frisks  the  palate,  but  ne*er  warms  the 
thought:  cast,) 

Hough  cackagees,  (four   months  behind   them 
Take  all  bad  weathers,  and  through  autumn  last: 
Mellow'd  from  wild  austerity,  at  length 
They  taste  like  necur,  and  adopt  its  atrerngth* 
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OR,  MISTAKEN  PLEASURES. 

The  mistress  of  witchcrafts. 

Nahnm,  ch.  iil,  t.  4. 
Draw  near  hither,  ye  sons  of  the  sorceress. 

Isaiah,  ch.  Ivii,  r.  X 
According  to  their  pasture,  so  were  they  filled  1 
they  were  filled,  and  their  heart  was  exalted  1 
Therefore  they  have  forgotten  me. 

Hosea,  ch.  xiii,  v.  6. 

3s  An  answer  made  by  Boocace,  when  it  was 
objected  to  him,  that  some  of  his  novels  had  not 
the  spirit  of  the  rest. 

^Amongst  Mr.  Pope's  great  intellectual  abi* 
lities,  good  sense  was  his  most  distinguishing 
character :  for  he  knew  precisely,  and  as  it  were 
by  a  sort  of  intuition,  what  he  had  power  to  do, 
and  what  he  could  not  do. 

He  often  used  to  say,  that  for  ten  years  toge- 
ther he  firmly  resisted  the  importunity  of  friends 
and  flatterers,  when  they  solicited  him  to  under- 
take a  translation  of  Virgil  after  Dryden.  Nor 
did  he  ever  mistake  the  extent  of  his  talents,  but 
in  the  folk>wing  trivial  instance;  and  that  was, 
when  he  writ  his  Ode  toMusic  on  St  Cecilia's  day, 
induced  perhaps  by  a  secret  ambition  of  rivalling 
the  inimitable  Dryden.  In  which  case,  if  he 
hath  not  exceeded  the  original,  (for  there  is  al- 
ways some  advantage  in  writing  first)  he  hath  at 
least  surpassed  (and  perhaps  ever  will  surpass^ 
those  that  come  after  him,  and  attempt  to  make 
the  same  experiment 

«<S  Kings,  ch.ii. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


380 


HARTE'S  POEMS. 


Eiiprr,  illusory  life. 
Pregnant  with  fraud,  in  mischiefiB  rife  *; 
ForniVl  to  ensnare  us,  and  deceive  us  : 
Nahum '»  encbantress  I  which  beguiles 
With  all  her  harlotry  of  wiles  I — 
First  she  loves,  and  then  she  leaves  us ! 

Erring  happiness  beguiles 

The  wretch  that  strays  o'er  Circe's  isles  j 

All  things  smile,  and  all  annoy  him  ; 

The  rose  has  thorns,  the  doves  can  bite  ; 

Riot  is  a  fatigue  till  night. 

Sleep  an  opium  to  destroy  him. 

Louring  in  the  groves  of  death 
Yew-trees  breathe  funereal  breath. 
Brambles  and  thorns  perplex  the  shade ; 
Asphaltic  waters  creep  and  rest ; 
Birds,  in  gaudy  plumage  d rest. 
Scream  unmeaning  through  the  glade*. 

Earth  fallacious  herbage^  yields, 
And  deep  in  grass  its  influence  shields ; 
Acrid  juices,  scent  annoying; — 
Corrosive  crow-feet  choke  the  plsuns, 
And  hemloc  strip'd  with  lurid  stains, 
And  luscious  mandrakes,  life-destroying. 

Gaudy  bella-donna^  blowing. 
Or  with  glossy  berries  glowing, 
Lures  th'  unwise  to  tempt  their  doom : 
Love's  apple  >  masks  the  fruit  of  death ; 
Sick  hen-bane  murders  with  her  breath, 
Actasa*  with  an  harlot's  bloom. 

One  plant  v  alone  is  wrapt  in  shade  ; 
Few  eyes  its  privacy  invade ; 
Plant  of  joy,  of  life,  and  health  ! 
Mor«  than  the  fabled  lotos  fam'  d 
Which  (tasted  once)  mankind  reclaimed 
From  parents,  country,  pow'r,  and  wealth  8. 

On  yonder  Alp  I  see  it  rise. 
Aspiring  to  congenial  skies, 

*  "  Art  thou  arrived  to  maturity  of  life  >  Look 
back  and  thou  shalt  see  the  frailty  of  ihy  youth, 
the  folly  of  thy  childhood,  au'l  the  senseless  dis- 
sipation of  thy  infancy  ! — Look  forward  and 
thou  shalt  behold  the  insincerity  of  the  world 
and  cares  of  life,  the  diseases  of  thy  body  and 
the  troubles  of  tby  mind."  Annon.  Vet. 

"  In  this  world  death  is  every- where,  grief 
every-where,  and  desolation  every-where.  The 
world  flieth  us,  and  yet  we  follow  it :  it  falleth, 
and  we  adhere  to  it,  and  fell  with  it,  and  at- 
tempt to  enjoy  it  falling." 

StGrcgor.  Horn. 

3  It  is  remarked,  that  birds  adorned  with  rich 
plumage,  as  peacocks,  parrots,  &c.  have,  gene- 
rally speaking,  unmusical  voices. 

3' — -  fallax  heiba  venenl  Virg. 

4  The  bella-donna  lily,  or  deadly-shade. 
(Atropa  Linnaei.) 

*  Ainomum  Plinii. 

*  Actsea ;  herb  Christopher. 
T  The  passion-flower. 

>  See  Homer's  Odyssey,  L  QC,  t.  94,  kc. 


But  cover'd  half  with  ivy-walls ;—« 
There,  where  Eusebio  9  rais'd  a  shrine^ 
Snatch'd  from  the  gulf  by  Pow*r  Divine^ 
Where  Reiga's  tumbling  torrent  fells  '*• 

Compared  with  thee,  how  dimly  shows 
Poor  Anacreon*s  life-less  rose  r 
What  is  Homer's  plant  "  to  thee?— 
In  vain  the  Mantuan  poet  try'd 
To  paint  Amellus'  starry  w  pride. 
Emblem  of  wit's  futility ! 

Men  saw,  alas,  and  knew  not  thee. 
Mystic  evangelic  tree ! 
Thou  hadst  no  charms  for  paynim-eyes; 
Till,  guided  by  the  lamp  of  Heav'n, 
To  chaste  Urania  powV  was  giv'n 
To  see,  t'admire,  and  moralize. 

All  beauteous  flow'r,  whose  centre  glows 

With  studs  of  gold ;  thence  streaming  flowa. 

Ray-like  eflfulgence.     Next  is  seen 

A  rich  expanse  of  varying  hue, 

EnfringM  with  an  empurpled-blue. 

And  streak'd  with  young  Pomona's  green  w. 

High  o'er  the  pointal,  deckM  with  gold, 
(Emblem  mysterious  to  behold,) 

»The  baron  De  Bottoni. 

^^  This  allndes  to  a  well-known  fact  in  tb« 
dutchy  of  Carniola,  where  the  present  ode  was 
written. 

About  the  year  1675,  a  nobleman  was  riding 
at  night  upon  a  road  which  goes  near  the  edge  of 
the  precipice  here  meatloned.  Mistaking  his 
way  (and  that  for  a  few  steps  only)  his  horse 
stopped  short,  and  refused  to  go  on ;  upon  which 
the  rider,  who  in  all  probability  was  heated  with 
liquor,  (otherwise  he  ought  to  have  known  the 
precipice  better,  it  being  not  fer  from  his  own 
castle)  lost  both  his  temper  and  prudence,  and 
spurred  the  horse  with  great  anger;  upon  which 
the  poor  beast  took  a  desperate  leap,  intending, 
as  was  imagined,  to  have  reached  another  anglo 
of  the  precipice  on  the  same  side  which  the  road 
lay.  The  horse  fell  directly  into  the  torrent, 
two  ov  three  hundred  feet  beneath,  and  was  hur- 
ried away  with  such  rapidity  that  the  body  was 
never  found.  The  nobleman  was  discovered 
next  day  in  an  opening  of  the  rock,  about  hal£ 
way  down,  where  a  few  bushes  grew;  and,  as 
the  saddle  was  found  not  far  from  him,  it  was 
supposed  that  the  horse,  by  the  violence  of  tha 
effiirt  he  made,  burst  the  saddle-girths.  The 
rider  lived  many  years  afier  this  wonderful  es- 
cape, and,  out  of  gratitude  to  God,  erected  a 
beautiful  chapel  on  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  d&» 
dicatcd  (if  I  mistake  not)  to  St  Anthony  of 
Padua. 

I  made  a  drawing  of  the  chapel,  precipice, 
torrent,  and  nobleman's  castle  ;  of  which  a  copy 
was  taken  afterwards  by  the  celebrated  drafts- 
man Visentinj,  at  Venice,  hi  1750. 

"  Moly.     Homer's  Odyssey,  1.  XI,  v.  305. 

13  Aster  Atticus,  or  (purple  Italian)  star-wort; 
Georg.  IV,  v.  271. 

fs  Alluding  to  that  particular  species  of  green 
called  by  the  French  pooun«-verte,  or  ap^to* 
green. 
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A  radiant  cross  its  form  expands ; — 
Its  opening  arms  appear  t'  embrace 
The  whole  collective  human  race, 
Kefuge  of  all  men  in  all  lands ! 

Grant  me,  kind  Hear'n,  in  profcp'rous  bonr 
To  pluck  this  consecrated  flow'r. 
And  wear  it  thankful  on  my  breast ; 
Then  shall  my  steps  securely  stray. 
No  pleasures  shall  pervert  my  way  **, 
N()  joys  sedute,  no  cares  molest. 

LikeTobit  (when  the  hand,  approv'd 
By  Heav'n,  th'  ol)s*  ructing  films  remoT'd  ^^) 
I  now  sec  objerU  as  I  ought : 
Anibition*s  ><>  hideous;  pleasure  vain  j 
Av'rice  i6  is  but  a  blockhead's  gain, 
Possessing  all,  bestowing  nought. 

Passions  and  frauds  surround  us  til, 
1beir  empire  is  rrciprocal: 
Shun  their  blandishments  and  wiles  ; 
Kiches  but  serve  to  steel  the  heart ; 
Want  has  its  meanness  and  its  art ; 
Health  betrays,  and  strength  beguiles. 

In  highest  stations  snares  misguide ; 

Midst  solitude  they  nurture  pride, 

Breeding  vanity  in  knowledge ; 

A  poison  in  delicious  meat, 

Midst  wines  a  fraud,  midst  mirth  a  cheat, 

}n  courts,  in  cabinet,  and  college. 

The  toils  are  fizt,  the  sportsmen  keen : 
Abroad  unsate,  betray'd  within, 
Whiiber,  O  mortal !  art  thou  flying  ? 
Thy  resolutions  ofi  are  snares, 
Thy  doubts,  petitions,  gifts,  and  pray'rs ; — 
A\isf  ihere  may  be  snares  in  dying ! 

H  «  My  heart  is  a  vain  and  wandering  heart, 
whenever  it  is  led  by  its  own  determinations.  It 
is  busy  to  no  purpo^e,  and  occupied  to  no  end, 
whenever  it  is  not  guided  by  divine  influence :  it 
aeeketh  rest  and  findetb  none:  it  agreeth  not  with 
itself:  it  alters  resolutions,  cbangelh  judgment, 
Immes  new  thoughts,  and  suppress^es  old  ones ; 
pulls  dawn  every  thing,  andre-buildeth  nothing; 
|n  short,  It  never  continocth  in  the  same  state." 
St.  Bernard.  Mcditat 

"Seest  thou  the  luminary  of  the  greater 
world  in  the  highest  pitch  of  meridian  glory ; 
where  it  continueth  not,  but  descends  in  the 
same  proportion  as  it  ascended  ?  Look  next  and 
consider  if  the  light  of  this  lower  world  is  more 
permanent?  Continuance  is  the  child  of  Eter- 
nity, and  not  of  Time."  Ex.  Vet.  Ascet 

IS  Tobit,  ch.  iii,  v.  17. 

1*  "  All  vices  wax  old  by  age :  oovetousness 
(and  ambition)  alone  grow  young." 

Ex.  Vet.  Ascet 

"  Why  are  earth  and  ashes  proud  ?  There  is 
not  a  more  wicked  thing  than  a  covetous  man : 
for  such  an  one  setteth  his  own  soul  to  sale,  be- 
cause, while  he  liveth,  he  casteth  away  bis 
bowels;"  ie.  is  a  stranger  to  compassion. 
^  Eodus.  oh.  z,  ▼.  9. 


Deceiving  none,  by  none  ensnar'd, 
O  Paraclete  ",  be  thou  my  guard. 
Patron  of  ev*ry  just  endeavour ! 
The  cross  of  Christ  is  man's  reward  »«: 
No  heights  obstruct,  no  depths  retard ; 
Christian  joys  are  joys  for  ever ! 


EULOGIUS;  OR,  THE  CHARITABLE 

MASON. 

AN  HISTORICAL  FABLE. 

TAKBN    FROM  THE   GREEK    OF   PAULI7S   SYLLOGUt, 
LIB.    III. 


•  Nos,  vilistmba,  cadncis 


Deservire  bonis,  semperque  optare  parati, 
Spargimur  in  casus.  Stat  Sylvae,  L  U. 

God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  those  which  we  desire. 
Dryd.  Palam.  &  Arc. 
Give  me  neither  poverty  nor  riches;  feed  m« 
with  food  convenient  for  me :  Lest  I  be  full 
and  deny  thee,  and  say,  Who  is  the  Lord  } 
Or  lest  I  be  poor  and  steal,  and  take  the  nam« 
of  my  God  in  vain.    Agur^s  Prayer. 

Prov.  ch.  xa,  v.  8,  9. 


IMTRODUCTION. 

Permit  me,  Stanhnpc',  as  I  form'd  thy  youth 
To  classic  taste  and  philosophic  truth. 
Once  more,  thy  kind  attention  to  engage. 
And,  dying,  leave  thee  comfort  for  old-age ; 
This  hist'ry  may  eternal  truths  suggest : — 
Pve  seen  thee  learned,    and  would  leave  the* 
One  grain  of  piety  avails  us  more  [blest  I 

Thau  Prussia's  laurels,  or  Potosi's  store. 

How  blindly  to  our  misery  we  run ;       [done  I 
Dup'd  by  £ilse  hopes,  and  by  our  pray*rs  un- 
We  want,  we  wish,  we  change,  we  change  agen  ; 
Yet  know  not  how  to  ask,  nor  what,  nor  when. 
Just  so,  misled  by  liquor,  diunkards  stray. 
They  know  they  have  a  road,  but  miss  their  way; 
Th*  existence  of  their  home  admits  no  doubt; 
Th'  uncertainty — is  where  to  find  it  out  >. 

*7  nAPAKAHTOZ:  The  Comforter;  the 
Holy  Spiriu  John,  ch.  xiv,  v.  16 — 26. 

Dryden  first  introduced  the  word  Paraclete 
into  the  English  language,  in  his  translation  of 
the  Hymn  Veni  Creator  Spiritus :  as  albo  in  his 
Critannia  Rediviva : 

Last  solemn  Sabbath  saw  the  church  attend ; 

The  Paraclete  in  fiery  pomp  descend. 

But,  when  his  wond'rous  octave  roil'd  again — 

1^  Rom.  ch.  viii,  v.  S9. 

*  Philip  Stanhope^  esq.  late  member  of  par- 
liament for  St.  German's  in  Coniwall,  and  at 
present  envoy  extraordinary  to  the  court  of 
Dresden  and  the  circle  of  Lower  Saxony,  &c. 
The  natural  son  of  lord  Chesterfield,  to  whom  his 
celebrated  letters  were  addressed. 

>  y  8B  tempori  illi  quando  non  deum  cognovimus  I 
August  Soliloq.  c  31. 
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ZimriaBk'd  wealth,  and  wealth  o'erturoM  his 
parts. —  [hearts. 

Parents  for  children  pray,    which  break  their 
Contractors,  agio-men,  for  villas  sigh; 
To  day  they  purchase,  and  to  morrow  die. 
Six  cubic  feet  of  earth  are  all  their  lot  * ; 
Moum'd  with  hypocrisy,  with  ease  forgot 
Their  Christian-heirs  the  pagan- rites  employ, 
And  give  the  fbn'ral  i licet  with  joy. 

Lelio  4  woold  be  tb'  Angelica  of  a  school ; 
Kneels  down  a  wit,  and  rises  up  a  fooL 
Weak  bands  affect  to  hold  the  statesman's  scale; 
As  well  the  shrimp  might  emulate  a  whale. — 
Clamb'ring,    with    stars   averse,    to  fortune's 

height 
Ambitious  Omri  rose,  and  droppM  down-right — 
His  paunch  too  heavy,  and  his  head  too  light 
Like  falPn  Salmoneus,  he  perceiv'd,  at  length. 
The  mean  hypocrisy  of  boasted  strength : 
To  deal  like  Dennis  his  vain  thunder  round. 
And  imitate  inimitable  sound. — 
Both  ways  deceitful  is  the  wine  of  powV, 
When  new,  His  heady,  and,  when  old,  'tis  sour, 
lanthe*  pray'd  for  beauty  j  luckless  maid!— 
An  idiot  mind  th'  angelic  form  betray 'd. 
Nature  profusely  deck'd  the  out-side  pile. 
But  sterv'd  the  poor  inhabitant  the  while. 
D' Avenant  implor'd  the  Muses  for  a  tongue : 
The  Muses  lent  him  theirs.     He  sweetly  sung ; 
And— (but  for  Milton^)    had  more  sweetly' 
swung.  lall  8, 

"  Learn  hence,''  he  cry'd,  "  my  merry  brethren 
Tybuf  n's  ag&ric  stanches  wit,  and  gall." 

Others  mount  Pegasus,  but  lose  their  seat : 
And  break  their  necks,  before  they  end  the  heat. 
Libanius  try'd  the  streams  of  eloquence,  [sense. 
But  plummet  deep  he  siihk,  unbuoyM  with 
Soocinas9  ask'd  the  '<  knack  of  plotting  treason 
Against  the  crown  and  dignity  of  reason  ^V* 

<  Hic  tibi  mortis  emnt  metes:  domus  alta 
sub  Ida, 
Lymessi  domus    alta :— Solo  Laurente  se- 
pulcrum.  Virg.  JEneid  Xil. 

'^  A  small  space  of  gfx)und  after  death  con- 
tains both  rich  and  poor.  Nature  pn)du(eth  us 
all  alike,  and  makes  no  distinction  at  death. 
Open  the  grave,  view  the  dead  bodies;  move 
the  ashes,  you  will  find  no  difference  between 
the  patrician  and  the  peasant,  except  thus  far; 
that  by  the  magnificence  of  the  tomb  of  the 
former  you  may  perceive  he  had  much  more  to 
resign  and  lose  than  the  latter." 

St  Ambrose. 

4  Late  lord  B**».  b  Doctor  Angelicus. 

<^  Milton  interceded,  and  saved  D'Avenant, 
when  he  was  a  state-prisoner  at  Cowes  castle  in 
the  isle  of  Wight,  anno  1650 :  D»AveDant,  in  re- 
tuni,  preserved  Milton  at  the  Restoratioo. 

y  Alluding  to  a  passage  in  Dryden :  "  A  man 
may  be  capable,  as  Jack  Ketch's  wife  said  of  his 
servant,  of  a  pUin  piece  of  work,  bar*  hanging ; 
but,  to  make  a  malefactor  die  sweetly,  was  cmly 
belonging  to  her  husband." 

Dedication  to  Juvenal. 
*  From  an  old  poem* 
'  A  Spanish  casuist 

^  Ugic :  so  defined  by  our  Tcnerable  poet 
francis  Qaarlea^  U38. 


By  his  own  art  th*  artificer  was  tiy'd, 

And  lawyers  beat  him  on  the  quibbling  side. 

Now  hasten,  poet,  to  begin  thy  song : 
'*  A  tale,"  says  Prior>  •«  ne'er  should  he  io0 

long." 
Ill-judgiogis  the  bard,  who  slacks  his  pace 
And  seeks  for  flow'rs,  when  he  should  run  tbt 

race; 
Or,  wand'ring  to  enchanted  castles,  sleeps 
On  beds  of  down  :  or  Cupid's  vigils  keeps; 
Whilst  the  main  action  is  by  pleasures  crost. 
And  the  first  purport  of  th»  advent  jre  lost 
Great  wits  may  scorn  the  dry  poetic  law ; 
Nor  from  the  critic,  but  from  Natiirp,  draw: 
Each  seeming  trip,  and  each  digressive  start. 
Displays  their  ease  the  more,  and  deep.plann*d 

art: 
(All  study'd  blandishments  t'  allure  the  heart) 
Like  Santueil's  "  stream,  gliding  thro'  flow'ry 

plains, 
Th'  effects  are  seen ;  the  source  unknown  re- 
mains. 

Im  ancient  thnes^  scarce   talk'd  of,   and  Icm 

known. 
When  pious  Justin  i  fill'd  the  eastern  tbrxxie 
In  a  small  dorp  « till  then  for  nothing  fam'd,' 
And  by  the  neighb'ring  swains  Thebais  nam'd, 
Eulogins  liv'd :  an  humble  mason  he ; 
In  nothing  rich,  but  virtuous  poverty. 
From  noise  and  riot  he  devoutly  kept, 
Sigh'd  with  the  sick,  and  with  the  mourner  wept- 
Half  his  eam'd  pittance  to  poor  neighbours  w^C( 
They  had  his  alms,  and  he  had  his  content 
Still  from  his  little  he  could  something  spai« 
To  feed  the  hungry,  and  to  clothe  the  bare. 
He  gave  whilst  aught  he  had,   and  knew  no 

bounds;  [pounds. 

The  poor  man's  drachma  stood  for  rich  men's 
He  learnt  with  patience,   and  with  meekness 

taught;    . 
His  life  was  but  the  comment  of  his  thought 
Hence,  ye  vain-glorious  Shaf tesburys,  allow 
That  men  had  more  religion  then  than  now. 
Whether  they  nearer  livM  to  the  blest  times 
W'hen  man's  Redeemer  bled  for  human  crimes  • 
Whether  the  hermits  of  the  desert  fraught         * 
With  living  practice,  by  example  taught; 
Or  whether,  with  transmissive  virtues  fir'd, 
(Which  Chrysostom sail-eloquent in^ir'd,) 
They  caught  the  sacred  flanie-«I  spare  to'say. 
Religion's  sun  still  shot  an  evening  ray. 
On  the  south  aspect  of  a  sloping  hill. 
Whose  skirts  meand'ring  Peneus  washes  still 
Our  pious  lab'rer  pass'd  his  youthful  days    ' 
In  peace  and  chanty,  in  pray'r  and  praise. 

*•  Alluding  to  his  famous  inscription : 

QusB  dat  aquas  saxo  letet  ho?pita  Nympha  sub 

imo^ 
Sic  tu,  cum  dederls  dona,  latere  velis. 

,    ^  Santol.  Fnem. 

■  About  the  year  nixvL 

^  Doip,  a  village,  or  more  properly  an  ham- 

T».      ^  .  Dryden. 

It  IS  a  German  word,  and  adopted  by  our  best 
writers  in  the  beginning  and  middle  ^  the  last 
century.  '^ 
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Ko  theatrei  of  oaks  aroand  him  rise, 

^iMse  roots  Earth's  centre  touch,  whose  heads 

the  skies : 
No  stately  larch-tree  there  expands  a  shade 
0*er  half  a  rood  <  of  Larissean  glade  : 
No  lofty  poplars  catch  the  murm'ring  hreeze, 
Which  l(^t'ring  whispers  on  the  cloud-capp'd 
Such  imag'ry  of  greatness  ill  became        [trees ; 
A  nameless  dwelling,  and  an  unknown  name !    . 
Instead  of  f^rest-monarchs,  and  their  train. 
The  unambitious  rose  bedecked  the  plain : 
1  nfoliate  cytisus  reatrain'd  its  boughs 
For  bumble  sheep  to  crop,  and  goats  to  browze. 
.  On  skirting  heights  thick  stood  the  clustering 
vine. 
And  here  and  there  the  sweet-Ieav*d  eglantine ; 
One  lilac  only,  with  a  statelier  grace. 
Presumed  to  claim  the  oak's  and  cedar's  place. 
And,  looking  round  him  with  a  monarch's  care. 
Spread  his  exalted  boughs  to  wave  in  air. 

This  spot,  for  dwelling  fit,  £ulogius  chose. 
And  in  a  month  a  decent  home-stall  ro^e, 
Something,  between  a  cottage  and  a  cell.— 
Yet  yirtue  here  could  sleep,  and  Peace  could 

dwell. 
From  living  stone,  (but  not  of  Parian  rocks) 
He  chipp'd  his  pavement,  and  he  squar'd  his 

blocks: 
And  then,  without  the  aid  of  neighbours'  art, 
Perfurm'd  the  carpenter's  and  glazier's  part. 
The  site  was  neither  granted  him,  nor  giv'n ; 
'Twas  Nature's  j    and  the  groiuid-rcnt  due  to 

Heav'n. 
Wife  he  had  none :  nor  had  he  love  to  spare ; 
An  aged  mother  wante<lall  his  care. 
They  thank'd  their  Maker  for  a  pittance  sent, 
Supp'd  on  a  turnip,  slept  upon  content. 

tour  rooms,  above,  below,  this  mansion  grac'd, 
With  whiU-wash  deckt,  and  river-sand  o*er-cast: 
The  first,  (forgive  my  verse  if  too  diffuse,) 
Pfirform'd  the  kitchen's  and  the  parlour's  use: 
The  second,  better  bolted  and  immur'd. 
From  wolves  his  out-door  family  secur'd: 
(For  he  bad  twice  three  kids,  besides  their  dams; 
A  cow,  a  spaniel,  and  two  fov'rile  lambs  :) 
A  third,  with  herbs  perfiim'd,  and  rushes  spread, 
Held,  for  his  mother's  use,  a  feather'd  bed  : 
Two  moss-matrasses  in  the  fourth  were  shown; 
One  for  himself,  for  friends  and  pilgrims  one. 
A  ground-plot  square  five  hives  of  bees  con- 
tains; 
Emblems  of  industry  and  virtuous  gains  4! 
Pilaster'd  jas'mines  'twixt  the  windows  grew, 
With  lavender  beneath,  and  sage  and  rue. 
Pulse  of  all  kinds  diffused  their  od'rouspow'rs, 
Where  Natui^  pencils  butterflies  >  on  flow'rs : 
Nor  were  the  cole-worts*  wanting,  nor  the  root 
Which  after-ages  call  Hybernian  fruit: 
There,  at  a  wish,  roucKchamumile  washad; 
(The  conscience  of  man's  stomach  good  or  bad ;) 
Spoon-wort^  was  there,  scorbutics  to  supply; 
Aiid  centaury  to  clear  the  jaundic'd  eye; 

*  See  note  12. 

4  Nullos,  cum  per  coelum  licnit,  oUo  periit 
dies.  Plin.  Hist  Natural,  L  1. 

s  All  leguminous  plants  are,  as  the  learned 
^y,  .papilionaceous,  or  bear  butterflied  flowers. 

<><>ochlearia.  Spoon- wort  is  the  old  English 
vord  for  scurvy-grass. 


And  that  7,  which  on  the  Baptist's  vigil  sends 
To  nymphs  and  swains  the  vision  of  their  friends. 
Else  phyncal  and  kitchen-plants  alone 
His  skill  acknowledge,  and  his  culture  own. 
Each  herb  he  knew,  that  works  or  good  or  ill. 
More  leam'd  than  Mesva  *, .  half  as  leam'd  ai 

Hill; 
For  great  the  man,  and  useful  without  doubt. 
Who  seasons  pottage— or  expells  the  gout; 
Whose  science  keeps  life  in,  and  kee^  deatH 
out! 
No  flesh  from  market^townsour  peasant  sought; 
He  rear'd  his  frugal  meat,  but  never  bought : 
A  kid  sometimes  for  festivals  he  slew : 
The  choicer  part  was  his  sick  neighbour's  due: 
Two  bacon-fiitches  made  his  Sunday's  cheer ; 
Some  the  poor  had,  and  some  out-liv'd  the  year: 
For  roots  and  herbage,  (rais'd  at  hours  to  spare) 
With  humble  milk,  oompoe'd  bis  usual  fare. 
(The  poor  man  then  a^as  rich,  and  liv'd  with  glee; 
Each  barley-head  un-taxt,  and  day-light  firee  :) 
All  had  a  part  in  all  the  rest  could  spare. 
The  common  water  9,  and  the  common  air  ^* 
Meanwhile  God's  blessings  made  Eulogiut 
thrive. 
The  happiest,  most  contented  man  alive, 
His  conscience  cheer'd  him  with  a  life  well  spent* 
His  prudence  a  superfluous  something  lent. 
Which  made  the  poor  who  took,  and  poor  who 

gave,  content. 
Alternate  were  his  labours  and  his  rtet. 
For  ever  blessing,  and  for  ever  blest. 
Such  kindness  left  men  nothing  to  require. 
Prevented  wishing,  and  out-rau  desire. 
He  sought,  not  to  prolong  poor  lives,  but  save  t 
And  that  which  others  lend,  he  always  gave. 
Us'ry,  a  canker  in  fair  virtue's  rose. 
Corrodes,  and  blasts  the  blossom  e'er  it  blows: 
So  fierce,  O  Lucre,  and  so  keen  thy  «;dge : 
Thou  tak'st  the  poor  man's  mill-stones  for  a 
pledge  HI 
Ensebius,  hermit  of  a  neighb'ring  cell,  [well : 
His  brother  Christian  mark'd,    and  knew  him 
With  zeal  un-envying,  and  with  transport  fir'd. 
Beheld  him,  prais'd  him,  lov'd  him,  and  admir'd. 
Convinc'd,  that  noiseless  piety  might  dwell 
in  secular  retreats,  and  fiourish  welt; 
And  that  Heav'n's  king  (so  great  a  master  He) 
Had  servants  ev'ry  where,  of  each  degree. 
•*  All-gracious  Pow'r,"  he  cries,  "  for  forty  year* 
I've  liv'd  an  anchorcte  in  pray'rs  and  tears : 

7  In  imitation  of  Virgil ; 

«  ■  Conon,  &  quisfuit  alter 

Descripsit  radio  ?  &c." 

^  An  Arabian  physician,   well  skilled  in  bo- 
tany. 

9  Quid  prohibietis  aquas?   Usus  communis 

aquarum  est.  Ovid.  Met 

*o—  Et  cunctis  nndamqne  auramquc 
patentem.  Virg.  Est,  vii. 


But  O^d  is  still  more  explicite;  Met.  L 


-  Campum 


Communemque  prius,  oeu  lumina  soils,  fc 
auras. 

11  «  No  man  shall  take  the  nether  or  upper 
mill-stone  to  pledge;  for  he  taketh  a  man's  lifo 
to  pledge."  Deut.  ch.  soiT,  ▼•  6p 
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Yod'  spriog,  which  bubbles  from  the  moantain's 
Has  all  the  luxury  of  thirst  supply 'd :         [side. 
The  roots  of  thistles  hare  my  hunger  fed, 
Two  roods  *2  of  culturM  barley  give  me  6read. 
A  rock  my  pillow,  and  green  moss  my  bed. 
The  midnight  clock  attests  my  fervent  pray'rs, 
The  rising  Sun  my  orisons  <leclares. 
The  iive-Iong  day  my  aspiration  knows, 
And  with  the  setting  Sun  my  vespers  close ! 
Thy  truth,  my  hope :  thy  Providence,  my  guard: 
Thy  grace,  my  strength :    thy  Heav'n,  my  last 

reward ! 
But,  self-devoted  from  the  prime  of  youth 
To  life  sequestered,  and  ascetic  truth, 
With  fasting  mortify 'd,  worn  out  with  tears, 
And  bent  beneath  the  load  of  seventy  years, 
I  nothing  from  my  industry  can  gain 
To  ease  the  poor  man's  wants,  or  sick  man's 
My  garden  takes  up  half  my  daily  care,  [pain: 
And  my  field  asks  the  minutes  I  can  spare ; 
While  blest  Eulogius  from  his  pittance  gives 
The  better  half,  and  in  true  practice  Jives. 
Heav'n  is  but  cheaply  servM  with  words  and 
I  want  that  gh>rious  virtue — to  bestow !     [show. 
True  Christianity  depends  on  fact: 
Religion  is  not  theory,  but  act 
Men,  seraphs,  all,  Eulogius'  praise  proclaim. 
Who  lends  both  sight  and  feet  to  blind  and  lame: 
Who  sooths  th*  asperity  of  hunger's  sighs. 
And  dissipates  the  tear  from  mournful  eyes ; 
Pilgrims  or  wand'ring  angels  entertains  ^ 
Like  pious  Abraham  on  Mamre's  plains. 
Ev'n  tp  brute  beasts  his  righteous  care  extends'^. 
He  feels  their  soff'rings,   and  their  wants  be- 
friends i 
From  one  small  source  so  many  bounties  spring. 
We  lose  the  peasant,  and  suppose  a  king ; 
A  king  of  Heav'n's  oun  stamp,  not  vulgar  make ; 
Blesaeid  in  giving,  and  averse  to  take  1 
Not  such  my  iww'r!  Half-useless   doopi'd  to 
Pray'rs  and  advice  are  all  I  have  to  give :    [live. 
But  all,  whate'fr  my  means  or  strength  deny, 
The  virtues  of  Eulogius  can  supply. 
Each,  in  the  compass  of  his  pow'r,  he  serves; 
Nor  ever  from  his  gen'rous  purpose  swen-es: 
Ev'n  enemies  to  his  protection  rvn, 
Sure  of  his  light,  as  of  the  rising  Sun. 
What  pity  is  it  that  so  great  a  soul. 
An  heart  so  bountiful,  should  feel  control  ? 
Warm  in  itself,  by  icy  fbitune  dampt. 
And  in  the  effort  of  exertion  crampt ; 
Beneficent  to  all  men,  just,  and  true : 
As  Nature  bounteous,  and  impartial  too. 
Thus  sometimes  have  I  seen  an  angel's  mind 
In  a  weak  body  wretchedly  confin'd ; 
A  mind,  O  Constantine,  which  from  thy  throne 
Can  take  no  honours,  and  yet  add  her  own ! 
**  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Heav'n,  and  grant 
my  pray'r; 
Make  yonder  man  the  fav'rite  of  thy  care : 
Nourish  the  plant  with  thy  celestial  dew. 
Like  manna  let  it  fall,  and  still  be  new : 
Expand  the  blossoms  of  his  gen'rous  mind. 
Till  the  rich  odour  reaches  half  mankind. 

>>  Two  roods,  i.  e.  half  an  acre. 
13  •<  •fhe  righteous  man  regardeth  the  life  of 
his  beast,"  Prov.  ch.  xii,  y.  10. 


Give  him  Bizantium's    wealth,  which    uielesi 

shines, 
Sicilian  plenty,  and  the  Indian  mines; 
Instf^ad  of  Pencus,  let  Pactolus  lave 
His  garden's  precincts  with  a  golden  wave; 
Then  may  his  sonl  its  frce-bom  range  enjoy. 
Give  de<»d  to  will,  and  ev'ry  pow'r  employ : 
In  him  the  sick  a  second  Luke  shall  find ; 
Orphans  and  widow;;,  to  his  care  consign'd. 
Shall  bless  the  father,  and  the  husband  kind : 
Just  steward  of  the  bounty  he  receiv'd. 
And  dying  poorer  than  the  poor  reliev'd  !'* 

So  pray'd  he,  whilst  an  angel's  voice  from 
high 
Bade  him  surcease  to  importune  the  sky : 
Fate  stopp'd  his  ears  in  an  ill-omen'd  day, 
And  the  winds  bore  the  warning  sounds  away; 
Wild  iodistinction  did  their  place  supply; 
Half  heard,  half  lost,  th'  imperfect  accents  die. 
Little  foresaw  he  that  th'  Almighty  Pow'r, 
Who  feeds  the  faithful  at  his  chosen  hour. 
Consults  not  taste,  but  wholesomeness  of  food. 
Nor  means  to  please  their  sense,  butdotbem 
Great  was  the  miracle,  and  fitter  too,       [good. 
When  draughts   from    Cberith's  brook   Elijah 

drew*^- 
And  wing'd  purveyors  his  sharp  hunger  fed 
With  fi-ugal  scraps  of  flesh,  and  maslin-bread  '^. 
On  quails  the  humble  prophet's  pride  might 

swell, 
And  high  fed  lux'ry  prompt  him  to  rebell. 

Nor  dreamt  our  anchorete,  that,  if  his  friend 
Should  reach,  O  virtuous  Poverty !  thy  end. 
That  conscience  and  religion  soon  might  fly 
To  some  forsaken  clime  and  distant  sky. 

Ign'rant  of  happiness,  and  blind  to  ruin. 
How  oft  are  our  petitions  our  undoing  ! 

Jephtha,  with  grateful  sense  of  vict'ry  fir'd. 
Made  a  rash  vow,  and  thought  the  vow  inspired : 
In  piety  the  first,  his  daughter  ran. 
To  hail  with  duteous  voice  the  conq'ring  man : 
Well  meaning,  but  unconscious  of  her  doom. 
She  sought  a  blessing,  and  she  found  a  tomb  '^  I 

^*  1  Kings,  ch.  xvii,  v.  4,  &c. 

'^  Maslin  bread,  i.  e.  misqellane,  or  miscella- 
neous bread,  an  ancient  English  word,  given  to 
a  plain  sort  of  household  bread.  When  people 
in  a  middling  station  used  it,  they  generally 
mixed  two  gallons  of  oats  and  rye  with  six  gal- 
lons of  wheat.  The  poorer  people  mixed  in 
equal  quantities  wheat,  barley,  oats,  rye,  budc- 
wheat,  pulse,  &c.  But  such  is  the  luxury  of  the 
present  age  (even  amongst  the  poor)  that  not  only 
the  thing  but  the  very  name  is  forgotten  ;  and  a 
preference  given  to  a  whiter,  but  more  unwhole- 
some sort  of  bread,  if  alum  enters  into  the  com- 
position ;  which,  indeed,  cannot  be  concealed. 

One  of  the  first  cares  of  a  prime-minister  (who 
ought  also  to  be  considered  as  proveditor-general 
of  a  kingdom}  is  to  see  the  people  supplied  witl^ 
bread,  of  an  wholesome  nature,  at  as  reasonable 
a  price  as  possible. 

Hence  the  great  Gustavus  used  to  say,  *'That 
it  required  more  talents  to  feed  a  large  army 
in  the  field,  upon  easy  terms,  in  times  of  war: 
than  to  conduct  the  fighting  part." 

^^Judge8»ch.ii,v.31, 
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The  Pow»r  Supreme,  (my  author  so  declares) 
Heard  with  ooncem  the  erring  hermit's  pray'rs ; 
Heard  disapproviug ;  but  at  leogth  inclin'd 
To  give  a  living  lesson  to  mankind  ; 
That  men  thenoe-fbrward  should  submissive  lire; 
And  leave  omniscience  the  iree  pow'r  to  give;^- 
For  wealth  or  povertv,  on  man  bestow'd. 
Alike «re  blessings  from  the  band  of  God! 
How  often  is  the  soul  ensnar'd  by  health  ? 
How  poor  in  virtue  is  the  man  of  wealth. 

The  hermit's  pray  V  pennittAd,  not  approved  3 
Soon  in  an  higher  sphere  Eulogius  mov'd : 
Each  sluice  of  affluent  fortune  opened  soon, . 
^nd  wealth  flow'd  in  at  morning,  night,   and 
noon. 

One  day,  in  turning  some  uncultured  ground, 
( (n  hopes  a  fiee-stone  quarry  might  be  found) 
His  mattock  met  resistance,  and  behold 
A  cask*jt  burst,  with  di'monds  fiU'd  and  gold. 
He  cramm*d  his  pockets  with  the  precious  store, 
And  ev'ry  night  reviewed  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
Till  a  gay  conscious  pride,  unknown  as  yet, 
Toach'd  a  vain  heart,  and  taught  it  to  forget: 
And,  what  still  more  his  staggering  virtue  try'd^ 
His  mother,  tnt'ress  of  that  virtue,  dy'd.* 

A  neighboring  matron,  not  unknown  to  fame, 
(Historians  give  her  Teraihinta*8  name,) 
The  parent  of  the  needy  and  distressed. 
With  large  demesnes  and  well-sav'd  treasure 
blest ;  [store 

(For  like  th'  Egyptian  prince  *'  she  hoarded 
To  feed  at  periodic  dearths  the  poor ;) 
This  matron,  whiten'd  with  good  works  and  age, 
Approach'd  the  sabbath  of  her  pilgrimage ; 
Her  spirit  to  himself  th'  Almighty  drew  f^— 
Bre^th'd  on  th'  alembic,  an<l  exhal'd  the  dew. 
In  souls  prepar'd,  the  passage  is  a  breath 
From  time  t'etemity,  from  life  to  death  >d. 
But  first,  to  make  the  poor  her  future  care. 
She  led  the  good  Eulogius  for  her  heir. 

Who  but  Eulogius  now  exults  for  joy  ? 
New  thoughts,  new  hopes,  new  views  his  mind 

employ. 
Pride'push'd  forth  buds  at  ev'ry  branching  shoot. 
And  virtue  shrunk  almost  beneath  the  root« 
liigh-rais'd    on  fortune's  hill,    new    Alps    he 

spies. 
Overshoots  the  valley  which  beneath  him  lies. 
Forgets  the  depths  between,  and  travels  with  his 
eyes. 

The  tempter  saw  the  danger  in  a  trice, 
(For  the  man  siidder'd  upon  fortune's  ice:) 
And,  baying  found  a  corpse  half-dead,  half.warm, 
Keviv'd  it,  and  assum'd  a  courtier's  form : 
Swift  toThebais  urg'd  his  airy  flight ; 
And  measur'd  half  the  globe  in  half  a  night. 

Wiih  flowing  manners  exquisitely  feigii*d> 
And  accent  soft,  he  soon  admission  gain'd : 
Surveyed  each  outrwork  well,  and  mark'd  apart 
Each  winding  avenue  that  reach'd  the  heart; 

•»  Gen.  cK.  xli,  ▼.  35,  tc 

"•  *'  Tne  time  in  which  we  now  live  is  borroir- 
ed  from  the  space  of  our  existence :  what  is  past 
11  dead  aud  vanished;  what  remaifteth  is  daily 
made  less  and  less;  insomuch  that  the  whole 
time  of  oar  life  is  nothing  but  a  passage  to  death." 
St.  Aognst.  de  Civftat»  Dei,  X* 

rOL.  XYI. 


Displaying,  like  th'  illusive  fiend  of  old, 
I'hrones  deckt  with  gems,  and  realms  of  living 
Bad  spirits  oft  intrude  upon  the  good  ;    [gold  ^^« 
Adonis'  grot  near  Christ's  presepio  stood  "•. 

Th'  artificer  of  fraud,  (tho'  here  he  feil'd,) 
Straight  changed  approaches,and  the  ear  assail'd; 
This  only  chink  accessible  he  finds; 
For  flatt'ry's  oil  pervades  ev'n  virtuous  nunds. 
Virtue,  like  towns  well-fortify'd  by  art. 
Has  (spite  of  fore-sight)  one  deficient  part. 

With  lenient  artifice,  and  fluent  tongue, 
(For  on  his  lips  the  dews  of  HybU  hung,) 
Libonius  like ^i,, he  play'd  the  sophist's  part. 
And  by  soft  marches  stole  upon  the  heart : 
Maintain 'd  that  station,  gave  new  birth  to  sense. 
And  cali'd  forth  mahners/  courage,  eloquence : 
Then  touch'd  with  spritely  dashes  here  and  there, 
(CSorrectly  strong,  yet  seeming  void  of  care,) 
The  master-topic,  which  may  most  men  move, 
I'he  charms  of  beauty  and  the  joys  of  love ! 
■  Eulogius  foultered  at  the  first  alarms. 
And  soon  the  'waken'd  passions  buzzM  to  arms; 
Nature  the  clam'rous  bell  of  discord  rung. 
And  vices  from  dark  caverns  swift  up-sprung. 
So,  when  Hellas  monarch  did  his  summons  make^ 
The  shimb'ring  demons  started  from  the  lake. 

Eulogius  saw  with  pride,  or  seem'd  to  see, 
(Not  yet  in  act,  but  in  the  pow'r  to  be,) 
Great  merit  lurking  dormant  in  his  mind : 
He  had  been  negligent — ^but  Nature  kind: 
Till  by  degrees  the  vain,  deluded  elf, 
Grew  out  of  humour  with  his  former  self. 
He  thought  his  cottage  small,  and  built  in  haste; 
It  had  convenience  but  it  wanted  taste. 
His  mien  was  awkward ;  graces  he  had  none  ; 
Provincial  were  his  notions  and  his  tone; 
His  manners  emblems  of  his  own  rough  stone* 

Then,  slavish  copyist  of  his  copying  friend. 
He  ap'd  him  without  skill,  and  without  end  : 
Larissa's  gutturals  conTuts'd  his  throat ; 
He  smooth'd  his  voice  to  the  Biz&ntine  noteu 
With  courtly  suppleness  unf  url'd  his  face ; 
Or  screw'd  it  to  the  bonne  mine  of  grimace; 
With  dignity  he  sneez'd,  and  cough'd  with  grace, 
Th& phtu  mason  onecy  had  time  no  more 
To  mark  the  wants  and  mis'ry  of  the  poor ! 
Suspicious  thoughts  his  pensive  miud  employ, 
A  sullen  gratitude,  and  clouded  joy.  '  ' 

In  days  of  poverty  his  heart  was  light; 
He  sung  his  hymns  at  morning,  noon,  and  night. 
Want  sharpens  poesy, ,  and  grief  arloms ; 
The   Spink  ^'s  chants  sweetest   ia  a  hedge  of 
thorns  *3. 

i9t.Iatth.  ch.  V,  V.  8. 

^^  See  Sandys's  Travels  into  the  Holy  Land,  fo» 
lio,  p..  138. 

Prcsepio  is  an  Italian  word,  taken  firom  tha 
Latin,  and  signifies  a  stable  or  manger.  It  is  now 
become  a  term  of  art,  and  denotes  any  picture, 
drawing,  or  print,  where  Christ  is  represented  as 
bom  in  a  stable  or  lying  in  the  manger. 

2^  A  famous  Greek  rhetorician  in  the  fourth 
century,  whose  orations  are  still  extant 

"^  Spink,  the  old  poetical  name  for  finches  of 
every  sort.  See  Country  Farm,  by  Surflet  aud 
Markham,  folio,  printed  in  1616. 

»  Sic  Orig. 
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Tir'd  of  an  house  too  little  for  his  pride, 
Tir»d  of  himself,  and  country  friends  beside. 
He  sometimes  thought  io  build  a  mansioD,  fit 
For  state,  and  people  it  with  men  of  wit ; 
Knowing  ^by  fame)  small  poets,  small  musi- 
cians, 
Small  painters,  and  still  smaller  politicians ; 
Nor  was  the  fee  of  ten-score  mine  wanting, 
To  purchase  taste  in  building  and  in  planting. 

A  critic  too  he  was,  and  rul'd  the  stage  j 
The  fashionable  judgment  ^*  of  his  age: 
When  Crito  once  a  panegyric  sbow'd. 
He  beat  him  with  the  staff  ^  of  h-s  own  ode. 
• '  Ah,  what !"   (he  cry'd,)  «  are  Pindar's  flights 

tome? 
I  love  soft  home-made  sing-song,  duty  free. 
Write  me  the  style  that  \orA»  and  ladies  speak ; 
Or  give  me  pastorals  in  Doric  Qreek : 
1  read  not  for  instruction,  but  for  ease  ; 
The  opium  of  the  pen  is  sure  to  please^ 
Where  limpid  -streams  are  clear,  and  sun-shine 
bright;  [unite: 

wliere  woos    and  coos,   and  loves  and  doves 
Where  simply  married  ejiithets  arc  seen,  . 
With  gentle  Hyphen  keeping  peace  between. 
Whipt  cream ;  unfortiiy' d  with  wine  or  sense ! 
Froth'd  by  the  slatten-mnse,  Jndiiffereuce ; 
And  deck'd  (as  after-ages  mpfe  shall  see) 
With  poor  hedge-flowers,  y-clept  Simplicity ! 
Pert,  and  yet  dull;  tawdry  and  mean  withall ; 
Fools  for  the  future  will  it  Nature  call/' 

He  learnt  his  whims,  and  high-flown  notions 
too, 
Such  as  fine  men  adopt,  and  fine  men  rue ; 
(Meer  singularity  Ihe  point  in  view.) 
Julian  with  him  was  statesman,  bard,  and  wit ; 
Julian,  who  ten  times  miss'd,  and  one  time  hit; 
Who  reasoned  blindly,  and  more  blindly  writ 
Julian,  who  lov'd  each  sober  mind  to  shock ; — 
Who  laugh'd  at  Ood,  and  offered  to  a  Cbck. 

Heleam'd  no  small  regard  for  Arius  too : 
And  hinted  what — nor  he,  nor  Arius  knew. 
But  most  (as  did  his  pregnant  parts  become) 
He  lov'dth'  old  pogeantry  of  Pagan  Rome. 
Pompous  idolatry  with  him  was  fashion ; 
Nay,  he  once  dn'am'd  of  transubstaniiation. — 

Now,Mose,  return,  and  tread  thy  course  again; 
I  only  tell  the  story  of  a  Fwain. 

Pirasmus  (for  that  name  the  demon  bore 
Who  nurs'd  our  spark  in  fashionable  lore) 
Lik'd  well  this  way- ward  vanity  of  mind, 
But  thought  a  country-stage  a  niche  con6n*d ; 
Too  cold  for  lux'iy,  nor  to  folly  kind : 
Bizantium's  hot-bed  better  serv*d  his  use, 
The  soil  less  stubborn,  and  more  rank  thejuice. 

"My  lord,"    he  cries,   (With  lo6ks  and  tone 
composed, 
Whilst  he  the  mischief  of  his  soul  disclosed) 
**  Forgive  me,  if  that  title  T  afford 
To  one,  whom  nature  meant  to  be  a  lord ; 
How  ill  mean  neighbdurhood  your  genius  suits  ? 
To  live  like  Adam  'midst  an  herd  of  brutes  1 

^Critics  in  the  reign  of  Charies  II.  called 
themselves  jiMlgments.     Hence  Dryden  says, 

A  brother-judgment  spare. 

He  is,  like  you,  a  ^tery  wolf,  or  bear. 
«  Staff,  i.  e.  Stanza.    See  Shakespeare,  Cow- 
ley, and  Drydetfs  Rival  ^^adies.  Act  I,  sc  2. 


I^eave  the  meer  country  to  meer  6oiftitry-«wa1ns/ 
And  dwell  where  life  in  all  life's  glory  reigns. 

"At  six  hours*  distance  finm  Bizahtiuro's  walb, 
(Where  Bosphoms  into  the  Euxine  ftdls) 
In  a  gay  district,  calPd  th'  Elysian  Valc«, 
A'fumish'd  villa  stands,  propo^d  fiir  sale : 
Thither,  for  summer  shade,  the  great  resoK ; 
Each  nymph  a  goddess,  and  each  house  a  court: 
Be  master  of  the  happier  Lares  there. 
And  taste  life's  grandeur  in  a  rural  air." 

He  spoke.    £alog)us  readily  agree<l. 
And  sign*d  with  eager  joy  the  purchase-deed. 
Div'd  in  the  Theban  vales  an  homft^pun  swain. 
And  rase  a  tawdry  ibp  in  Asia's  plain. 
Dame  Nature  gave  him  comeliness  and  health, 
And  Fortune  (for  a  pass-port)  gave  him  wealth. 
The  beaux  extoU'd  him,  the  coquets  approved; 
For  a  rich  coxcomb  is  by  instinct  lov'd. 

Swift  Atalanto  (as  the  story's  told^^ 
Pelt  her  fieet  bird-lim'd  to  the  earth  #ith  gold : 
The  youth  »  bad  wealth,   with  na  unpleasing 

fece; 
That,  and  the  golden  apples,  won  the  race: 
Had  he  been  swifter  than  the  swiftest  wind. 
And  a  poor  wit,— he  still  had  sigh'd  behind.— 

Here   Satin  vanished:— he  had  firesh  oom- 
mands— ' 
And  kiiew,  his  pupil  was  in  able  bands. 

And  now  the  treasure  found,  and   matron's 
store. 
Sought  other  objects  than  the  tatter'd  poor. 
Part  to  humiliated  Apicius  went, 
A  part  bo  gaming  confessors  was  lent. 
And  part,  O  virtuous  Thais,  paid  thy  rentt 
Poor  fblks  have  leisure  hours  to  fast  and  pray. 
Our  rich  man^s  bus'ness  lay  another  way  : 
No  farther  Intercourse  with  Heav'n  had  he. 
But  left  good  works  to  rten  of  low  degree  : 
Warm  as  him9<  If  pronoonc'd  each  ragged  man^ 
And  bade  distress  to  prosper  as  it  can  : 
Till,  grown  obdurate  by  meer  dint  of  time, 
He  deem'd  all   poor  men  rogues,  and  want  a 
crime  '^» 

By  chance  he  ancient  atnities  forgot, . 
Or  eke  expung'd  them  with  one  wilful  blot : 
Nor  knew  he  God  nor  man,  nor  fisith  nor  friends. 
But  for  by-purposes  and  worldly  ends. 
No  single  circumstance  his  mind  dismayM, 
But  his  low  extract,  and  once  humble  trade ; 
These  thoughts  he  strove  to  bury  in  expense. 
Rich  meat,  rich  wines,  and  vain  magnificence : 
Weak  as  the  Roman  chief,  who  strove  to  hide 
His  other's  cot,  (and  once  his  father's  pride,) 

26  Sic  Grig. 

^  Ovid.  Met.  1.  x,  v.  C6o. 

^  Hippomenes. 

39  "  Why  dost  thou  doat  our  the  image  of  a 
king  stamped  on' coin,  and  despisest  the  image 
of  Ood  that  shines  in  human  tiature  >** 

St.  August. 

Minutius  Felix  addresses  himself  very  patfae. 
tically  to  great  and  opulent  men  devoid  of  cfaa-^ 
rity  and  alm»;gi)riog: 

"  A  mao^  says  he,  "  asks  bread  of  yov%-- 
Whilst  your  horses  champ  upon  bridles  whose 
bits  are  gilt  with  gold,  the  people  die  with  bun- 
get :— whereat  one  of  your  diamonds  might  save 
the  lives  of  an  hundred  familiesr'* 
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By  casing  a  low  shed  of  rural  tnoald 

With  marble  walls,  and  roof  adoro'd  with  gold^. 

Who  but  Eulogias  now  is  prais'd  and  known, 
The  very  ignii  fatuos  of  the  town  ? 
Our  ready  scholar  in  a  single  year 
Could  lie,  furget,  swear,  flatter,  and  forswear  3>. 
Jtough  to  the  tim'rous,  timid  with  the  brave, 
'Midst  wits  a  witling,  and  with  knaves  a'knave. 

Fame,  not  contented  with  her  broad  high  way, 
Delights,fbr  change,  thro*  private  paths  to  stray; 
iind,  wand'ring  to  the  hermit's  distant  cell, 
VounhsaPd  Eulogius'  history  to  tell. 

At  night  a  dream  confirm'd  the  hermit  more; 
He  started,  scream'd,  and  sweat  from  ev'ry  pore. 
He  dreamM  that  on  his  throne  th'  Almighty  sate 
In  th'  awful  valley  of  Jehoshaphat  32, 
M'here,  underneath  a  spreading  cedar's  shade. 
He  'spy'd  his  friend  on  beds  of  roses  laid ; 
Hound  him  a  crowd  of  threatening  furies  stands. 
With  instruments  of  vengeance  in  their  hands. 

llie  judge  supreme  soon  capita  stedfast  eye, 
(Stem,  yet  attempered  with  benignity,) 
On  the  rash  htrrmit ;  who  with  impious  pray  V, 
Had  bee  a  the  8pon«)r  of  another's  care. 
"  Wretch',   thou  art  lost  in  part,   and  in  the 

whole ! 
Is  this  the  mortgage  for  thy  brother's  soul?" 

An  apoplex  of  dread  Euseblus  shook : 
Despairing  Judas  glar'd  in  all  his  look, 
Trembling  he  fell  before  th'  Almighty-throne; 
Importunate  as  Abraham  ^  t'attone 
For  others'  crimes :  "  O  Pow'r  Supreme,"  said 
he,  [see: 

**  Grant  me,.once  more,  th'  ungiateful  wretch  to 
Suspend  thy  doom  till  then  :  on  Christian  ground 
No  graceless  monster,  like  my  friend,  is  found.'' 

He  spoke,  andwak'd  aghast :  he  tore  his  hair, 
And  rent  his  sack-doth  garments  in  despair; 
Walked  to  Constantinople,  and  inquir'd 
Of  all  he  met ;  at  length  the  house  desir'd 
By  chance  he  found,  but  no  admission  gaiu'd ; 
A  Thraciau  slave  the  porter's  place  maintain'd, 
(Sworn  foe  to  thread-bare  suppliants,)  and  with 

pride 
His  master's  presence,  nay,  his  name,  denjr^. 

There  walk'd  Gusebius  at  the  dawn  of  light. 
There  walk'd  at  noon,  and  there  he  walk'd  at 

night. 
In  vain.— At  length,  by  Providence's  care. 
He  found  the  door  unclos'd,  nor  servants  near. 
He  enter'd,  and  thro'  sev*ral  rooms  of  state 
iHiss'd  gently;  in  the  last  Rnlogius  sate. 
**  Old  man,   good  monow,"  the  gay  courtier 

cry'd; 
^  Ood  give  yon  grace,  my  aon,"  the  sire  replsr'd; 

»SJcOrig. 

31  "  Those  who  are  accustomed  to  swear  of- 
ten may  sometimes  by  chance  happen  to  for- 
swear :  as  he  that  indulges  his  tongue  in  talking 
frequently  speaks  that  which  he  blushes  for  in 
aiience."  St  Chrysost 

Again,  St  Jerom  adds,  '*  Let  thy  tongue  be  a 
stronger  to  Ijring  and  swearing ;  on  the  contrary, 
let  the  love  of  truth  be  so  strongly  in 'thee,  that 
thou  countest  whatever  thou  sayest  to  bf  sealed 
with  an  oath." 

.3«  Joel,  ch.iii,'  v.  12. 

33  Qen.  ch.  xviii,  v.  S9— 39. 


And  then,  in  terms  as  moving  and  as  strong, 
As  clear,  as  ever  fell  from  angel*s  tongue. 
Besought,  reprov'd,  exhorted,  and  oondemn'd:^- 
Eulogius  knew  him,  and  tho'  known,  contemn'd. 

The  hermit  then  assum'd  a  bolder  toiie; 
His  rage  was  kindled,  and  his  patience  gone. 
"  Without  respect  to  titles  or  to  place, 
I  call  thee"  (adds  he)  "  miscreant  to  thy  iace« 
My  pray'rs  drew  down  Heaven's  lx>unty  on  thy 
And  in  an  evil  hour  my  wishes  sped.         [head. 
Ingratitude's  black  curse  thy  steps  attend. 
Monster  to  God,  and  faithless  to  thy  friend !" 
.   With  all  the  rage  of  an  insulted  man  . 
The  courtier  call'd  his  slaves,  who  swiftly  ran  ; 
**  Androtion,  Geta,  seize  this  aged*ibol. 
See  him  well-scourg'd,  and  send  him  back  to 

school. 
Teach  the  old  chronicle,  in  future  limes 
To  bear  no  mem'ry  but  of  poor  rogues'  crimes. '  * 
The  hermit  took  the  chastisement,  and  went 
Back  to  Thebaisfull  of  discontent ; 
Saw  his  once  impious  rashness  more  and  more. 
And,  victim  to  convinc'd  contrition,  bore 
With  Christian  thankfulness  the  marks  he  wore. 
And  then  on  bended  knees  with  tears  and  sighs 
He  thus  invok'd  the  Ruler  of  the  skies : 
**  My  late  request.  All-gracious  Pow'r,  forgive  ! 
And— 4hat  yon  miscreant  may  repent,  and  live, 
Give  him  that  poverty  which  suits  him  best, 
And  leave  disgrace  and  grief  to  work  the  rest." 

So  pray'd  the  hermit,  and  with  reason  pray'd. 
Some  plants  the  sun -shine  ask,  and  some  the 
shade.  [bloom 

At  night  the  nu re-trees  spread,  but  check  their 
At  mom,  and  lose  their  verdure  and  perfume. 
The  virtues  of  most  men  will  only  bk>w. 
Like  coy  auriculas,  in  Alpine  snow  ^  ; 
Transplant  them  to  the  equinoctial  line. 
Their  vigour  sickens,  and  their  tints  decline.— 
Heav'n  to  its  predilected  children  granU 
The  middle  space  'twixt  opulence  and  wants. 
Meanwhile  Eulogius,  un-abash'd  and  gay, 
Pursu'd  his  courtly  track  without  dismay : 
Remorse  was  hood-wink'd*,  conscience  charm'd 

away. 
Reason  the  felon  of  herself  was  made. 
And  Nature's  substance  hid  by  Nature's  shade ! 
Our  fine  tean,  now  completed,  quickly  found 
Congenial  firiends  in  Asiatic  ground. 
Th'  advent'rous  pilot/in  a  single  year 
I^am'd  his  state-cock-boat  dextrously  to  steer; 
Versatile,  and  sharp-piercing  like  a  screw. 
Made  good  th'  old  passage,  and  stilt  forc'd  a  new : 
For,  just  as  int'rest  whitaed  on  his  mind* 
He  Anatolians  left,  or  Thracians  join'd; 
Caught  ev'ry  breeze,  and  sail'd  with  ev'ry  tide ; 
But  still  was  mindful  of  the  lee-ward  side : 
Still  mark'd  the  pinnacle  of  fortune's  height. 
And  bark'd — to  be  made  tum^it  of  the  state. 
By  other  arts  he  learns  the  knack  to  thrive  ; 
The  most  Qhsequbus  parasite  alive: 
Camelion  of  the  court,  and  country  too : 
Pays  Cesar's  tax,  but  gives  the  mob  their  due ; 
And  makes  it,  in  his  conscience,  the  same  thing 
To  crown  a  tribune,  or  behead  a  king : 

39  This  flower  was  discovered  under  the  snow, 
at  the  feet  of  some  ice-OM>uiitains  amongst  the 
Alps. 
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HARTE'S  POEMS. 


All  things  to  all  meti  ;^^nd  (himself  to  please) 
Assimulates  34  each  colour  ^hich  he  sees. 
If  patriots  pay  him,  willow- wreaths  he  bears, 
And  coats  of  filaoiotte  n  complexion  wears  ; 
If  statesmen  pay  him  better,  a  fresh  hue 
Brightens  his  garb;  more  brilliant  as  more  new; 
Court^turquoiie,  and  indelible  of  blue. 
Thus  weather-cocks  by  ev'ry  wind  are  blown. 
And  int'rest  oils  a  motion,  not  their  own.    [call, 
How  strangely  crowds  misplace  things,  and  mis- 
Madness  in  one  is  liberty  in  all ! 

On  le?s  important  d&ys,  he  passed  his  time 
In  virtuoso-ship,  and  crambo -rhyme : 
In  gaming,  jobbing,  fiddling,  painting,  drinking, 
And  ev'ry  art  of  usirg  time,  but  thinking. 
He  gives  the  dinners  of  each  up~start  map. 
As  costly,  and  luxurious,  as  he  can ; 
Then  xreda  an  heiress  of  suburbian  mould. 
Ugly  as  apes ;  but  well  endowed  with  gold ; 
lljere  Fortune  gave  him  his  foil  dose  of  strife, 
A  i^colding  woman,  and  a  jealous  wife  1 

T*  incicase  this  lond,  some  sycophant-report 
J^e8troy*d  hi»  intVcst  and  good  grace  at  court. 
At  this* one  stroke  the  man  look'd  dead  in  law : 
His  flatt'rers  scamper,  and  his  friends  wilhdraw^s. 
Some  men  (as  Holy  AVrit  fortclleth  right) 
Have  one  ways  entrance,  but  have  sev'n  ways 

**I  novrr  likM  the  wretch,"  says  one:  another 
Opines  ^'  in  the  .vainc  '^jjruago  with  his  brother: 
A  third,  with  mystic  shrug  and  winking  eye. 
Suspects  him  for  a  dei*vise  and  a  spy. 
•*  Pray,  sir,  the  crime  ? " — ^The  monarch  frowned 

— no  more. 
The  fellow's  guilty,  and  his  bus'ness  o'er^?. 

And  now  (to  shorten  my  disastrous  tale) 
Storm?  of  afironts  poui-'d  in  as  thick  as  hail* 
F^ch  scheme  for  Safety  mischievously  sped, 
And  tbe  drawn  sword  hung  o'er  him  by  a  thread. 

*♦  Protinns  assimulat'tetigit  quoscunque  co- 
lores.  Ovid.  Met.  XV.  v.  4 1 1 . 

aj  FIIamotte(Drydcn)  is  that  '*  clouded  mix- 
ture of  crimson,    yellow,    and  umber-colours, 
which  arc  seen  in  the  beginning  of  winter  on  a 
falling  leaf."     Filaniottc,  quasi  fetieillc  morte. 
M'hus  Isabella- colour  denotes  a  certain  grave  co- 
lour worn  by  the  infanta  Isabella  Clara  Eugenia, 
arch-dutchess  of  Austria,  &c.  1625.     For  gride- 
line,  seethe  Vision  of  Death,  page  .'573,  note03w 
*'  '*  A  friend  cannot  be  known  in  prosperity, 
and  an  enem^  cannot  be  hidden  in  adversity.*' 
Ecclus.  ch.xti. 
^*  Deut.  ch.  xxviii,  v.  7. 
*  Opines,  i.  e.  gives  his  opinion.     Mr.  Pope, 
from  the  Frerrh. 

jy -Xunquam,siqnidmihicredis,amavi 

Ilunccte  hominem      Sed  quoceciditsub  cri- 

n)int! !  Quisquam 

Delator?  Quibus  indiciis,  quo  teste  proba- 

vit  ?  [veuit 

.Nil  horum.     Vcibosa,  et  grandls  epi:>tola 

A  Capreis.      Ucne  habet,  uil  plus   inter- 

logo. — 

Joven.  Sat.  X,  r.  68. 

To  sncb  sort  of  worldly  connexions  may  be  ap- 
idicd  the  gulden  saying  of  St.  Chrysostom, 
''  meuni  and  tuum  are  almost  incompatible 
wordai."  Orat  in  rbiiagun. 


Child  he  had  none.     His  wife  witli  sorrow  cfy^^; 
Pew  women  can  survive  the  loss  of  pride. 

Meanwhile  the  demon,  who  was  absent  fiu*, 
(F.ngag'd  in  no  less  work  than  dvil  war) 
Perceiv'd  tb'  approaching  wreck ;  and,  in  a  tnoe 
Appearing,  gave  both  comfort  and  advice. 

**  Great  geniuses,"   he  cry'd,  *•  must  ne'er 
despair; 
The  wise  and  brave  usurp  on  Fortune's  care! 
The  nn-exhausted  funds  of  human  wit 
Oft  miss  one  object,  and  another  hit; 
The  man  of  couns  w>io  trusts  to  one  poorbcle. 
Is  alow  foolish  fuol  ^v,  and  bas  no  soul : 
Disgraces  my  respected  patronage:  [age  *' ; 

And,   gaining  Heav'n,  becomes  the  jest  of  th* 
Court-loyalty  is  a  pi  ecarious  thinj: :  [king ; 

When  the  king's  trump,  time-servers  serve  the 
But,  when  he's  out  of  luck,  they  hh'itt  their  sai]» 
And  popularity's  the  fav'rite  gale: 
Vain  popularity  !  which  fancy  shrouds. 
Like  Juno's  shade,  in  party-colour'd  clouds. 
Each  man  yr'iW  go  a  mile  to  see  you  crowii'd 
With  civic  wreaths,  till  Earth  and  cLies  reaonnd} 
And  each  man  will  go  two  to  see  you  drown'd. 

"  Whoever  hopes  in  dang'rous  times  to  rise^ 
Must  learn  to  shoot  swift  Fortune  '9s  she  flies: 
Capricious  phantom  1  ne\*er  at  a  stay ; 
Just  seen,  and  lost;  when  nearest,  far  away  ! 
But,  to  be  brief;  (and  mark  my  Judgment  well) 
Your  fortunes  totter'd,  when  old  Justin  fell ; 
His  successor  4*y  as  you  and  all  men  know. 
Is  kind,  when  friend  ;  and  un-appeas'd,  wlkes 

,  foe ; 
Some  sly  court-vermin,  wriggling  in  his  ear, 
Has  whisper'd,  what  predicts  your  ruin  near: 
Then  cast  thy  die  of  fortune  all  at  once ; 
Learn  to  be  any  thing  but  dupe  or  dunce* 
Fortune  assists  the  brave.    Plunge  boldly  in; 
T'  attempt,  and  fail,  is  a  poor  sneaking  sin. 
Hypatius  (with  pretensions  not  the  worst) 
Affects  the  throne :  be  thou  to  join  tbe  first: 
'Tis  not  a  crime  too  worldly  wise  to  be  j — • 
Or  (if  it  is)  discharge  the  crime  on  me." 

Thus  weak  Enlogius,  by  false  greatness  sw^d, 
Listen'd —  unto  th'  arti ficer  of  fraud :  [throne : 
The  ductrine  came  not  from  th'  all-righteous 
When  Satan  tells  a  lie,  'tis  all  bis  own  ^. 
.  He  spoke,  and  vanish'd.  Swift  Eulogiv  fled. 
And  to  the  emufous  of  empire  sped. 

^"Afoolinhisfblly.* 

Prov.  of  Solom.  ch.  xvii«  v.  12. 

*'  The  son  of  Sirach,  in  opposition  to  thes* 
false  and  dangerous  notions,  justly  remarics : 
"  Observe  the  opportunity,  and  beware  of  evil ; 
be  not  ashamed  when  it  concemetb  thy  soul," 
Ecclns.  ch.  Iv,  v.  20. 

Isaiah's  advice  is  very  noble :  *'  Fear  qpt  the 
reproach  of  men,  neither  be  ye  afraid  of  their 
revilings:  for  tlie  moth  shall  eat  them  up  as  a 
gannent,  and  the  worm  shall  eat  them  lik# 
wool ',  but  my  salvation  shall  be  for  ever." 

Ch.  li,  V.  7, 8. 

"I,  even  I,  am  he  that  comforteth  yon. 
\^l)y  shouldst  thou  be  afraid  of  a  man  that  shall 
die,  and  forgctteth  the  Jiord  thy  Maker,  wba 
stretched  forth  tbe  Heavens  V*  Ibid.  ▼•  1%  VL 

♦•  Justinian. 

*^  John,  ch.  Tilt,  v«  44. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JEULOGIUS:  OR,  THE  CHARITABLE  MASON. 


389 


Here,  were  it  nut  t03  long,  I  might  declare 
The  motives  and  succe^es  of  the  war. 
The  prowess  of  the  knights,  their  martial  deeds, 
Their  swords,  their  shields,  theirsuixoals^*  and 
Till  Belisarius  at  a  single  blow  [their  steeds : 

Siippres«M  the  faction  and  rcpeli'd  the  foe. 
By  a  quick  death  the  traitors  he  reliev'd  j 
Condemn'd,  if  taken;  famishM,  if  repricvM. 

Now  see  Eulogius  (who  had  all  betray'd 
Whatever  be  knew)  in  knthsome  dungeon  laid  : 
Apris'ner,  first  of  war,  and  then  of  state: 
Rebel  and  traitor  ask  a  double  fate  I 
But  good  Justinian,  whose  exalted  mind 
(In  spite  of  what  Pirasmus  urg*d)  inclined 
To  mercy,  soon  the  forfeit-life  forgave. 
And  freed  it  from  the  shackles  of  a  slave. 
Then  spoke  with  mild,  but  in  majestic  strain, 
**  Repent  and  haste  thee  to  Larissa's  plain, 
Or  wander  thro*  the  world,  another  Cain.' 
Thy  lands  and  goods  sh^l  be  the  poor  man's  lot^ 
Or  feed  the  orphans  you've  so  long  forgot" 

Forsaken,  helpless,  recognised  by  none, 
Protcrib'd  Eulogius  leftth*  unprosp'rous  town  : 
For  succour  at  a  thousand  doors  he  knocked ; 
Each  heart  was  hardened,   and  each  door  tras 

lockM; 
A  pilgrim's  staff  he  bore,  of  humble  thorn  ; 
Pei-vious  to  winds  his  coat,  and  sadly  torn : 
Shoes  he  had  none :  a  beggar  gave  a  pair. 
Who  saw  feet  poorer  than  his  own,  and  bare. 
lie  drank  the  stream,  on  dew-berrieshe  fed, 
And  wildings  hansh  supply'd  the  place  of  bread ; 
Thus  homeward  urg'd  his  solitary  way  ; 
(Four  years  had  he  been  absent  to  a  day.) 

Fame  thro'  TThebais  his  arrival  spread. 
Half  his  old  friends  r^proacb'd  him,  and  half 
Of  help  and  common  countenance  bereft,  [fled: 
Ko  creature  own'd  him,  but  a  dog  he  left 
p>mpunction  touched  his  soul,  and,  wiser  made 
By  bitter  suff.' rings,  he  resum'd  his  trade : 
Thank'd  Heav'n  for  want  of  pow'r  and  want  of 

pelf. 
That  he  had  lost  the  world,  and  found  himself. 
Conscience  and  charity  reviv'd  their  part. 
And  true  humility  enrich'd  the  heart. 
While  grace  celestial  with  enlivening  ray 
Beam'd  forth,  to  gild  the  ev'ning  of  his  day. 
Uis  neighbours  mark*d  the  change,  and  each 

man  strove 
By  slow  degrees  t'  applaud  him,  and  to  love. 
So  Peter,  when  his  tim*rous  guilt  was  o'er, 
Emerg'd,  and  stood  twice  firmer  than  before  ^s. 
'   Euscbius,  who  had  long  in  silence  mouro'd, 
Bejoic'd  to  hear  the  prodigal  retum'd; 
And  with  the  eagerness  of  feeble  age 
Made  haste  t'  express  his  joy,  and  griefs  assuage. 
"  My  son,"    he  cry'd,   **  once  more  contem- 
plate me : 
Behold  th'  unhappy  wretch  that  ruin'd  thee; 
My  ill-judg'd  pray'rs  (in  luckless  moments  sped) 
Brought  down  the  cui-se  of  riches  on  thy  head. 
Ko  language  can  express  one  single  part 
Of  what  I  felt,  and  w  hat  still  racks  my  heart. 

**  Surcoat,  an  upper  garment  of  defence* 

Dryden. 
^  See  Luke,  ch.  xxii,  v.  55 — 62. 
**  Peter  stood  more  firmly,  after  he  had  la- 
mented bis  fall,  Uum  before  he  fell." 

St,  Ambrose. 


\  Vainly  I  thought,  that,  to  increase  thy  store. 
Was  to  increase  IJeav'n's  manna  for  the  poor. 
Man's  virtue  cannot  go  beyond  its  length; 
God's  gifts  nrc  still  proportioned  to  our  strength. 
The  scripturif- widow  **  gives  her  well-sav'd  mile 
With  affluent  joy,  nor  fears  to  suffer  by*t ; 
Whilst  Dives'  heaps  (the  barter  of  his  soul) 
Lie  bury'd  in  some  base  inglorious  bole. 
Or  on  the  wings  of  pomp  and  lux'ry  fly. 
Accurst  by  Heav'n,  and  dead  to  charity  4?! 
The  charitable  few  are  chiefly  they 
Whom  Fortune  places  in  the  middle  way  **; 
Just  rich  enough,  with  economic  care. 
To  save  a  pittance,  and  a  pittance  spare : 
Just  x)oor  enough  to  feel  the  poor  man's  moan. 
Or  share  those  suff 'rings  which  may  prove  their 

own!—  ■ 
Great  riches,  with  insinuating  art. 
Debase  the  man,  and  petrify  the  heart. 
Let  the  false  friend,  like  Satan,  bo  withstood. 
Who  wishes  us  more  wealth — to  do  more  good ! 
1*0  this  great  trial  some  are  equal  found  j 
Most  in  th»  unnavigable  stream  are  drown'd  49,»» 

He  spoke :  and,  with  a  flood  of  tears  opprest. 
Left  his  Eulogius  to  divine  the  rest. 

"  Father,"  he  cry'd,  (and  with  complacence 
srail'd)  [child, 

"  Heav'n's  trials  have  at  length  reclaimed    it* 
Omniscience  only  can  our  wants  foreknow. 
And  All-beneficence  will  best  bestow. 
Some  few  God's  bounty  on  the  poor  employ : 
There  are — whom  to  promote,  is  to  destroy ! 
Rough,  thorny,  barren,  is  pale  virtue's  road  ; 
And*  poisons  are  true  cures  when  giv'n  by  God, 
Spontaneous  I  resign,  with  full  accord, 
The  empty  nothings  wealth  and  pow'r  afford ; 
My  mind's  my  all,  by  Heav'n's  free  grace  re-* 

stor'd. 
O  PowV  Supreme*,  unsearchable  thy  views  1 
Omniscient,  or  to  give,  or  to  refuse ! 
Grant  me,  as  I  begun^  to  end  my  days 
In  acts  of  humble  charity  and  praise; 
(n  thy  own  paths  my  journey  let  me  run. 
And,  as  in  Heav'n,  on  Earth  thy  will  be  done  !** 

<«  Luke,  ch.  xjti,  v.  2.     2  Cor*  ch.  viii,  v.  12, 
^  *'  God  is  not  honoured  with  our  expending 
that  money  which  is  bedewed  with  the  tears  of 
the  oppressed.  St.  Chrysost. 

*^  The -truly  charitable  man,  (who  happens  to 
be  neither  rich  nor  poor)  is  well  painted  by  an 
ancient  classic.  I  quote  the  verses,  because  I 
never  saw  them  quoted  : 

Cujus 


Vou  frontem  vertdre  minos ;  scd  Candida  semper 
Gaudia,  flc  in  vultu  curarum  ignara  voluptas. 
Non  tibi  sepositas  infelix  strangulat  area 
Di vitias ;  avide ve  animum  dispendia  torquent 
Foenoris  expositi  census ;  sed  docta  fruendi 
Tempcries,  5&c. 

49  Hugo,  in  his  excelle4\t  treatise  De  Antma» 
makes  the  following  remark  upon  greatness  and 
ambition : 

"  The  human  he^rt  is  a  small  thing,  and  yet 
desireth  great  matters.  It  is  barely  sufficient 
for  a  kite's  dinner^  and  yet  tluj  whole  world  suf-» 
ficethitnoU'* 
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Thas  he  maintain'd  Almighty  Wisdom's  cause. 
The  Sun  shone  forth — ^The  hermit  pleas'd  with- 
draws— 
And  Nature  frore  an  aspect  of  applause. 


MAC4RWS;    OR,  THE  CONFESSOR. 

Da  yocem  magno^  Pater,  ingeniumque  dolori. 
Stat  Epiced.  Patris. 

AN    ErrSTLE  TO  THE   BET.    DR.    ROBERT  UORT, 
CANON   OP   WINDSOR. 

A  t.L  sober  poets  with  thy  bard »  agree, 

Who  ftung,  "  That  truth.was  truest  poetry." — 

Alike  to  me,  and  the  deceased,  a  friend ; 

0  Hort,  to  these  my  pious  strains  attend. 
Thou  knew'st  the  man^  and  thy  good  sense  is 

uch, 

1  dare  not  say  too  little  or  too  much. — 
ITnder  his  eye  the  self  same  views  combined 
Our  studies,  and  one  horoscope  conjoined. 

He  check'd  th'  impatient  wand'rings  of  our  youth. 
And  grafted  on  our.  fancy  facts  and  truth. 
Together  we  amusM  our  youthful  prime. 
Days  seem'd  but  hours,  and  time  improv'd  on 

time: 
Mindless  of  cares,  (and  how  they  passed  or  came) 
Our  sports,  our  labours,  and  our  rest  the  same  '. 

See^st   thou  yon    yews,    by  pensive  nature 
made 
,For  tears,  and  grief, -and  melancholy  shade ; 
Wide  o'er  the  church  tbey  spread  an  awful  light, 
Than  day  more  serious,  half-oomp<ft*d  as  night, 
( Ihere,  where  the  winding Kennet  gently  laves 
Britannia's  Lombardy  3  with  silver  waves  j ) 
'I'here  sleeps  Macarius,  foe  to  pomp  and  pride; 
Wholiv'd  contented,  and  contented  dy»d. 

Say,  shall  the  lamp  were  Tullia  was  ^ntomb'd, 
Bum  twice  sev'n  ages,  an<^<be  un-consum*d  ? 
And  not  one  verse  M  sacred  to  a  name 
Endear'd  by  virtuous  deeds  and  silent  fame  ? 
True  fame  demnnds  not  panegyric  aid ; 
The  fun'ral  torch  bums  brightest  in  tlie  shade; 
Too  fast  it  blazes,  fannM  by  public  air  j — 
Thus  bInsMims  fall,  before  their  tree  can  bear. 
True  fame,  like  porc'lain  earth,  for  years  must 

lay 
Bury'd,  and  mix'd  with  elemental  clay  *. 

Ills  younger  days  were  not  in  trifling  spent. 
For  pious  Hall  >  a  kind  inspection  lent : 

'  Cowley.     See  bis  Davideis. 

*  These  eight  lines  are  imitaledfrom  a  famous 
passage  in  Persius,  Sat.  V,  too  well  known  to  be 
lepriuted.     It  begins— 

Gcminos  horoscope—  &c. 

3  Berkshire. 

*  It  is  reported  that  the  Oiinese  beat  and  mix 
thoroughly  together  the  composition  that  makes 
porcelain,  and  then  bury  it  in  a  deep  bed  of  clay 
for  an  hundred  years.  See  Dr.  Donne's  LeUei-s. 
See  also  the  Discovery  of  Hidden  Treasure,  4U). 
Ix)ndrin,  1 65^*,  p..  89  ;  (a  very  scarce  and  curious 
work,  by  the  famous  Gabriel  Platte;.) 

^  Mr.  John  Hall,  master  of  Pembroke  College 


He  sbow*d  him  what  to  seek  and  what  to  8hqii:--« 
Harcourt^  with  him  the  thorny  journey  run. 
Companion  of  his  studies ;  and  a  friend 
Sincere  in  youth,  and  stedfastto  the  epd. 

Courts  and  the  world  he  knew,  but  not  admired; 
He  traveled  thro'  them  wisely,  and  retired : 
Giving  Ui  solitude  and  heav'nly  care 
Those  moments  which  the  worldling  cannot  spare. 
Thus,  half  a  century,  his  course  he  run 
Of  pray'r  and  praises,  daily,  like  the  sun: 
Happy !  w]k>  truth  invariably  pursues. 
And  well-earn'd  fame  by  better  lame  renews  ^  ! 

Hi3  books,  like  friends  were  chosen,  few  and 
Constantly  us'd  and  truly  understood,      [gnod; 
The  Sacred  Scriptures  were  his  chief  delight  ^; 
Task  of  the  day,  and  vision  of  the  night : 
Truth's  second  sources  he  with  care  survey 'd, 
Aud  walkM  with  Hermas  in  the  rural  shade  9. 
Cyprian  with  awful  gravity  he  soujght ; 
And  true  simplicity  Ignatius  brought ; 
Lively  Minucius  did  his  hours  beguile ; 
Lactantius  charm'd  with  elegance  of  style : 
But  mostly  Chrysostom  engaged  bis  mind  : 
Great  without  labour,  without  art  refin'd  | 
Now  see  his  gentle  locution  flows. 
Soft  as  the  flakes  of  heav'n-descending  snows  ; 

No#  s^e  him,  like  th'  impetuous  torrent,  r61l ; 
Pure  in  his  diction,  purer  in  his  soul : 
By  few  men  equalled,  and  s'urpass'd  by  none; 
A  TuUy  and  Demosthenes  in  one  '^ ! 

Oxford,  in  1667,  and  rector  of  St  Aldate*sin  the 
same  university.  Created  DD.  in  1669;  elect- 
ed Maigaret  professor  in  1676;  and  consecrated 
bishop  of  Bristol  the  19th  of  June,  1691.  All 
which  preferments  he  eiij<Tyed  together. 

^  Mr.  Simon  Haroourt,  afterwards  fion)  chan- 
cellor Harcourt,  offered  him  a  bishopric  from 
queen  Anne  many  years  after  the  Revolution ;  but 
the  favour  was  dtelined  with  grateful  acknow- 
ledgments. 

7  **  Surely  vain  are  all  men^y  nature,  who  are 
ignorant  of  God ;  and  could  not,  out  of  the  good 
things  that  are  seen,  k^ow  bim.  That  is,  nei- 
ther, by  considering  the  works  did  they  acknow- 
ledge  the  woric-master.*' 

Wisd.  of  Sol.  ch.  xiii,  v.  1. 

®  He  employed  ten  or  twelve  hours  a  day  in 
study,  without  any  interruption,  but  that  of  ca- 
suar  sickness* for  fifty  years  suceessivefy.  His 
principal  business  was  in  referring  every  difficult 
part  of  Scripture  to  those  particular  passages  in 
the  fathers,  and  eminent  modem  divines,  who 
had  explained  them  expressly  oreccas'ooallv. 

9  Alluding  to  a  work  entituled  the  Shepherd  of 
Hermas.  Hermas  iras  cotemporary  with  some 
of  the  apostles. 

'•  In  order  to  judge  a  little  of  these  two  asser- 
tions, be  pleai^d  only  to  read  SL  Chryso5tom*s 
Homily  on  the  Ten  Talents,  or  his  Commentary 
on  St.  Matthew  ;  and  his  Orations  lo  the  People 
of  Antioch.     OEPI  ANAPIANTftN. 

See  also  Ferrarius  De  Concione  Vetenim,  and 
the  Eloquence  Cretierine  of  M.  Gisbert :  the  last 
of  which  works  was  a  favourite  book  with  the  late 
lord  Somers,  and  wrought  a  great  effect  on  bis 
future  way  of  thinking. 

This  anecdote  was  imparted  to  me  b;  the 
late  Mr.  Elijah  Pentoni  as  matter  of  fact  on  hfft 
own  knowledge. 
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SoinetbiDgat  cbeeifal  intervjils  was  due 
tki  RoauiD  classics,  and  Athenian,  too. 
PJato  with  raptures  did  bis  soul  inspire ; 
Plotinus  £sDnM  the  Academic  ^-  fire 
'J'hen  came  the  Stagyrite  ^—whose  excellence 
Beams  forth  in  clearness,  brevity,  aad  ^ense ! 

Next,   for  amusement'  sake,   he    tum'd  his 
eyes 
To  them,  whom  we  despoil,  and  then  despise : 
Fore-most  of  these,  nnrivaird  Shakespeare  stands; 
V/uh   Hooker,     Raleigfa,     phillingwortb,    and 

Sands  >3;^ 
(  For  in  those  days  "  were  giants  in  our  lands ! ") 
'J^bus  like  the  bee,  he  suckM  from  ev'ry  flower. 
And  hour  surpassed  the  predecessor  hour. 
I4timer's  iisther  *^  was  bis  type  of  yore. 
Little  be  bad,  but  something  tor  the  poor; 
And  oft  on  better  days  the  board  was  spread 
With  wholesome  meat  and  hospitable  bread. 
Poor  in  himself,  men  poorer  he  relieved. 
And  gave  the  charities  he  had  ttceiv'd. 

The  midnigbtclamp,  in  crystal  case  enclos'd. 
Beams  bright ;    nor  is  to  winds  nor  rains  ex- 

pos'd: 
▲  watch-tow'r  to  the  wand'rers  of  mankind ; 
Forlom,  belated,  and  with  passions  ^lind  >S 

1*  Academic  is  used  in  the  Horatian  sense  of 
the  word : 

Atq^e  inter  sylvas  Academi  quserere  verum. 

"  Edwyn  Sandys,  archbishop  of  York,  was 
one  of  the  first  eminent  reformers,  not  only  of  our 
holy  religion,  (which  almost  every  person  knows} 
but  of  our  language  ^which  circumstance  few 
persons  are  apprized  of).  His  sermons  the  time 
when  he  preached  them  being  duly  considered) 
nay  be  kioked  upon  as  a  master-^iece  of  elo- 
quence and  fine  writing,  they  were  chiefly 
preached  between  the  year?  t55u  and  1576. 

His  son  George  (and  here  let  me  be  under- 
stood to  refer  chiefly  to  his  Paraphrase  on  Job) 
knew  the  true  harmony  of  the  English  heroic 
couplet  long  beibre  Denham  and  Waller  took  up 
the  pen ;  and  preserved  that  harmony  more  uni- 
formly. Variety  perhaps  was  wanting;  which 
Dryden  afterwanis  supplied,  but  not  till  he  came 
to  the  forty -fifth  year  of  his  age;  namely,  till 
the  time  he  published  Aurengzebe. 

'^  Bishop  Hu^h  Latimer  (whom  I  quote  only 
by  memory,  not  having  the  original  at  hand) 
sa^s,  in  one  of  his  sermons  preached  at  St.  Paul's 
Cross,  about  the  year—-,  **  that  tho'  his  fo- 
ther  possessed  no  more  than  40  acres  of  free  land, 
or  thereabouts,  yet  he  bad  always  something  to 
give  to  the  poor,  and  now  and  then  entertain- 
ed bis  friends ; — that  he  portioned  out  Jthree 
daughters,  at  51.  a  pieae,  add  bred  up  a  son  at 
the  university ;  (otherwise  adds  he,)  1  should  not 
have  had  the  honour  of  appearing  in  this  pulpit 
before  the  king's  majesty." 

Noie,  The  original  edition  says  4  acres,  which 
must  be  an  errourof.the  press,  instead  of  40 
^cres.  Old  Latimer  lived  in  good  repute  about 
the  year  1470,  in  which  year  his  son  Hugh  was 


'*  Palantesqoe  homines  passim,    ac  rationis 
egentes, 


pespactare  procuL 


Ovid.  Met. 


WhOvtrrad  the  foolish  round  their  fathers  trod 
And,'iniilst  lit'e'serruurs,hiton  death's  by-road  >^. 

'Midst  racking  pa^ns  ^^  his  mind  was  calm  &nd 
ev'n; 
Patience  and  cheerful nesa4o  him  were  giv'n ; 
Patience!  the  choicest  gift  on  this  side  Heav'n  I 
His  strength  of  parts  survived  the  seventieth  year. 
And  then,  like  northesn  fruits,  left  off  to  bear; 
Nought  but  a  vestal  fire  such  heat  contains  j 
Age  seldom  boasts  so  prodigal  remains  17. 
Some  few  beyond  life's  usual  date  are  cast : 
Prime  clusters  of  the  grape  "^  till  winter  last 
To  these  a  sacre'l  preference  is  giv*n  : 
Each  shaft  is  polish'd,  and  th'  employer  Heav'n  ^*, 

JeflFr«*s  (if  that  were  possible)  restrain'd 
His  fury,  wheu  yon  mournfully  complain'd  21 
And  Kirk-'s  barbarians,  hard  as  harden'd  steel, 
I'orgot  their  Lybia,  and  voucbsaf 'd  tofeeU 

When  crowns  were  doubtful,  and  when  num« 
befssteer'd 
As  honour  prompted,  or  self-int'rest  ^reer'd , 
(Tifiies !  when  the  wisest  of  msnkind  might  err. 
And,  lost  in  shadows,  wrong  or  right,  prefer ;) 
The  tempter,  in  a  vapour's  form  >',  arose. 
And  o'er  his  eyes  a  dubious  twilight  throws. 
To  lead  him,  puzzling,  o'er  fallacious  ground, 
Suborn  his  passions,  and  his  sense  confound: 
Pomp  to  foretaste,  and  mitres  pre-descry  ; 
(For  mists  at  once  enlaige  and  multiply ;) 
Our  hero  paus'd — and,  weighing  either  side« 
Took  poverty,  and  conscience  for  his  guides 
For  he,  who  thinks  he  suffers  for  his  Qod, 
Deserves  a  pardon,  tbo'  be  feels  the  rod. 
Yet  blam'd  he  none ;  (himself  in  honour^lear ;} 
That  were  a  crime  had  cost  his  virtue  dear ! 
Thus  all  he  lov'd ;  aud  party  he  bad  uoQe» 
Except  with  charity,  and  Heav'u  alone. 
In  his  own  friends  some  frailties  he  allow'd  ; 
These  .were  too  singular,  and  those  too  proud. 
Rare  spirit  1  in  the  midst  of  party. flame. 
To  think  well-meaning  men  are  half  the  samei 

Sed  nil  dolcius  est,  bencquim  munita  tenere 
fidita  doctrini  sapieniikm  templa  serena,- 
Despicere  unde  quea^  alios,  passimque  videre 
Enrare,  atqoe  viam  palantes  quserere  vits. 
Lucret.  L.  II,  V.  6. 

"Wisd.  ofSol.  ch.  i,  V.  12. 

^  In  the  last  year  of  his  life  Macarius  was 
grievously  afflicted  with  nephrhic  pains. 

"  — — ^-^  Cui  vix  ccrtaverit  ulla 
Aut  tantikm  fluere,  aut  totidem-durere  per 
annos,  Virg.  Georg.  2. 

iS2Esdras,cb.  »i,  v.  4*2. 

>^  Isaiah  xlix,  v.  2.  "A  polished  shaft  in  the 
quiver  of  God." 

*  ^yhep  judge  Jeffir»*s  came  to  Taunton  as- 
sizes, in  the  year  1685,  to  execute  his  commis- 
sion upon  the  unfortunate  people  concerned  in 
Monmouth's  rebellion,  the  person  here  spoken 
of,  being  minister  of  St.  Mary  Magdalen's  cnuroh 
at  Taunton,  waited  on  him  in  private,  and  re- 
monstrated much  against  his  severities.  The 
judge  listened  to  him  calmly,  and  with  some  at- 
tention; and,  though  he  had  never  seen  him  be- 
fore," advanced  him  in  a  few  months  to  a  prc- 
bendal  stall  in  the  cathedral  chureb  of  Bristol. 

>*  See  Sandys's  Paraphrase  00  Job,  where  S9* 
tan  arisjBf  in  fi»rm  of  an  exh^ation. 
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B  ^—  sometimes  would  to  thy  Cf>ttage  tend ; 
An  artful  eoemy,  but  seeming  friend  : 
Conscious  of  havintr  plannHl  thy  worldly  fate  ^, 
lio  could  not  love  thee,  and  be  darst  not  bate. 
But  then  seraphic  Ken  was  all  thy  own ; 
And  he^,  who  long  declined  Ken's  vacant  throne, 
Begging  with  earnest  zeal  to  be  deny'd; — 
By  worldlings  laught  at,  and  by  fools  decry'd : 
]>odweil  was  thine,  the  bumble  and  resigh'd ; 
Kelson,  with  Christian  elegance  of  mind; 
And  he^S  whose  tranquil  mildness  from  afar 
Spoke  him  a  distant,  but  a  brilliaulstar. 
These* all  forsook  their  homes-^Nor sigb'd nor 

wept  J— 
Mammon  they  freely  gave,  but  God  they  kept 
Ah,  look  on  honours  with  Macarius'  eyes, 
Siiares  to  the  good,  and  dangers  to  the  wise  ! 

In  silence  for  himself,  for  friends  in  tears. 
He  wandered  o'er  the  desert  forty  ^  years. 
The  cloud  and  pillar  (or  by  night  or  day) 
Keviv'd  his  heart,  and  ascertain'd  the  way  ae. 
His  sandals  fail'd  not ;  and  his  robes  untom 
Escap'd  the  bramble  and  entangling  thorn  '^L 
Heav'H  purify'd  for  himth*  embiuer»d  welU^, 
And  manna  from  aerial  regions  fell  '^. 
At  length  war  peaceful  Pisgah  3o  he  retir'd. 
And  found  that  rest  bis  pilgrimage  requ*:r*d : 
Where,  as  from  toils  be  silently  withdiHiw, 
Half  I'alestina^'  open'd  on  his  view: 
•*  Go,  pious  heitnit,"  groves  and  mountain?  cry VI : 
"  Enter,  thou  faithful  se^^•ant,'*  Heav'n  reply *d. 

Mild  as  a  babe  recliues  himself  to  rest, 
And  smiling  sleeps  upon  the  mother's  breast. 
Tranquil,  and  with  a  patriarch's  hopes,  he  gave 
His  soul  to  Heav'n,  his  body  to  the  grave; 
And  with  such  gcntlcmess  re^ign'd  his  breath, 
That  'twas  a  soft  extinction,  and  not  death. 

'3  Bishop  Ken  used  to  say,  that  king  William 
and  queen  Mary  would  gladly  hwc  permitted 
the  nou-jarlng  bishops  and  clergy  (who  had  just 
before  signalized  themselves  in  a  steady  opposi- 
tion to  popery)  to  have  enjoyed  their  prefer- 
ments till  death,  upon  their  parole  of  honour 
given,  that  they  would  never  disturb  the  go- 
vernment; which  favour  would  have  been  thank- 
fully accepted  of,  and  complied  with,  by  the 
aforesaid  bishops,  &c. ;  but  somebody  here  al- 
luded to  (at  least  as  Macarius  thought)  traversed 
their  majesties'  gracious  intentions.  In  proof  of 
this,  bishop  Ken  performed  the  funeral  service 
over  Mr.  Keltlewell  in  the  year  16i)5,  and  pray- 
ed for  king  William  and  queen  Mary. 

23  Dr.  George  Hooj-er.  N,  B.  It  must  here 
also  be  remembered,  tin*  Dr.  Beveridge,  refused 
to  succeed  bishop  Ken  i.i  1691,  and  then  the 
offer  was  made  to  R.  Kidder,  D.  D. 

i*  Mr.  John  Kettlewell,  vicar  of  Coleshill  in 
Warwickshire. 

:^  See  Exodus,  passim.  Psalm  xcv,  v.  10. 
Hebr.  ch.  iii,  v.  17. 

:wE\od.  ch.  xili,  v.  21. 

r>  Deut.  ch.  viii,  v.  4. 

28  Waters  of  Marah.    Exod.  ch.  xv,  v.  Q5  — 

25. 

-3  Ibid.  ch.  xvf,  V.  15  and  35. 

3»'  Deut.  xxxiv,  v.  1. 

o '  Pa le^tina  is  the  Scripture  word  for  Taiestine. 
Isaiah  twice,  ch.  xiv,  v.  20,  31.  iixod.  ch.  xv, 
V.  14. 


Happy!  who  thus,  by  nnpereeiv'd  decay. 
Absent  themselves  from  life,  and  steal  away  *^ 

Accept  this  verse,  to  make  thy  roem'ry  live. 
Lamented  shade ! — Tis  all  thy  son  can  give. 
Better  to  own  the  debt  we  cannot  pay. 
Than  with  false  gold  thy  fun*ral  rites  defray. 
Vainly  ipy  Muse  is  anxious  to  procure 
Gifts  unavailing,  empty  Si'pulture  ^ ; 
A«i'  vainly  she  expands  her  fluttering  wings : 
She  is  no  swan,  nor,  assbedies,  she  sings. 
He,  that  would  brighten  ancient  di'roonis,  mast 
Clear  and  re-polish  them  with  di'mond  dust: 
That  task  is  not  for  me :  the  Muses  lore 
Is  lost ; — For  Pope  and  Dryden  are  no  more ! 

O  Pope !  too  great  to  Oi^py,  or  to  praise ; 
(Whom  envy  sinks  not,  nf>r  encomiums  raise;) 
Forgive  this  grateful  tribHte  of  my  lays. 
Milton  alone  could  Eden  lost  re-gaiu; 
And  only  thou  portray  Messiah's  reign. 
O  early  lost  I  with  ev'ry  grace  adom'd ! 
Sy  mc  (so  Heav*n8  ordain  it)  always  monra'd. 
By  thee  the  good  Macarius  was  approved: 
Whom  Penton  honoured,  and  Philotheos  lov»d  ^. 

My  first,  my  latest  bread,  I  owe  to  thee  : 
Thou,  and  thy  friends,  preserved  my  Muse  and 

me. 
By  proxy,  from  a  gen'rous  kindred  spread. 
Thy  Craggs*s  bounty  fi-ll  upon  my  head  ^: 
Thy  Mordnunt's  ^  kindness  did  my  youth  en- 

gago, 
And  thy  own  Chesterfield  protects  my  age. 


SOETIUS: 
OR,  THE  UPRIGHT  STATESMAN, 

A   SUPPOSED    SPISTLB   FROM    BOETIUS  TO   HIS   «IFr 
BUSTICIAMA. 


.  Pectore  magno 


Spcmque  metumque  domat,  vitiosublimiororoni^ 
Exemptus  fatis ;  indignantemque  repellit 
Fortunam ;  dubio  quem  non  in  turbine  renim 
Depr^ndit  suprema  dies,  sed  abire  paratum, 
Ac  plenum  vita.  Stat,  Sylv.  L.  I. 


ARGUMENT. 
BoBTitJs  flourished  in  the  former  part  of  the 
sixth  century. 


He  was  desoeuded  from  the 


3^  Macarius  (who  was  borp  the  28tb  of  Odo- 
her,  1650)  was  dispossessed  of  his  prefBrmenta 
in  1691,  and  remained  deprived  till  the  time  of 
his  death,  which  happened  in  Februaiy  r/33; 
and  (which  is  remarkable  enough)  the  bishops 
Kidder,  Hooper,  and  Wynne  all  contrived  that 
Macarins  should  receive  the  little  i)rofito  from 
his  prebend  of  Wells  as  long  as  he  lived.  A  dr- 
cunistance  to  their  honour,  as  well  as  hia. 

^^  Huoc  saltern  accumulem  donis,   &  fungar 
inani 
Mnnerc.  Virg. 

3«  Philotheiis,  bishop  Ken. 

35  The  late  Mrs.  Nugent— «nd  Edward  Eliot  of 
Port  Eliet,  esq.  &c.  &c. 

36  Charles,  late  cart  of  Peterborow,  general  us 
SpaiU|  &C. 
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Manlian  family,  anil  was  one  of  the  6rst  per- 
sons of  Rome  in  Ibrtunes  and  dignity.  He  re- 
ceived bis  education  at  Athens  5  after  which 
he  was  thrice  consul,  and  always  renowned  for 
his  eloquence  in  the  senate.  He  was  upon  all 
occasions  inflexibly  honest  and  veracious. 

His  book  entitulen  the  Consolation  of  Philosophy, 
may  be  looked  upon  as  a  master-piece  of  fine 
writing.  The  poetry  of  it  is  equal  to  most 
compositions  in  the  Aogustan  age;  'ndtha£ 
even  in  the  classical  purity  of  style:  but  some- 
thing which  manifests  the  declension  of  the 
Roman  language  may  be  discovered  in  the 
prose  part. 

In  his  prose  writings  he  made  Aristotle  bis  mo- 
del ;  and,  like  him,  is  tilways  clear,  though 
concise :  leaving  an  infinite  fund  for  the  mind 
of  t he  reader  to  work  upou.  Many  works  pass 
under  his  name  :  some  are  genuine ;  and  some 
arc  looked  itpnn  as  supposititious. 

This  book  of  rhilosophical  Consolation  (from 
which  a  large  part  of  the  present  epistle  is 
extracted)  has  been  universally  admired -in  all 
ages,  insomuch  that  there  are  many  more  fine 
manuscripts  extant  of  it,  than  of  Virgil,  Ho- 
race, and  'Cicero,  all  taken  together.  The 
work  we  here  spcnk  of  has  been  the  particular 
delight  and  study  of  princes  and  good  politi- 
cians. Chaucer  translated  it  into  our  Ian* 
giiage,  and  afterwards  it  was  translated  by 
queen  Elizabeth,  &c. 

Boetius  had  two  wives :  the  first  was  Helpes  a 
Sicilian  *,  whose  conjugal  affection  is  cele- 
brated by  him  in  an  epitaph  still  extant.  His 
second  wife  (to  whom  the  following  letter  is 
supposed  to  \i*»  addressed)  was  Rusticiana,  the 
daughter  of  Symmachus,  a  Roman'  senator  and 
coDsnl ;  one  of  ihc  most  virtuous,  learned,  and 
amiable  persons  of  that  age.  As  to  Rusti- 
ciana, historians  give  her  all  perfections  of 
mind  and  body.  By  her  Boetius  had  several 
children :  and  two  of  his  sons  when  young 
had  ihc  honour  to  be  publicly  carried  to  the 
senate-house  in  a  consular  chair,  by  way  of 
extraordiniry  compliment  to  their  father. 

1^'hen  Theodoric  the  Goth  made  himself  master 
of  the  kingdom  of  Italy,  he  wisely  made 
choice  of  Boetius  to  be  the  diiector  of  his 
councils,  and  governed  for  many  years  to  the 
universal  satirafaction  of  his  subjecta     From 

'  Edward  Philips,  who  writ  one  of  the  best  ac- 
counts we  have  of  the  poets,  ancient  and  modem, 
says,  "  some  authors  assert  that  Helpes  was 
daughtf'r  of  a  Sicilian  kjng,  and  that  she  writ 
hymns  jn  honour  of  the  apostles  after  she  em. 
braced  Christianity."" 

Philips's  authority  carries  weight  with  it: 
for  Milton  was  the  instructor  of  his  youthful  stu- 
dies, and  afterwards  revised  the  work  we  here 
allude  to  j  Philips's  mother  being  Milton's  sis- 
ter. 

Philips '8  book  was  published  in  12mo,  ]6<>5, 
and  eniituled  Theatrum  Poetarum.  One  Win- 
stanley,  a  barber,  transcribed  the  lives  of  the 
Englisli  poets  from  our  author's  work  almost 
verbatim,  and  published  tliem  in  1637.  A  most 
notorious  plagiarism ;  it  being  but  2^2  yean  after 
the  'iUcalrum  Poetarum  was  published* 


a  principle  of  self'^interest  he  had  long  eoik. 
cealed  his  inclination  for  Arianism ;  but  a  se^ 
rics  of  prosperous  government  made  him  am- 
bitious, self-confident,  and  jealous  of  Boetius'a 
glory.  In  addition  to  this,  the  Gothic  chief- 
tains that  belonged  to  him  were  uneasy  to  see 
all  power  in  the  hands  of  a  Roman ;  and  one 
of  them  in  particular,  named  Trigilla,  hav- 
ing gained  a  new  and  great  ascendancy  over 
the  king,  contrived  our  statesman's  rum,  by 
suborning  false  witnesses,  and  devising  trea* 

'  sonable  letters  between  him  and  Justin,  em- 
peror of  the  east. 

Boetius  was  first  banished  to  Pavia,  and  after 
four  years  confinement  privately  executed  in 
prison.  His  father  in-law,  Symmachus,  in- 
curred the  same  fate.  Theodoric  soon  after- 
wards died  with  remorse,  under  all  the  agoniei 
of  a  disturbed  mind. 

It  has  been  looked  upon  by  many  good  cbris* 
tiansas  no  small  misfortune,  that  Boetius  in 
his  Consolation  has  not  derived  his  arguments 
from  divine  wisdom  as  well  as  propbane  phi« 
losophy.  One  may  pejt^ve  here  and  there 
several  hints  taken  from  Scripture,  but  nothing 
as  1  remember,  in  totidem  verbis:  yet  his  ge« 
neral  belief  of  Christianity  has  never  been  sus« 
pected,  nor  even  his  orthodoxy }  for  he  writ 
an  express  treatise/m  the  consubstantiality  of 
the  Trinity,  which  is  still  preserved,  and  look- 
ed upon  to  be  genuine. 

These  circumstances  induced  me  to  coodude 
this  epistle  in  a  manner  not  unworthy  of  our 
philosopher,  and  highly  agreeable  to  his  imi- 
tator. 

It  has  often  been  thought,  that  »  second  part 
added  to  Boetius's  Consolation^  •  written  in  the 
same  manner  of  a  vision,  and  consisting  of 
verse  and  prose  interchangeably, where  Dirine 
Wisdom  is  introduced  asthespeaker  and  oom« 
forter,  would  afibrd  us  one  of  the  finest  and 
most  instructive  works  that  could  be  compos- 
ed. The  sieur  de  Ceriziers,  almoner  to 
I^uisthe  XII (th,  made  an  attempt  of  this 
kind  about  the  year  1636,  and  executed  it 
with  some  degree  of  success. 

Boetius  was  commented  upon  by  no  less  a  per- 
son than  Thomas  Aquinasy  who  was  one  of  the 
clearest  and  purest  writers  of  his  time.  This 
shows  the  esteem  in  which  the  scholastic  ages 
held  him.      ^ 

In  our  country  king  Alfred  was  the  first  whv 
translated  the  Consolation  of  Philosophy,  ami 
this  translation  is  still  extant  Chaucer,  as 
-we  have  already  hinted,  gave  us  another  ver- 
sion ',  and  a  third,  I  think,  was  published  by 
the  noonks  of  Tavistock,  at  the  second  press 
that  was  established  in  England.  A  fourth 
translation  was  nmde  (as  some  lay}  b^  queen 
Elizabeth  ;  and  one  or  too  more  preceded  the 
version  published  by  lord  Preston. 

I  have  nothing  fartlier  to  add,  but  that  my  wor- 
thy friend,  to  whom  this  elegy  is  addressed; 
will  be  pleased  to  bear  in  memory  these  beau^ 
tif  ul  verses  of  antiquity ;  which  may  be  ap» 
plied  (not  improperly)  both  to  him  and  me. 


.  Nos  facta  aliena  canendo 


Vergimur  in  senium ;  propriis  tu  pulcher  ab  auniK 
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HARTE'S  POEMS. 


Ipw  canenda  geres^  patricqae  exempla  parahis* 
PoKitavus:    prssUtqae  domi  noTuse  triunj! 

phos-— 
JamqueTale,  &  penitiis  npti  tibi  vatia  amoram 
Corde  exire  v/eta.— 


EPISTLE 

PROM   BOETIUS  TO   HIS  VflFE  BUSTICIANA. 

And  it  came  to  pass  from  the  time  that  he  (Po- 
tjphar)  had  made  him  over-seer  in  his  house, 
and  over  all  that  he  had,  that  the  Lord  blessed 
the  Egyptian's  house  for  Joseph's  sake ;  and 
the  blessing  of  the  Lord  was  upon  all  he  had 
in  the  house  and  in  the  field. 

Gen.  eh.  xxxix,  v.  5. 

INTRODUCTION, 

The  man,  that's  Anily  read  in  virtue's  laws, 
Improves  from  censure,.  whI  distrusts  applause. 
Firm  in  his  hope,  he  yields  not  to  despair  *  ; 
The  cube  reverrt  is  still  erect  and  square^. 
Eliot,  to  whom  kind  Nature  did  impart 
The  cooler  head,  and  yet  the  warmest  heart : 
Blest  in  thy  nuptials,  blest  in  thy  retreat. 
Privately  good,  and  amiably  great  j 
Accept  with  candour  these  spontantous  lays. 

And  grant  me  pardon,  for  I  ask  not  praise. 

In  proof  the  Muse  true  oracles  recites. 

Hear  what  Boetius  to  his  cousort  writes. 

Mark  well  the  man,   and  Heav'n  thy  labour 

bless ; — 
In  all  be  like  him,  but  unhappiness ! 
Thus  he  aspired  on  meditation's  wings. 
And  to  the  best  of  consorts  thus  he  sings ; 


RusTiciANA,  loveliest  of  thy  kind, 
Most  in  my  eyes,  and  ever  in  my  mind ; 
Exird  from  all  the  joys  the  world  can  give, 
And — (for  my  greater  grief!)  allowed  to  live : 
(Byhim»,  1  train'd  to  glory,  basely  left;) 
.  Of  all  things,  but  my  innocence,  bereft ; 
Patrician,  cqnsul,  statesman  but  in  name; 
Of  honour  plunderM,  and  proscribed  in  fame:« 
(Betray'd  by  men  my  patronage  had  fed, 
And  curst  by  lips  to  which  C  gave  their  bread  ;) 
To  thee  I  breathe  my  elegies  of  woe; 
For  thee,  and  chiefly  tliee,  my  sorrows  flow : 
Joint-partner  of  my  life,  my  heart's  relief} 
Alike  partaker  of  my  joys  or  grief! 

All-bounteous  God,  how  gracious  was  the  care 
To  mix  thy  antidote  with  my  despair  1 
Rusticiana  Ikes  to  smooth  my  death. 
And  waft  with  sighs  to  Heav'n  my  parting  breath, 
Hence  hope  and  fortitude  inspire  my  breast : 
Be  her's  the  earthly  part,  and  thine  the  rest ! 
Still  lam  happy,  human  and  divine; 
Th'  assistant  angel  she,  th»  assistance  thine. 

*  **  The  fortitude  of  a  just  man  consists  in 
contemning  the  flatteries  of  prosperity,  and 
overcoming  the  fears  of  poverty." 

Sti.  Oregon  Moral.  L.  VIIL 

*  Compoeitns,  semperque  suua. 

,^  Stat  Syirse.  L.  II. 

» The  emperor  Theodoric. 


O  wife,  more  gontle  than  the  t^estem  hrv^eze, 
Whtdi  (loath  to  part)  dwells  whisp^xin^  on  the 

trees: 
Chaste  9b  th'  lamb  tb'  indulgent  pastor  leads 
To  living  atreams  thro^  Sharon's  flow'ry  meads; 
Mild  as  the  voice  of  oomibrt  to  despair ; 
Fair  as  the  spring,  and  yet  more  true  than  fair  % 
Delightful  as  the  all-enlivepiog  Sun ; 
Brighter  than  rills,  that  glitter  aa  they  i>ipi. 
And 'mark  thee  spotless; — air  thy  purity 
Denotes,  thy  clearness  fire,  and  earth  thy  con- 
stancy s. 
Weep  not  to  read  these  melancholy  strains ; 
Change  courts  for  cells,  and  coronets  for  chains.— 
No  greatness  can  be  lost,  where  Qod  remains  ! 
Say,  what  avails  me,  that  I  boast  the  faiike 
And  deathless  honoors  of  the  Manlian  name ; 
Th'  unsoii'd  succesis^n  of  renown'd  descept. 
Equal  to  time's  historicjil  extent  4 } 
One  of  my  ancestors  reoeiv'd  his  doom 
There,  where  he  sav'd  the  liberties  of  Rome ! 
Did  not  another  pluoge  into  the  wave 
The  Gaulish  champion,  and  his  country  sajre  ? 
Did  not  a  third,  (and  harder  was  his  fate) 
Make  his  own  child  a  victim  &r  the  state  ? 
And  did  not  I  my  wealth  and  life  oonsume, 
I'o  bless  at  once  Theodoric  and  Rome  ? — 
But  all  iacancelPd  and  forgotten  sincr ; 
Past  merits  were  reproaches  to  my  prince ! 

As  my  own  glory  serv'd  to  ruin  me. 
Thy  birth  from  Symmachus  avails  not  thee : 
Thymeeknessy  pmdeqce,  beauty,  innocence. 
Thy  knowledge,  and  thy  vJrtuet,  gave  offence. 
When  fxcellence  is  i^minen^  like  thine. 
Our  eyes  are  dazzled  with  too  bright  a  shrine; 
Death  must  the  medium  give,   that  makes  it 
mildly  shine. 
What  visionary  hope  the  wretch  beguiles. 
Who  founds  his  confidence  on  princes'  smiles  > 
True  to  their  int'rest,  mindless  of  their  trust. 
Convenient  is  the  regal  term  for  just. 
The.plant,  my  cnltiyating  hands  had  made 
A  spreading  tree,  oppress'd  me  with  its>bade; 
Ambition  push'd  forth  many  ^  vi^rous  shoot. 
And  rancid  jealousy  manuHd  the  root: 
Ingratitude  a  willing  heart  misled. 
And  sycophants  the  growing  mischief  fed« 

^  Quis  te  felicissimum  conjugis  ppdore  dob 
praedicavit  ? 

Philosophae  Verba  ad  Boetium, 
DeConsolat  L.  II,  Pros.  3. 
Vivit  uxor  ingraio  modesta,  puclicitisB  ipn- 
dure  prscellens,  et,  nt  omnes  ejus  dotes  breri- 
ter  includam,  patri  (Symmacho)  similis.  Vivit 
inquam,  tibique  tantdm,  vile  hojos  eiosa, 
spiritum  servat  Quoque  uno  felicitatem  minui 
tuam  vel  ipsa  concesserim,  tui  desiderio  lacbry- 
mis  ac  dolore  tabescit. 

Ejosd.  Verba,  ibid.  Pros.  4,  edit.  Juntarom 

1521. 
^This  passage  was    written  in    imitation  of 
Ovid's  famous  descriptiop  of  Galatea,  Met  1. 
XIIL  and  improved  by  an  hint  taken  from  Dr, 
Donne's  Poems,  page  96,  12mo. 

«  Quod  si  quid  m  nobilitate  bonum,  id  so- 
lum esse  arbitror,  ut  imposita  nobilibus  neoessi- 
todo  ndeatur,  n«  k  majomm  virtate  degea*, 
rent.  L.  Ill,  Pros,  ^ 
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Till  th*  Aran  sq^ist  *  crept  thro*  all  restraint ; 
The  tempter  piy'd  bim,    and  there  split  the 

saint. 
Th*  assassin-hand  which  Odo&cer  slew, 
Once  more,  distainM   with  blood,    appear'd  to 
Not  foe  by  foe  in  hostile  fields  opprest,      [view : 
But  friend  with  friend,  th'  inviter  and  the  guest*. 

And  O,  bow  weak  my  skill,  how  vain  my  toiIS| 
To  sow  religion's  seeds  in  courtly  soils ! 
The  few  snrviviDg  plants  that  fix'd  their  root, 
O'ercbarg'd  with  specious  berlMige,  bore  no  fryit, 
(iorg'd  to  satiety  with  unctuous  juice 
Fr^in  alat  earth,  and  form*d  for  bulk,  not  use ; 

ill  all  the  cultivating  hand  receives 
Is  st<^l  plenty  of  luxuriant  leaves  '.— 
Or,  wbem  we  sow'd  the  grain  of  life,  succeeds 
A  rcpious  harvest  of  pernicious  weeds,      [stands. 
Where  corn  'once  stood,    th'   insatiate   thistle 
And  deletereoas  hemloc  chokes  the  lands. 

if  erroars  pareiy  human  are  forgiv'n, 
I  dare  pppsent  my  last  appeal  to  Hcav'n, 
Religion  and  clear  Honesty,  combined. 
Made  up  the  short  full  system  of  my  mind. 
Hicely  I  mark'd  the  qaicksaods  of  the  state, 
The  crown's  encroachments,   and  the  people's 

bate; 
Fore-wam'd  my  prince  of  arbitrary  sway, 
And  taught  his  subjects  willingly  V  obey: 
Tliu^  ev'ry  thing  con8pir*d  to  one  great  end, 
The.iiatioo  was  my  child,  the  king  iny  friend. 
Both  still  1  serv'd  with  uniform  intent. 
The  good  of  both  with  equal  fervour  meant ; 
And,  wheiesoe'er  th'  Infiraction  first  arose. 
Still  judg*d  tV  aggressors  man's  and  nature's 
fties. 

Monarchs,  sometimes,  discard  thro*  fear,  or 
hate,  [state; 

Those,  whose  good  sense  and  yirtnes  poize  the 
So  mariners,  when  storms  the  ocean  sweep. 
Commit  their  guardian-ballast  to.  the  deepl 

'Methinks,  in  thesd  my  solitudes,  1  hear 
'nicilla  whisp'ringirithe  tyrant's  ear  8, 
"  Assert  the  glories  which  are'  all  thy  own ; 
And  lop  the  branch  that  over-shades  the  throne ;}' 
When  he  and  malice  know,  I  taught  no  more 
Than  ev'ry  righteous  statesman  taught  before. 
I'sbow'd  my  prince  » — **  The  first  of  regal  arts 
Was  10  reign  monarch  of  the  people's  hearts : 

>  *rheodoric  in  his  heart  was  strongly  inclined 
to  Arianism. 

•  Odoacer  and  Theodoric  had  divided  ^y  agree- 
ment the  kingdom  of  Italy  between  them.  The 
latter  invited  the*fofmer  to  a  banquet,  and  killed 
him  with  his  own  hand. 

7  ■  ■  nescia  fajpis 

Sylva  comam  toUit,  fructumque  expirat  in 
umbras.  Stat*  Sylva. 

•  L.  I,  Pros.  4. 

9  The  precepts  of  government,  comprised  in 
the  following  lines,  and  recommended  by  Boe- 
tius,  are  extracted  almost  verbatim  from  Cas- 
siodonis's  Letters.  Cassiodorus  was  secretary  to 
Theodoric  and  Athalaric,  kings  of  the  Goths. 
He  was  a  sUtesman  of  great  genins,  and  an  au- 
thpr  of  wonderful  invention. 

An  ancient  writer  of  the  chnroh  has  justly 
marked  out  the  difference  betwixt  a  king  and  a 
tyrant:  « they  have  both*'  (says  he)  "absolole 


(Swift  to  encourage,  eager  to  redress. 
The  steward  of  a  nation's  happiness;) 
Tanght  him,  each  gift  he  gave,  by  truth  to  scan; 
T'  adapt  the  man  to  place,  not  place  to  man ; 
To  guard  the  public  wealth  with  anxious  care. 
Studious  of  peace,  but  still  prepar'd  for  war : 
Taught  him,  that  princes  of  celestial  kind, 
Like  Numa,  cultivate  the  field  and  mind  *« : 
Wam'd  him  'gainst  x>ow'r,  which  suffers  no  con- 
trol; 
But  mostly  that,  which  persecutes  tlie  soul : 
Then  by  examples,  or  from  reason,  show'd. 
That  none  are  true  to  man  wbo're  false  to  God  "; 
And  that  our  lives,  except  by  freedom  blest, 
Are  a  dull  passive  slavery  attest." 
Hence  righteous  kings  uf  softer  clay  are  made ; 
Not  for  their  subjects  mis'ry,  but  their  aid  *='. 
True  liberty,  by  pious  monarchs  .?iv'n, 
Is  emblematic  manna  rain'd  from  Heav'n  : 
Without  it,  ev'ry  appetite  is  pall'd, 
llie  body  fetter'd,  and  the  mind  enthrall'd  *>. 

Thus  when  by  chance  some  rustic  hand  invades 
The  nightingale's  recess  in  poplar-shades. 
And  b&LX^  the  pris'ner  with  offensive  care 
To  Nero's  house  of  gold,  and  Nero's  fiire; 
-Th'  ac'rial  chorister,  no  longer  free. 
Wails  and  detests  man's  civil  cruelty : ' 
Still  dnmbth'  imprison'd  sylvan  bard  remains;^ 
(Your  human  bards  make    music   with   their 

chains;} 
And  when  from  his  exalted  cage  he  sees  .  [trees, 
Tlie  hills,  the  dales,  the  lawns,  the  streams,  the 
He  looks  on  courtly  food  with  loathing  eyes, 
And  sighs  for  liberty,  and  worms,  and  flies  '4. 

po^er  and  abundance  of  people  under  their  com- 
mand ;  but  exert  their  authority  and  power  in  a 
very  different  manner :  for  the  formef  seeks  only 
the  gO(id  of  those  whom  he  governs,  and  hazard* 
all,  feven  bis'life,  that  they  may  live  in  peace  and 
safety."  He  then  gives  the  contrast  of  their 
characters  in  more  fall  detail. 

Synesius  Fisbop  of  Cyren^  to  the  Emperor 

Arcadhis. 
'•Ovid.  Met  XV,  V.  482. 
"  A  saying  of  Constantius  Chlorus,  the  father 
uf  Constant  ine  the  Great. 

>'2  The  character  of  a  jost  and  pions  prince  is 
finely  marked  by  Isaiah,  ch.  xvi,  v.  5.  *'  In 
mercy  shall  the  throne  be  established,  and  he 
shall  sit  upon  it  in  truth,  in  the  tabernacle  of 
David ;  judging  and  seeking  judgment,  and  hast*-  ^ 
ing  righteousness." 

13  Much  to  thispurpase  is  a  passage  in  tbeSon 
of  Sirach : — "  As  long  as  thou  livest,  and  hast 
breath  in  thee,  give  not  thyself  over  to  any.  In 
all  thy  works  keep  to  thyself  the  pre-eminence, 
and  leave  not  a  slain  in  thine  honour." 

Ecclns.  ch.  nxiij. 
H  Qua:  canit  altis  garrula  ramis 
Ales,  cavesB  clauditur  antra. 
Huic  licet  illita  pocula  melle 
Largasqoe  dapes  dulci  studio 
Ludens  horoinum  cura  ministret ; 
Si  tamen  alto  saliens  tecto 
Nemorum  gratas  viderit  umbras, 
Si^rsas  pedibus  proteritescas; 
Sylvas  tantnm  mcesta  requirit. 

3oet,  de  CoDMilaL  L.  IIL  Metr.  % 
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BARTERS  POEMS* 


Such  troths  my  crimes  I  But  Charity's  soft 
veil 
Shall  shade  the  hateful  remuant  of  the  tale. 
The  daughter  of  a  Symmachus  ^^  disdains 
Vindictive  plaints  and  acrimonious  sUaius; 
Make  the  solemnity  of  grief  appear 
Hagnificently  dumb,  withopt  a  tear ! 
Brave  as  our  sex,  and  as  thy  own  resigned ; 
XJncooquer'd,  like  thy  beauty,  be  thy  mind  * — 
Wretch  that  I  was,  how  dar'd  I  to  complain  ? 
IfeaT'n's  chaftisements  are  never  dealt  in  vain ! 
In  somethmg,  or  my  pride  or  frailty  err'd, 
And  my  just  doom  was  certain,  tho'  deferred.  - 
The  mists  of  twilight-sunshine,  and  esteem. 
Made  me  not  greater  grow,  but  greater  seem. 
When  I  the  paths  of  human  grandeur  trod. 
Might  not  my  alien  heart  diverge  from  God  ? 
Might  I  not  raise  my  kins-folk  and  my  friends 
From  private  reasons,  and  for  private  endsj 
Exclusive  of  the  better  few,  who  stay 
Far  from  the  solar  walk,  and  court's  high-way  17? 
^ight  1  not  swell  too  much  on  earthly  pow'r, 
Man's  ideot- play-thing,  gewgaw  of  an  hour? 
Or  might  not  false  compliance,  flatt'ry,  art. 
Unhinge  ^y  truth,  unchristianize  my  heart? 

Why  nam'd  I  in  these  lines  my  wealthi  my 
race  ^^, 
The  consul's  station,  or  the  statesman's  place; 
The  confidence  I  gain'd,  the  trusts  I  bore  ?-— 
See,  my  heart  sickens  to  review  tliem  more ! 
Boast  as  we  will,  dissemble  as  we  can, 
A  pious  peasant  is  the  greater  man. 

How  hard  the  contest,  and  how  sharp  the  strife 
To  part  the  great  from  pageantry  of  life  ! 
To  wean  the  bearded  infant  from  bis  toys. 
Vain  hopes,  vain  honours,  and  still  vainer  joys  i 
See  the  proud  demi-god  in  triumph  sit. 
With  nauseous  incense  cbok'd,  and  hireling  wit; 
Hymn'd  by  a  chorus  of  self-serving  tools, 
llie  Nisroch  ^  of  bis  knaves,    and  calf  ^  of 

fools!— 
I'll  dwell  no  longer  on  this  angry  theme  ^* ;— > 
But  sketch  the  moral  picture  of  a  dream  '*K 

One  night,  with  grief  o'e^  charg'd,  with  cares 
opprest. 
Like  a  sick  child,  I  moan'd  myself  to  rest: 

'^  Pretiostssimnm  generis  humani  deuus  Sym- 
machus socer ; 
Vir  totus  ex  sapieniia,  virtutibusque  factus. 
Boet.  de  Consolat.  L.  II,  Pros.  4. 

Socer  Symmachus,  sanctns,    atque    actu  ipso 
reverendus.         Ibid.  L.  I,  Pros.  4. 

*"  *'  In  chuhing  men  who  are  to  discharge  the 
highest  oflices,  the  safest  conduct  is  to  take  the 
man  who  goes  out  of  his  «ay  in  order  to  decline 
it,  and  not  the  mau  who  intrudes  boldly  for  it." 
St.  Bernard. 

^  See  the  early  part  of  the  epistle. 

»i'  «2  Kings,  ch.  xix,  v.  37. 

^  Exod,  ch.  xxxii,  v,  4,     1  Kings,  ch.  xii,  v. 

2»  De  sc-eleribus  ac  fraudibusdelatorumrecte 
tu  qiiidom  strici)m  atiiugendum  putasti,  quod  ea 
melius  uberinsque  recogno&centis  omnia  vulgi  ce- 
k'bit'ntur.    'Philosophia  loquitur,  Lk1,Pros.  5. 

'^^  What  follows  is  extracted  from  the  Pbiloso- 
phicul  Consolation  of  Boctius, 


When  lo,  a  figare  of  celestial  mien 
(Known  indistinctly  once,  and  faintly  seen) 
Approach'd  me ;  fair  and  graceful  as  a  queen* 
Now,  (strange  to  tell !]   she  seem*d  of  humaa 

8ize« 
And  now,  herform  august  half  reach'd  the  skies  ^. 

Sweet-smiling,  with  an  accent  soft  she  said, 
<*  is  this  Boetius  ?  Or  Boetius'  shade  ? 
What  sudden  stroke  of  unexpected  woe 
Congeals  thy  tears,  and  wants  the  pow'r  to  low  > 
Incapable  of  comforter  relief. 
See  a  dumb  image  jietrify'd  with  gi'ief ! 
Th'  impetuous  storm  arose  not  by  degrees. 
But  bursts  like  hurricanes  on  Adria's  seas  »." 

She  spoke,  and  to  my  throbbing  heart  apply'd 
Her  tender  hand;    "My  son,  my  sod,"   she 
cry'd,  [ease  i. 

'<Med'cines,  and  not  complaints,  thy  pangs  must 
False  greatness,  and  false  pride,  are  thy  disease,'* 
Then  with  her  other  hand  she  touch'd  my  eyes^^ 
Soft,  as  when  Zephyr's  breath  o'er  roses  flies : 
Instant  my  sense  return'd,  restor'd  and  wholesp 
To  re-possess  its  empire  of  the  soul. 
So,  when  o'er  Phccbus  low-hung  clouds  prevail^ 
Sleep  on  each  hill,  and  sadden  ev'ry  dale; 
Sudden,  up-springing  from  the  north,  invades 
A  purging  wind,  which  iirst  disturbs  the  shudes^ 
Tliius  the  black  phalanx ;  till  with  fury  driv*n 
Swift  disappears  the  flying  wreck  of  Heav'n: 
To  its  ouu  native  blue  the  Sky  refines, 
AndtheSun^s  orb  «iih  double  radiance  sbineW. 

The  dame  celestial  mark'd  with  glad  surpris* 
Recovered  reason  lab' ring  in  my  eyes. 
And,  kindly  smiling,  said,  or  seem'd  to  say  ; 
*'  At  lengtli,  my  son,  the  i>itel1ectual  ray 
Just  gleams  the  hopeful  promise  of  a  day. 
Patients  like  thee  must  cautiously  be  fed 
With  milk  diluted,  and  innoxious  bread  : 
Permit  me  then  in  gentlest  strains  to  give 
Rules  to  die  happy,  and  contented  live ;. 
And,  when  thy  stomach  can  strong  food  digest. 
My  prudence  shall  administer  the  rest*?. 
I  never  leave  my  children  on  the  road. 
But  lead  each  pilgrim  to  bis  blest  abode  **• 

"  Sufnce  it  tirst  this  wholesome  truth  t'  in* 
part; 
Coy  Fortune's  absence  stings  thee  to  the  heart: 
A  willing  mistress  to  the  young  and  bold. 
But  scornful  of  the  tim'ruus  and  the  old : 
Mere  lust  of  change  compelPd  her  to  cashier 
Her  best  lov'd  Pompey  in  bis  fiftieth  year. 

23  L.  I,  Pros.  1,  De  Consolat.  Philosoph. 
2^  De  Consolat.  Philosoph.  L.  I,  Pros.  2. 
2^  L,  I,  I'r*.  9. 

28  Tunc  me  discns<a  liqnemnt  nocte  tenebre^ 
Lunlinibu^qlle  prior  rediit  vigor. 
Ut  cum  prfficipiti  glomeraotur  sidera  Coro 

Nimbosisque  polus  stctitimbribus: 
Sol  lalet,  ac  nondum  cocio  venientibus  astris 

Dpsupcr  it)  tcrram  nox  funditur. 
Hare,  si  ThreVcio  Boreas  emissns  ab  antro 

\'erberet,  &  clansum  reseratdirm  ; 
Emicac  &  subito  vibratiis  lumine  Pbcebus^ 
Miranies  uculos  ladiis  ferit. 

L.  I,  Metr.  3. 
«"  L.  I,  Pros.  2, 
»  L.  I,  Pros.  3. 
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The  frowns  of  a  eaprictons  jitt  yen  mourn. 
Who's  thin«  or  mine,  and  ev'ry  man^s  by  turn  : 
Were  Fortune  ornstant*  she*^  no  more  the  same, 
fiat,  changed  iu  species,  takes  another  name. 
Say,  when  that  prodigy®  of  falsehood  smil'd, 
And  all  the  sorceress  thy  heart  beguil'd ; 
When  ev'ry.ioy  that  full  possession  gave 
Rose  to  the  highest  relish  man  can  crave ; 
Wast  thou  then  happy  to  thy  soul's  desire  ? — 
Something  to  seok,  and  sometliing  to  require. 
Still,  still  pcrplex'd  thee,  unforeseen  before. — 
Thy  draa^hts  were  mighty,  but  thy  dropsy  more^. 
Tis granted, Fortune's  vanished — and  what  then  ? 
Thou'rt  still  as  truly  rich  as  all  good  men : 
Thy  mind's  thy  own;  (if  that  be  calm  and 

ev'n  !)— 
Thy  fiiith  in  Providence,  thy  funds  in  Heav'n. 
The  Indian  only  torik  her  jingling  bells, 
Her  raf^sof  silk,  and  trumpery  of  shells  : 
Virtue's  a  plunder  of  a  cumb'roas  make, 
She  cannot,  and  she  does  not  chose  to  take^'.— 
Accept  the  inconstant,  if  she  deigns  to  stay; 
And,  if  she  leaves  thee,  speed  her  on  the  way ; 
For  Where's  the  difTrence,  mighty  reas'ner,  say, 
When  man  by  death  of  all  things  is  beref^ 
If  he  leaves  Fortune,  or  by  Fortune's  left'*? 
Fortnne  to  Calba's  door  the  diadem  brought ; 
The  door  was  clos'd,  and  other  sons  she  sought : 
Fortune's  a  woman,  over  fond  or  blind ; 
A  step-dame  now,  and  now  a  mother  kind* 

*'  Eschew  the  lust  of  pow'r,  and  pride  of 
lifei— 
One  jarring  mass  of  counter- working  strife  I 
Vain  hopes,  which  only  idiot  minds  employ  ; 
And  fancy  builds  for  fancy  to  destroy  ! 
All  must  be  wretched  who  expect  too  much  ; 
life's  chymic  gold  proves  recreant  to  the  touch. 

"  The  man  who  fears,  nor  hopes  for  earthly 
things, 
Disarms  the  tyrant,  and  looks  down  on  kings : 
Whilst  the  dependinar«  craving,  flatt'ring  slave. 
Hakes  hii  own  chain  that  dragtf  him   to  the 
grave  33." 

The  goddess  now,  with  mild  and  sober  grace 
Inclining,  look'd  me  stedfast  in  the  face. 

< '  Thy  exile  next  sits  heavy  on  thy  mind ; 
Thy  pomp,  thy  wealth,  thy  villas,  left  behind. 
Ah,  quit  these  nothings  to  the  hungry  tribe ; 
States  cannot  banish  thee ;  they  may  proscribe, 
llie  good  man's  country  is  in  ev'ry  clime. 
His  God  in  ev'ry  place,  at  ev'ry  time ; 
In  civiliz'd,  or  in  barbarian  lands. 
Wherever  Virtue  breathes,  an  altar  stands^  I 

^  Intdligo  multiformes  illius  prodigii  fucos. 

L.  11,  Pros.  1. 
^^  Largls  cum  pottus  muneribus  fluons 
Sitis  ardescit  habendi.  L.  II,  Metr.  2« 

31  U  H,  Pros.  1. 

^  Quid  igitur  referre  putesi,  tun^  illam  mo- 
ricendo  deseras,  an  te  ilia  fugiendo  ? 

Lib.  II,  Pros.  3. 
39  Qubquis  composite  serenus  evo    • 
Nee  speres  aliquid,  nee  extimescas, 
£acarmaveris  impotcntis  iram. 
At  quisquis  trepidos  pavet.  vel  optat, 
Kectit,  qua  valeat  trahi,  catenam.    , 

BoctL.  I. 
S4  L>  I,  Pn».  5,  Boetiu8.--*-< 


"  A  faVther  weakness  in  thy  h^rt  I  redl; 
Thy  prison  shocks  thee  with  unusual  dread : 
Dark  solitude  thy  wav*ring  mind  appalls. 
Damp  lloorsi  and  low  hung  roofs,  attd  nak«l 

walls. 
Yet  here  the  mihd  of  Socrates  could  soar; 
And,  being  less  than  man,  he  rose  to  more. 
Wish  not  to  see  new  hosts  of  clients  wait 
In  rows  submissive  through  vast  rooms  of  state  | 
Nor,  on  the  litter  of  coarse  rushes  spread, 
Lament  the  absence  of  thy  downy  bed : 
Nor  grieve  thou,  that  thy  plundev'd  books  afibrd 
No  consolation  to  their  exil'd  lord  : 
Read  thy  own  heart's;  its  motions  nicely  scan; 
There's  a  sufBcient  library  for  man^*. 
And  yet  a  nobler  volume  still  remains ; 
The  book  of  Providence  all  truths  contains  : 
For  ever  useful,  and  for  ever  clear. 
To  all  men  open,  and  to  all  men  near: 
By  tyrants  unsuppress'd,  untouch'd  by  fire  j 
Old  as  mankind,  and  with  mankind  t'  expire'T. 

"  NesEt,  what  aggrieves  thee  most,  is  loss  of 
fame. 
And  the  chaste  pride  of  a  once  spotless  name : 
But  mark,  my  son,  the  truths  I  shall  impart. 
And  grave'them  on  the  tablets  of  thy  heart: 
The  first  keen  stroke  th'  unfortunate  shall  find, 
Is  losing  the  opinion  of  mankind^ : 
Slander  and  accusation  take  their  rise 
From  thy  declining  fortunes,  not  thy  vice. 
How  rarely  is  a  poor  man  highty  deem'd  ; 
Or  a  rich  upstart  villam  dis-esteem'd  ?— 
From  chilly  shades  the  gnats  of  fortune  run 
To  buz  in  heat  and  twinkle  in  the  sun  ; 
Till  Heav'n  (at  Heav»n's  appointed  season  kind,) 
Sweeps  off  th'  Egyptian  plague  with  such  a  windy 
That  not  one  blood  sucker  is  left  behind. 

"  Boast  not,  nor  grieve  at  good  or  evil  ftm^t 
Be  true  to  God,  and  thou  art  still  the  same. 
Man  cannot  give  thee  virtues  thou  hast  not. 
Nor  steal  the  virtues  thou  hast  truly  got. 

**  And  what's  the  applause  of  learning  or  of 
wit? 
Critics  unwrite  wbate'er  the  author  writs 


•Ubicnnque  Virtus; 


Heic,  puto,  templum  est 

Jac.  Balde  Odaek 
Heav'n,  to  men  well  dispos'd,  is  ev'ry  where; 
Dr.  Donne. 
3s  "  There  are  two  lessons  which  God  instills 
every  day  into  the  faitliTuI :  the  one  is,  to  see 
their  own  faults :  the  other  is,  to  comprehend  the 
divine  goodness."  Thorn,  k  Kemp. 

*  "The  best  looking-glass  wherein  to  see  tby 
God  is  perfectly  to  see  thyself.'* 

Hugo  de  Auima. 

37  L.  I,  Pros.  4.    Boctius. 

38  At  rero  hie  etiam  nostris  mails  cumulus 
accedit,  quod  existimatio  plurimonim  non  remm 
mcrita,  sed  fortuns  spectat  eventnm;  caque 
tantum  Judical  esse  provisa,  quse  felicitas  com- 
mend averit.  Quo  fit,  ut  existimatio  bona,  prima 
omnium  deserat  iiif<4lices. 

Boetins,  Ibid« 

*  Si  vis  beatns  esse,  cogita  hoc  primum, 
contcmnere  et  contemni ;  nondum  es  felix,  si  te 
turba  Don  deriscrit. 

Antistbenis  Dictum* 
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To  a  oev  Ifltetbif  Moood  life  miMt  yield. 
And  death  will  twice  be  master  of  the  field^. 

<' Nor  grieve,  nor  murmur,  oorindalgedetpair. 
To  see  the  villain  cloth'd,  and  good  roan  bare ; 
To  lee  impiety  with  pomp  enthroo'd  $-— 
(Virtue  unsought  for,  honesty  miown*d :) 
Heav'n's  dispensations  no  man  can  eaplote ; 
In  this,  to  feUiom  God,  is  to  be  more  ! 
Meerman  but  guemes  the  diiine  decree ; 
The  most  the  Stagyrite  himself  could  see. 
Was  the  faint  g^imm'ring  of  contingency. 
Yet  deem  not  rich  men  happy,  nor  the  poor 
Unprosp^roos;  wait  th'  event,  and  judge  no  oure. 
Tfm  sdety  to  Ueav*n'8  children  must  belong: 
With  God  the  rich  are  weak,  the  poor  are  strong. 
Tb'  irrevocable  sanction  stands  prepared ; 
Vice  has  its  curse,  and  virtue  it»  reward  *K 
Conscience,  man's  centinel,  forbids  to  stray. 
Nor  shows  us  the  great  gtrif  for  UeavVs  high* 
way. 

*<  To  serve  the  great,  and  aggrandise  our  pride. 
We  barter  honour,  and  our  faith  beside  : 
Mindless  of  future  bliss,  and  heav'niy  feme, 
We  strip  and  sell  the  Christian  to  the  name. 
Ambition,  like  the  sea  by  tempests  tost. 
Still  makes  new  conquests  for  old  conquests  kst : 
Cburt-favoun  lie  above  the  common  road 
By  modesty  and  humble  virtue  trod ; 
Like  trees  on  precipices,  they  display 
Fair  fruit,  which  none  can  reach  but  birds  of 
prey. 

**  All  men  from  want»  as  from  contagion,  fly  ; 
They  weary  Earth,  and  importune  the  sky; 
Gain  riches,  and  yet  'scape  not  poverty  : 
The  once  mean  soul  preserves  its  earthly  part. 
The  beggar's  flatt'ry,  and  the  beggar's  heart. 

« In  spite  of  titles,  glory,  kindred^  pelf, 
'  Lov'st  thou  an  object  better  than  thyself  ? 
You  answer,  No. — If  that,  my  son,  be  true, 
Then  give  to  God  the  thanks  to  God  are  due. 
No  man  is  crown'd  the  fev'rite  of  the  skies. 
Till  Heav'n  his  faith  by  sharp  affliction  tries : 
Nor  chains,  disgrace,  nor  tyrants  can  control 
Th'  ability  to  saveth'  immortal  soul. 
How  oft  did  Seneca  deplore  his  fate, 
Debarr'd  that  recollection  which  you  hate! 
How  often  did  Papinian  waste  bis  breath 
T'   implore    like   your's,    a  pausing  time  for 
death  4*  ?~ 

*<  Place  in  thy  sight  Heav'n's  confessors  re- 
And  suffer  with  humility  of  mind :  [sign'd. 

As  thy  prosperities  paft'd  ftwifl  away, 
Just  so  thy  grief  shall  make  a  transient  stay  *K 

40  Cum  sera  vobis  rapiet^oc  etium  dies. 
Jam  vos  secanda  mors  maneL 

Boetius,  L.  II,  Metr.  7. 
«i  Si  ea  qusB  paulo  ante  oonclusa  sunt,  in- 
aonvulsa  sequantur,  ipso  de  cujus  nunc  regnb 
loquimur,  anctore  cognosces,  semper  quldem 
potentes  booos  esse,  mak»  vero  abjectos  semper 
Ac  imbecilles;  nee  sin^  poena  unquam  esse  vitia, 
nee  sine  praemio  virtutes;  bonis  ielicia,  malis 
*semper  infortunata  contingere. 
Boetius,  L.  IV,  Prosa  1, 

Be  Consolat.  Philosoph. 
Qui  semina  virtii,  fema  raccoglie, 
«  Boet.  L.  Ill,  Pros.  5. 
^  Quod  si  idciroo  te  fbrtunantum  esse  oon 


Thy  |ife*s  last  boor  (ttorisitfer  firamtbee) 
Is  iht  laat  hour  of  bamaB  miKry. 
EiBtmnef  of  grief  or  joy  are  rarely  giv>a« 
And  laat  as  rarely,  by  the  will  of  Heav'n." 

80  spake  Philosophy,  and  upwards  flaw, 
inspiring  confidwioe  as  she  withdrew. 

Here  let  my  just  resentments  cease  to  flow. 
Here  let  meck)se  my  elegies  of  woe* 

Rusticiana,  feirestof  thefeir. 
My  present  obgect,  andmyfutoracare; 
Be  mindful  of  my  chiMren,  and  thy  vows  :— 
And  ('gainst  thy  judgment)  O  defend  thy  spouar. 
My  children  are  my  other  self  to  thee': — 
Heav'n  you  distrust  if  y<M  lanient  for  me. 

Weep  not  my  fete  i  is  man  to  be  deplor'd. 
From  a  dark  prison  to  tree  air  restored? 
Admir'd  by  friends,  and  envy'd  by  my  foes* 
I  die,  when  glory  to  the  highest  rose. 
I've  mounted  to  the  summit  of  a  ball; 
If  1  go  further,  1  descend,  or  fell. 
Hail  death,  thou  lenient  cordial  of  relief; 
Preventive  of  my  shame  and  of  my  grief ! 
Kind  Nature  crops  me  in  full  virtue's  bloom  <«, 
Not  left  to  shrink  and  wither  for  the  tomb. 
Shed  not  a  tear,  but  vindicate  thy  pow'r, 
Enrich'd  like  Egypt's  soil  without  a  show'r. 
Fortune,  which  gave  too  much,  did  soon  rcpiue. 
There  was  no  solstice  in  a  course  like  mine. 
With  calmness  I  my  bleeding  death  behold; 
Suns  set  in  crimson-streams  to  rise  in  gold. 

Farewell,  and  may  Heav'n's  bounty  heap  on 
thee, 
(As  more  desening)  what  it  takes  from  me**  I— 
That  peace,  which  made  thy  social  virtues  shine. 
The  peace  of  conscience,  and  the  peace  divine. 
Be  ever,  O  thou  best  of  women,  thine ! 

Forgive,  Almighty  Pow'r,  this  worldly  part  j 
These  last  convulsions  of  an  husband's  heart : 
Give  us  thy  self;  and  teach  our  minds  to  see 
The  Saviour  and  the  Paraclete  in  thee  I 
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ShaH  not  every  one  mourn  thatdwelletb  therdn^ 

Amos,  ch.  viii,  v.  8. 
I  did  mourn  as  a  dove ;  mine  eyes  failed  with 
kx>kittg  upwards. 

Isaiah,  ch.  nxviii,  v.  ]4. 
Fear  not  thou,  my  servant,  saith  the  Lord ;  for 
I  am  with  thee.     I  will  not  make  a  full  end 
of  thee  s  but  correct  thee  in  measure. 

Jer.  ch.  xlvij  v.  ulL 

existimas,  quoniam  que  tunc  laeta  videbantnr, 
abidrunt :  non  est  quod  te  miserum  putes,  quo- 
niam, que  nunc  creduntur  moesta,  prctereunt." 
Idem,  L.  U,  Pros.  *X 


-  RaperiSy  noo  indigus  evi> 
Star. 


Non  nimios. 
*ft  Pars    animae  victura    meae,    cui  linquere 


O  Utinam !   quo  dhra  mihi  rapit  Atropoa 
ft!  Stat.  Syha. 
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^ADVERTISEMENT. 

IT  is  to  be  hoped  the  reader  will  pardon  me,  if 
I  talie  the  liberty  of  prefixing  to  this  elegy  a 
•light  advertisement,  instead  of  inserting  what 
inighi  seem  too  long  for  a  note  in  the  body  of  the 
poem. 

Having  ventured  (and  I  am  sure  It  is  llcentia 
sompta  pudenter  ^)  to  introduce  three  or  four 
new  expressions  in  a  volume  of  near  five  thou- 
•and  lines,  and  one,  namely,  dew-tinged  ray,  in 
the  present  elegy,  I  thought  myself  obliged  to 
make  «ome  apology  on  that  subject;  since  all 
imiovations  in  poets  like  me,  (who  can  only  pre- 
tend to  a  certain  degree  of  mediocrity)  are  more 
or  less  of  an  affected  cast,  and  rarely  to  be  ex- 
Cfised  j  inasmuch  as  we  have  the  vanity  to  teach 
other;  what  we  do  not  thoroughly  understand 
uurselves. 

And  here  permit  me  td  call  that  language  of 
ours  classical  English,  which  is  to  be  found  in  a 
few  chosen  writers  inclusively  from  the  times  of 
Spencfer  till  the  death  of  Mr.  Pope ;  for  fklse 
refinements,  after  a  language  has  arisen  to  a 
certain  degree  of  perfection,  give  reasons  to  sus- 
pect that  a  language  is  upon  the  decline.  The 
same  circumstances  have  happened  formerly, 
and  the  event  has  been  almost  invarinbly  the 
same.  Compare  Statius  ;ind  ClaUdian  with  Vir-» 
gil  and  Horace :  and  yet  the  former  was,  if  one 
may  so  speak,  immediate  heir  at  law  to  the 
latter. 

I  have  known  some  of  my  cotemporaty  poets 
(and  those  not  very  voluminous  writers)  who  have 
uoined  their  one  or  two  hundred  woids  a  man ; 
whereas  Dryden  and  Pope  devised  only  abont 
threescore  words  between  them ;  many  of  which 
were  compound  epithets :  but  most  of  the  words 
which  they  introduced  into  our  language  proved 
ill  the  event  to  be  vigorous  and  perennial  plants, 
being  chosen  and  raised  from  excellent  of&ets  3. 
-«.Indei  d  the  former  author  revived  also  a  great 
nwnber  of  ancient  words  and  expressions  ;  and 
this  he  did  (beginning  at  Chaucer)  with  so  much 
delicacy  of  choice,  and  in  a  manner  so  compre- 
hensive, that  he  left  the  latter  author  (who  was 
iti  that  point  equally  judicious  and  sagacious) 
very  little  to  do,  or  next  to' nothing. 

•^Some  few  of  Dryden's  revived  words  I  have 
presumed  to  continue ;  of  which  take  the  follow- 
ing instances ;  as  grideline,  fihnont,  and  car- 
mine, (with  reference  to  colours,  and  mixtures 
of  colours;)  cymar,  eygre,  trine,  ETPHRA,  pa- 
raclete, panoply,  rood,  dorp,  eglantine,  orisons, 
aspirations,  flee.  I  mention  this,  lest  any  one 
•bould  be  angry  with  me,  or  pleased  with  me  in 

sHorat. 

*  I  must  here  make  one  ejiceptjon.  Dryden 
showed  some  weakness,  in  anglicising  common 
French  words,  and  those  not  over  elegant,  when 
at  the  hwme  time  we  had  synonymous  words  of 
our  own  growth.  Thus,  for  example,  he  intro- 
duced levee,  ooocbee,  boutefeu,  simagres,  fra- 
cheur,  fougne,  &c.  Nor  was  he  more  lucky  in 
the  Italian  fiilsarft : 


-  his  shield 


Was  falsify'd,  aad  round  with  javMIns  fiird. 
Dryden's  Virg. 
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particular  places,  where  I  discover  neither  bold- 
ness nor  invention. — I  owe  also  to'Fenton  the 
participle  meandered;  and  to  Sir  W.  D'Ave- 
nant  the  latinism  of  funeral  ilicet. 

As  to  compound  epithets,  those  ambitiosa  or- 
namenta  *  of  modem  poetry,  Dryden  has  devis- 
ed a  few  of  them,  with  equal' diffiideode  and 
caution ;  bMt  those  few  are  exquisitely  beauti- 
ful. Mr.  Pope  seized  oo  them  as  family  dia- 
monds, and  added  thereto  an  equal  number, 
dug  from  his  own  mines,  and  heightened  by  his 
own  polishing. 

Compound  epithets  first  came  into  their  great 
vogue  about  the  year  1598.  Shakespeare  and 
Ben  Jonson  both  ridiculed  the  ostentatious  dnd 
immoderate  use  of  them,  in  their  prologues  to 
Troilus  and  Oessida  and  to  Every  Man  in  his 
Humour.  By  the  above-named  prologues  it  also 
appears,  that  bombast  grew  fashionable  about  the 
same  era<  Now  in  both  ia«tances  an  aflfected  taste 
is  the  same  as  a  false  taste.  The  author  of  Hiero- 
nimo  (who  as  I  may  venture  to  assure  the  reader, 
was  one  John  Smith  4)  first  led  op  the  dance.  Then 
came  the  bold  and  self-sufficient  translator  of  Da 
Bartas  >,  who  broke  down  all  the  flood-gates  of 
the  true  stream  of  eloquence  (which  formerly 
preserved  the  river  clear,  within  due  bounds,  and 
full  to  its  banks)  and,  like  the  rat  in  the  Low- 
Country  dikes,  mischievously  or  wantonly  de- 
luged the  whole  land. 

O^  innovated  phrases  and  words ;  of  words 
revived ;  of  compound  epithets,  &c.  I  may  one 
day  or  other  say  more,  in  a  distinct  criticism  on 
Dryden's  poetry.  It  shall  therefore  only  sufiioe 
to  observe  here,  that  our  two  great  poetical  mas- 
ters never  thought  that  the  interposition  of  an 
hyphen,  without  just  grounds  and  reasons,  made 
a  compound  epithet.  On  the  contrary,  it  was 
their  opinion,  Tand  to  thb  opinion  their  practice 
was  conformable]  that  such  union  should  only  be 
made  between  two  nouns,  as  patriot-king,  ideot- 
laugh,  &c.— or  between  an  adjective  and  noun, 
or  noun  and  adjective,  vice  versa,  or  an  adjec- 
tive and  participle;  as  laughter-loving,  cloud- 
compelling,  rosy-fitigered,  &c. — As  also  by  an 
adverb  used  as  part  of  an  adjective,  as  you  may 
see  in  the  words  well -concocted,  well-digested, 
&€. — But  never  by  a  full  real  adverb  and  adjec- 
tive, as  inly-pining,  sadly-musing,  and,  to  make 
free  with  myself,  (though  I  only  did  it  by  way  of 
irony)  my  expression  of  simply-marry'd  epi- 
thets, of  which  sort  of  novelties  modem  poe- 
try chiefly  consists.  Nor  should  such  com- 
pound epithets  be  looked  upon  as  the  poet's 
making ;  for  they  owe  their  existence  to  the  com- 
positor of  the  pressy  and  the  intenrention  of  an 
hyphen^ 

Much  of  the  same  analogy  by  which  Dryden 
And  Pope  guided  themselves  in  the  present  case, 
may  be  seen  in  the  purer  Gieek  and  Roman  lan« 
guages  :  but  all  the  hyphens  in  the  world,  (sup- 
posing hyphens  bad  been  then  known)  would  not 
have  traty  joined  together  the  dulce  ridentem,  or 
dulce  loquentem,  of  Horace. 

In  a  word,  some  few  precautions  of  the  pre* 

•Horat 

«  John  Smith  writ  also  the  Hector  of  Qermapy. 

*  Jodtua  Sylvester. 
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fpntkind  are  not  unnecessary:  English  poetry 
Ijegins  to  grow  capricious,  fantastical,  and  af- 
i^edly  luxuriant ;  and  therefore  f as  Anprustus 
fftid  of  Haterius)  sufflaminari  paululiim  debet. 
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Pains  and  diseases  ;   stripes  and  labour  tooM 
**  What  more  could  Edom  and  proud  Ashur  do?" 
Scourge  after  scourge,   and   blows  succeeding 

blows? 
Ijord,  has  thy  hand  no  mercy,  and  our  woes 
Ko  intermission  ?  Gracious  Being,  please 
To  calm  our  fears,  and  give  the  body  ease ! 
The  poor  man,  and  the  slave  of  ev'ry  kind,  [find: 
"•Midst  pains  and  toils  may  gleams  of  comfort 
Dat  who  can  bear  Ihe  sickness  of  the  mind  > 
The  pow»r  of  Melancholy  mounts  the  throne. 
And  makes  the  realms  of  wisdom  half  her  own  « : 
Kot  David's  lyre,  with  David's  voice  conjoin'd, 
Can  drive   th'    oppressive  phantom  from  the 

mind  3  ? 
Ko  more  the  Sun  delights,  nor  lawns,  nor  trees  j 
The  vernal  blossoms,  or  the  summer's  breeze. 
Ko  longer  Echo  makes  the  dales  reyoice 
With  sportive  sounds,  and  pictures  of  a  voice  4: 
Th'  aerial  choir,  which  sung  so  soft  and  clear, 
Kow  grates  haish  music  to  the  froward  car: 
The  gently  munn*ring  rills  offend  from  far, 
ibid  emulate  the  clangour  of  a  war : 
Books  have  no  wit,  the  liveliest  wits  have  none; 
And  hope,  the  last  of  ev*ry  friend,  is  gone  I 
Kor  rest  nor  joy  lo  Virtue's  self  are  priv'n. 
Till  the  disease  is  rectify 'd  by  Heav'n. 
And  yet  this  Iliad  of  intestine  woes 
(So  frail  is  man)  from  seeming  nothings  rose : 
A  drop  of  acrid  juice,  a  blast  of  air, 
Th*  obstnictk>n  of  a  tube  as  fine  as  hair ; 
Or  spasm  within  a  labyrinth  of  thrra<ls. 
More  subtile  far  than  those  the  spidrr  spreads  '. 

What  sullen  planet  rulM  our  hapless  birth, 
Averse  from  joys,  and  enemy  of  mirth  ? 
Wat'ry  Arcturus  in  a  luckless  place 
Southed  ^  and  portended  tears  to  all  our  race : 
W^ith  biro  the  weeping  Pleiades  conjoin. 
Ami  Maazaroth  made  up  the  mournful  trine  f : 

*  The  hint  of  this  emblem  is  taken  from  our 
tenerable  and  religious  poet  F.  Quarles,  L.  Ill, 
Embl.  4.  Mr.  Dryden  used  to  say,  that  Quarles 
exceeded  him  in  the  facility  of  rhyming. 

.  Quailes*s  book,  and  the  emblematical  prints 
therein  contained,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the 
Pia  Desideria  of  Hugo  Hermannns.  llie  en- 
gravings were  originally  designed  by  that  cele- 
brated ailist  C.  VanSichem. 

2  Dan.  ch.  iv,  v.  34. 

3  1  Sam.  ch.  xvi,  v.  2S.  * 

4  Agreeably  to  this,  is  a  lovely  piece  of  ima- 
gery in  the  holy  Scriptures. 

"The  Earth  moumcth  and  la ngnishelh  ;  Le- 
banon is  ashamed,  and  hewn  down ;  Sharon  is 
like  a  wilderness^  Bashanand  Carmel  shake ofl: 
their  fruits."  Isaiah,  ch.  xxxiii,  v.  P. 

s  Isaiah,  ch.  lix,  r.  5. 

*  South 'd,  a  received  term  in  astrology,    , 
9Joby  ch.  X3(xviii  t.  31,32.    According  to 


Orion  added  noise  to  dumb  despair, . 
And  rent  with  hurricanes  the  driving  air; 
And  last  Absinthion  '  his  dire  influence  shed 
Full  OD  the  heart,  and  fuller  on  the  bead. 

Ofl  have  we  sought  (and  fruitless  oft)  to  gain 
A  short  parenthesis  'twixt  pain  and  pain; 
But,  sickening  at  the  cheerfnlness  of  light. 
The  soul  has  langui&hM  for  th'  approach  dl  night: 
Again,  immerst  in  shades,  we  seem  to  say, 
O  day-spring  9 !    gleam  thy  promise  of  a  day  **. 
On  this  side  death  th*  unhappy  sure  are  carst, 
^lio  sigh  for  change,  and  think  the   present 


Who  weep  uoptty'd,  groan  without  relief ; 
'*  There  is  no  end  nor  measure  of  their  grief !" 
The  happy  have  waste  twelve-months  to  bestow ; 
But  those  can  spare  all  time,  who  live  in  woe  ! 
Whose  liveliest  hours  are  misery  and  thrall ; 
\Vho8e  food  is  wormwood,   and  whose  dnnkit 

gall ". 
Banish  their  grief,  or  ease  their  irksome  load ; 
Epbraim,  at  length,  was  favoured  by  his  God  ^» 

Ah,  what  is  man,  that  demi-god  on  Earth  ? 
Proud  of  his  knowledge,  glorying  in  his  birth  i 
Profane  corrector  of  th'  Almighty's  laws. 
Full  of  th*  cftVx^  forgetful  of  the  cause ! 
Why  boast  of  reason,  and  yet  reason  ill  ? 
.Why  talk  of  choice,  yet  follow  erring  will  ?    ■ 
Why  vaunt  our  liberty,  and  prove  the  slave 
Of  all  ambition  wants,  or  follies  crave  \ 
This  is  the  lot  of  him,  sumamM  the  wise. 
Who  lives  mistaken,  and  mistaken  diesi 

lliesick  leas  happy,  and  yet  happier  live; 
For  pains  and  maladies  are  God's  reprieve : 
This  respite,  'twixt  the  grave  and  cradle  giv*n. 
Is  th'  interposed  parenthesis  of  Ueav'n  I 

Scripture-astronomy  these  three  were  all  wateiy 
signs,  and  emblematical  of  grief.  The  fourth 
constellation,  named  Orion,  threatened  man- 
kind with  hurricanes  and  tempests.  Sandys  un- 
Xlerstood  the  passage  in  the  same  manner  as  I 
do.  Sec  his  excellent  Paraphrase  on  Job,  folio, 
page  49,  London  1(^37.  Mention  is  again  made 
of  the  Seven  Stars,  (Pleiades)  and  of  Orion, 
Amofi,  ch.  V,  V.  8 — «nd  Job,  ch.  ix,  v.  9. 

'  The  star  of  bitternessi,  called  Wormwood, 
Rev.  ch.  viii,  v.  1 0. 

•  Job,  ch.  xxxviii,  v.  12.  '  Luke,  ch.  I,  v.  7B- 
'Ay«roxA  \\  v\9t.  This  poetical  word,  day« 
spring,  expressing  the  dawn  of  morning,  has 
been  never  adopted  by  our  poets,  as  for  as  we 
can  recollect. 

*^  Deut.  ch,  xxviii,  v.  ^^,  r)7. 

"  And  thy  life  shall  bang  in  doubt  before 
thee,  and  thou  shalt  fear  day  and  night,  aiifl 
shalt  have  no  assurance  of  thy  life.  In  the 
morning  thou  shalt  say.  Would  God  it  were  event 
and  at  even  thou  shalt  ssy.  Would  God  it  were 
morning]  For  the  fear  of  thine  heart  wherewith 
thou  shalt  ffear,  and  for  the  sight  of  thine  ej'es  ^ 
wherewith  thou  shalt  see.*'  See  also  Job,  ch.  iii. 
V.  y. 

*'  Jnretn.  ch.  xxiii,  v.  15. 

*•*  Ibid.  ch.  xxxi,  v.  «20.  *•  Epbraim  is  my 
dear  son;-— ftJr,  since  I  spake  against  him,  I  do 
earnestly  remember  him  still:  therefore  my 
bowels  are  troubled  for  him  :  1  will  surely  ha\e 
mercy  upon  him,  saitb  the  Lord." 
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YVxi  often  «6  oomplain— but  flesh  is  weak ; 
SUence  woald  waste  us,  and  the  heart  would 

break. 
Behold  yon'  rose,  the  poor  despondent  cries, 
(Pain  uo  bis  brow,  and  anguish  in  his  eyes) 
What  healthy  verdure  paints  its  juicy  shoots. 
What  equal  circulation  feeds  the  roots ! 
At  morning  dawn  it  feels  the  dew-ting'd  ray. 
But  opens  all  its  bosom  to  the  day. 
No  art  assists  it,  and  no  toil  it  takes^. 
Slumbers  at  ev*nmg,  and  with  morning  wakes^^. 
Why  was  I  born  >  Or  wherefbre  born  a  man  ? 
Immense  my  wish ;  y^t  tether'd  to  a  span ! 
llie    slave,  that  groans  beneath  the  toilsome 

oar, 
*'  Obtains  the  sabbath  of  a  welcome  shore:'* 
His  captive  stripes  are  heal'd ;  his  native  soil 
Sweetens  the  memory  of  foreign  toiJ« 
"  Alas,  my  sorrows  are  not  half  so  blest  ;'* 
My  labours  know  no  end,  my  pains  no  rest ! 

Tell  one,  vain-glorioas  Newtons,  if  you  can, 
What  heterogeneous  mixlures  form  the  man  f 
Pleasure  and  anguish,  ignotance  and  skill  ^ 
Nature  and  spirit,  slavery  and  free  will; 
Weakness  Sind  strength ;  M  age  and  youthful 
£rrour  and  truth ;  eternity  and  time ! —  [prime ; 
What  contradictions  have  for  ever  ran 
Betwikt  the  nether  brute  and  upper  man*^  ? 

Ah !  what  are  men,  who  God's  creation  scorn? 
The  worm  their  brother  '^^ ; — brother  elder  born ! 
Plants  live  like  them,  in  fairer  robes  array'd. 
Alike  they  flourish,  and  alike  they  fade. 
The  laboring  steer  sleeps  less  disturbed  at  night. 
And  eats  and  drinks  with  keener  appetite,— 
Bestrain'd  by  nature  just  t'  enjoy  nis  fill ; 
Useful,  and  yet  incapable  of  ill. 
Say,  man,  what  vain  pre-eminence  is  thine  ? 
Each  sense  impair>d  by  gluttony  and  wine*'' : 
Thou  art  the  beast,  except  thy  soaring  mind 
Aspires  to  pleasures  of  immortal  kind  :  ■ 
Else,  boasted  knowledge,  hapless  is  thy  curse, 
y  approve  the  better^  and  embrace  the  worse  ! 
So  Annas  owns  the  miracle,  and  then 
( Wilfully  blinded}  persecutes  asen**. 

To  minds  afflicted  ever  has  been  giv*Q 
A  dlaim  upon  the  patronage  of  Heav'n  : 
(Whilst  the  world's  idiots  ev'ry  thought  employ 
With  hopes  to  live  and  die  without  aimoy< ) 
In  the  first  agonies  of  heart-struck  grief, 
Heav'n  to  our  parents  typify'd  relieifi'. 

^  Matth.  ch.vi,  v.se. 

'*  Concerning  the  sleep  of  plants,  see  an  in- 
genious Latin  treatise  lately  published  iq  Sweden. 

i>  Poetical  defibition  of  a  centaur* 

^  Job,  ch.  xvit,  V 14. — ^There  is  a  remarkable 
passage  in  the  Psalms  upon  this  oocasion,  where 
the  worm  takes  place  of  the  monarch :  "O  praise 
the  Ijord,  ye  mountains  and  all  hills;  fruitful 
trees  and  all  cedars ;  beasts  and  all  cattle ;  worms 
and  feathered  fowls ;  kings  of  the  Earth  and  all 
people ;  princes  and  judges  of  the  world." 

Psalm  cxlviii,  v.  10,  Septuagint  Version. 

"  "  If  we  pamper  the  flesh  too  much,  we 
nourish  an  enemy  $  if  we  defraud  it  of  lawiful  sus- 
teoaDfie,  we  destroy  a  good  citicen.  *' 

St.  Gregor*  HomiL 

w  AcU,ch.iv,v.6.l8. 

^*  Gen.  ch.  iii,  v.  15. 

TOL.   Xfl. 


Th'  Almighty  lent  an  ear  to  Hannah's  pny*i«i 
And  bless'd  her  with  each  bleasing,  in  an  heir : 
Whilst  Hezekiah^*,  earnest  in  his  cause, 
Gain'd  a  suspension  of  great  Nature's  laws, 
And  permanence  to  time ;— for  lo  !  the  Sun 
Retrac'd  the  journey  be  had  lately  run. — 

.But  most  th»  unhappy  wretch,  aggriev'd  la 
Rais'd  pity  in  the  Saviour  of  mankind^  [ miud. 
He  ask'd  for  peace ;  Heav'n  gave  him  its  own 
Deibons  were  dumb,  and  Legion  dispossest.  (rest^ 
Wither'd  with  palsy'd  blasts,  the  limbs  resume. 
Thy  strength,  O  manhood;  and,  O  youth,  thy 
Syro-Phenicia's  maiden  re-enjoy'd  [bloom  '^ ! 
lliat  equal  mind,  which  Satan  once  destroy'd  >*. 
And,  when  the  heav'nly  Kphphatha^  wasspoke^ 
The  deaf-bom  heard,   the    dumb-bom  silence 

broke. 
Th'  ethereal  fluid  mov'd,  the  speech  retum'd ; 
No    spasms   were    dreaded,    no    despondence 
moum'd. 
Then  rouse,  my  soul,  and  bid  the  world  adieu,' 
Its  maxims,  wisdom,  joys  and  glory  too ; 
llie  mighty  EYPHKA«  appears  in  view. 

Just  so,  thegen'rous  falcon^i^i  long  immured 
In  doleful  cell,  by  osier*bars  secur'd, 
Laments  her  fate;  tiJI,  flitting  swifily  by, 
Th*  aerial  prize  attracts  her  eager  eye  : 
Instant  she  summons  all  her  strength  and  fire ; 
Her  aspect  kindles  fierce  with  keen  desire; 
She  pranes  her  tatter'd  plumes   in  conscious 
pride,  [sidex 

And  bounds  from  perch  to  perch,  and  side  to 
Impatient  of  her  jail,  and  long  detained. 
She  breaks  the  bounds  her  liberty  restrain'd  : 
Then,  having  gain'd  the  point  by  Heav'n  de« 

sign'd. 
Soars  'midst  the  clouds,  and  proves  her  high- 
bora  kind. 
When  Adam  did  his  Paradise  forego,     » 
He  earned  his  hard-bought  bread  with  sweating 

brow.-^ 
Give  us  the  labour,  but  suppress  the  woe 
Merit  we  boastnot :  but  Christ's  sacred  side 
Has  pour'd  for  all  its  sacramenUl  tide. 
No  sin,  no  guile,  no  blemishes  had  he ; 
A  self-made  slave  to  set  the  captive  free ! 

Yet  pain  and  anguish  still  too  far  presume ; 
Jost  are  Heav'n's  ways,  and  righteous  is  il4 

doom. 
All  chastisement,  before  we  reach  the  grave. 
Are  bitter  med'cines,  kindly  meant  to  save. 
Thus  let  the  rhet'ric  of  our  sufferings  move  ; 
The  voice  of  grief  is  oft  the  voice  of  love«  ? 

»  1  Kings,  ch.  i. 

«  2  Kings,  ch.  XX 

^  Mark,  cb.  v,  v.  3 — 9.  And  also  "  the  spirit 
of  the  Lord  is  upon  me  (saith  Christ : )  he  sent  ma 
to  heal  the  broken-hearted,"  Ace.  Luke,  ch.  iv. 
▼.  1 8.     Compare  likewise  Isaiah,  ch.  Ixt,  v.  1. 

«  MAtth.  ch.  iv,  V.  24,  &c.     Acts  viii,  v.  7. 

s«  Mark  vii.  v.  26. 

«  Ibid.  V.  M. 

«  See  Dryden's  Relig.  Laici ;  und  Prior's  Ode 
entiUed,  What  is  Man  ?  ETPHKA  signifies 
finding  out  the  great  point  desired. 

^  The  hiut  of  this  similie  is  taken  from 
Quarles« 

^  **  There  is  sometimes  a  certain  pleasure  ia 
Dd 
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The  bed  of  sickness  (after  cares  and  strife) 
Is  weak  man's  cradle  for  a  second  life : 
Death's  but  a  moment ;  and,  before  we  die. 
We  touch  thu  threshold  of  eternity  ! 

So,  stretcbM  beneath  the  juniper's  chill  shade, 
I'h*  afllictod  prophet  '^  in  defspundejice  pray'd  : 
*•  Oh,  lake  tl'.e  burthen  of  u»y  life  away,     ' 
Dead  are  roy  sires ;  nor  better  1  than  they : " 
At  Ictigth  a  seraph  cry'd,  '^  Arise  and  eat ; 
J>ebold  thy  bev'ragej  and  behold  thy  meat: 
Heav'n's  one  repast  shall  future  strengtli  supply 
For  forty  days,  till  Horcb  meets  tiiy  ey^.3^^  * 
The  good  man  neither    fears,    desprjnds,  nor 

faints, 
Arm'd  with  the  heav'niy  panoply  3'  of  saints. 


IIEDITJTIONSON  CHRfSTS  DEATH 
J2\D  PJSSfOy. 

AN  EiMBLEM. 

He  wa«  wounded  for  oUr  transflrressloni*,  he  was 
bruised  for  our  iniquities:  the  chastisement 
of  our  peace  was  upon  him. 

Isaiah,  ch.  liii,  v.  5* 

lit  iJau,  XPIST£-    ffSkroy,  it  AvTot  ^iXtn. 
Greg.  Naz.  Carm.  lamb. 
Respice  dum  transis,  quia  sis  mihi  causa  doloris* 

Hastb  not  so  fast,  on  worldly  cares  employed, 
Thy  bleeding  Saviour  *  asks  a  short  delay  : 
"What  trifling  bliss  is  still  to  be  enjoyM, 
What  change  of  folly  wings  thee  on  thy  way  ? 
Ix)ok  back  a  moment,  pause  a  while  3,  and  stay, 
for  thee  thy  God  assuniM  the  human  frame ; 
For  thee  the  guiltless  pains  and  anguish  try'd  j 
Thy  passion  (sin  excepted)  his  became : 
Like  thee  he  sufTer'd,  hunger,  wept,  and  dy'd. 

Nor  wealtb  nor  plenty  did  he  ever  taste, 
The  moss  his  pillow  oft,  his  couch  the  ground ; 
The  poor  man's  bread  completed  his  lepafit; 
Home  he  had  none,  and  quiet  never  found. 
For  fell  reproach  pursuM,  and  aim'dHhe  wounds 

weeping :  it  is  a  sort  of  consolation  to  an  afHicted 
person  to  be  thoroughly  sensible  of  his  affliction." 
St.  Ambiose. 
»  Elijah. 

30  2  Kings,  ch-  3tix.,  v,  4 — 8. 

31  Eph.  ch.  vi,  V.  14 — 17.— Panoply  (from 
the  Greek),  a  complete  suit  of  armour.  Mr. 
Pope,  Dryden. 

>  '*  Christ  is  the  way,  the  troth,  and  the  life; 
The  way  wherein  thou  oughtest  to  walk ;  the 
truth  which  thou  destrest  to  obtain :  and  the  life 
of  happiness  which  thou  longest  to  enjoy." 

St.  August. 

2  "  If  you  labour  for  a  time,  you  will  after- 
Wards  enjoy  an  eternity  of  rest  Your  suflerings 
are  of  a  short  duration,  yoilr  joy  wj}!  last  for 
ever :  and  if  your  resolution  wavers,  and  is  go- 
ing to  desert  you,  turn  your  eyes  cowards  Mbnnt 
Calvar)',  and  consider  what  Christ  suffered  for 
you,  innocent  as  he  was.  lliis  consideration 
will  enable  you  to  say  in  the  event,  that  your 
sufferings  lasted  for  a  moment."  Idem. 

•  "  Througli  envy  proceeded  the  fall  of  the 
worid,  and  death  of  Christ"  St,  August. 


The  wi«e  men  mock'd  him,    and  the  leanMl 

scom'd ; 
Th*  ambitious  worldling  other  patrons  try  *d ; 
The  pow'r  that  judg'd  him,  ev'ry  (be  saborn^d  ; 
He  wept  un-pityM,  and  un-honour'ddy'd. 

For  ever  mournful,  but  for  ever  dear, 
O  love  stupendous  I  glorious  degradation  I 
No  death  of  sickness,  with  a  oomroon  tear  j — 
No  soft  extinction  claims  our  sorrows  here; 
Rut  anguish,  shame,  and  agouizing  passion ! 
The  riches  of  the  world,  and  worldly  praise/ 
No  monument  of  gratitude  can  prove; 
Obedient^  only  the  great  debt  repays. 
An  imitative  heart,  and  undivided  love  1 

To  see  the  image  of  th'  AlUglorions  Pow'r 
Suspend  his  immortality,  and  dwell 
In  mortal  bondage,  tortdr'd  ev'ry  hour; 
A  self-made  prisoner  in  a  dolesome  cell. 
Victim  for  sin,  and  conqueror  of  HeH  ^ ! 
Lustration  for  offences  not  his  own  1 
Th*  unspotted  for  th'  impure  resign'd  his  breat£t; 
No  other  off 'ring  could  thy  crimes  atone:     <» 
llieji  blame  thy  Saviour's  love,  but  no*,  his  deaths 

I'^rom  this  one  prospect  draw  thy  sole  relief. 
Here  learn  submission,  passive  duties  learo  ; 
Here  drink  the  calm  oblivion  of  thy  grief: 
Eschew  each  danger,  ev'ry  good  discern, 
,  And  the  true  wages  of  thy  virtue  earn. 
Reflect,  O  man,  on  such  stupendous  love. 
Such  sympathy  divine,  and  tender  care*; 
Beseech  the  Paraclete  ^  thine  heart  to  move. 
And  offer  up  to  Heav'n  this  silent  pray'r. 

t  "  Great  God,  thy  judgments  are  with  justice 

crown'd, 
To  human  crime:*  and  crrours  gracious  still; 
Yet,  though  thy  mercies  more  and  morefabound. 
Right  reason  spares  not  fresh-existing  ill, 

"For  he  (Pilate)  knew  that  the  chief  priests 
had  delivered  him  for  envy." 

Mark,  ch.  zv,  ▼.  10. 

An  antient  Heathen  also  hath  personified  envy, 
and  painted  her  in  a  mischievous  attitude  ; 

■  Gnara  toalonim, 

Invidia  infelix !  animi  vitalia  vidit, 
Laedendique  vias, 
4  Nolo  vivere  sine  vulnere,  cum  te   videam 
vulneratnm.  Bonavent. 

"  To  know  God,  without  knowing  our  misery, 
creates  pride:  ^to  know  misery,  without  know- 
ing Christ,  causes  despondence.'* 

St*.  Attgustin. 
A  **  They  make  a  free-will  offering  to  God, 
who  in  the  midst  of  their  sufferings  preterve 
tlieir  gratitude  and  acknowledgements." 

Cassian. 
6  **  God's  Ho9y  Spirit  woriceth  io  the  follow* 
ing  manner  in  his  rational  children.  It  initmctsr 
moves,  and  admonishes:  as  for  example ;  it  in- 
structs the  reason,  motes  the  will,  and  admo- 
oisiies  the  memory.*'       St#  Gregor.  in  Moral. 

1  Translated  foom  the  femoot  FieBch  Ode  of 
M.  de  fiarreaas. 

Grand  J)ieu!    Tes  jagements  soot  rem{>Ti»  tf 
equiie,  &c 
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Mor  euk  thy  goodness  oouoter-iroitc  thy  will. 
Ah  no !  The  gloom  of  sin  so  dreadful  shoirs, 
That  horTOiir,goilt,and  death  the  conscience  fill : 
Eternal  laws  our  happiness  oppose ; 
Thy  natnre  and  our  liTes  are  everlasting  foes  I 

*<  Severe  thy  truth,  yet  glorious  is  thy  scheme; 
Complete  the  vengeance  of  tby  jost  desire ; 
flee  tram  our  eyes  the  gushing  torrents  stream^ 
Yet  strike  us«  blast  us  with  celestial  fire ; 
Our  doom,  and  thy  decrees,  alike  conspire. 
Yet  dying  we  will  love  thee  and  adore. 
Where  shall  the  fiaming  flashes  of  thy  ire 


Transpierce  our  bodies  ?  l^v'ry  nerre  and  pore 
Tfl^th  Christ's  immaculate  blood  is  cover'd  and 
o'er." 

"  When  we  praise  God  we  may  speak  much,  and 
yet  cGme  short:  Wherefore  in  sam,  he  is  all* 
When  you  glorify  him,  exalt  him  as  much 
as  3rou  can :  for  even  yet  he  will  far  exceed. 
And  when  you  exalt  him,  put  forth  all  your 
strength,  and  be  not  weary,  for  you  can  never 
go  far  enough.'*    Eodus.  cfa,  zliii,  Tj  S7--*< 
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LIFE  OF  LANGHORNE, 

.       BfMR.  CHALMERS. 


alOHN  LA.N6H0RNG,  the  son  of  a  clergyman  beneficed  in  Lincolnshire,  vu 
born  at  Kirkby-Stevcn,  in  Westmoreland,  in  the  month  of  March  1735.  His  fa- 
ther dying  when  he  was  only  four  years  of  age,  the  care  of  his  education  devolved 
on  his  mother,  ^vho  inifiated  him  in  the  first  principles  of.  knowledge  with  soch 
tender  anxiety  as  left  a  pleasing  and  indelible  impression  on  his  memory.  Hece» 
lebrated  her  virtues  on  hor  tomb,  and  more  particularly  bj  a  beautiful  Monody  in. 
serted  among  his  poems. 

When  of  suOicient  age,  he  was  placed  at  a  school  at  Winton,  and  afterwards  at 
Appleby,  where  he  recommended  himself  to  the  good  opinion  of  Mr.  Yates,  hi^ 
roaster,  not  only  by  speedily  dispatching  the  usual  school  tasks,  but  by  perform* 
ing  voluntary  exercises  which  he  submitted  to  his  revisal.  By  this  employment 
of  his  leisure  hours,  he  probably  excelled  his  companions,  and  we  are  told  that  at 
the  age  of  thirteen  he  was  able  to  read  and  construe  the  Greek  Testament 

^edid  not  leave  this  school  until  his  eighteenth  year,  when  having  no  means  of 
defraying  the  expenses  of  an  university  education,  he  engaged  himself  as  private 
tutor  in  a  family  near  Ripon.  He  had  attained  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  class!, 
cal  languages,  and  during  his  residence  in  this  neighbourhood,  began  to  writd 
verses,  the  greater  part  of  which  his  more  mature  judgment  led  him  to  destroy. 
One  of  these  pieces,  however,  Stadley  Park,  has  been  yery  properly  snatched  from 
oblivion  by  his  biographer,  and  now  stands  at  the  head  of  this  collection,  not  in* 
deed  as  the  best,  but  as  the  earliest  specimen  of  his  powers.  It  appears  that  he  had 
some  expectations  from  the  possessor  of  this  beautiful  place,  which  were  not  gra*. 
tified,  and  he  therefore  thought  proper  to  omit  it  in  tho  subsequent  editions  of  his 
poems. 

His  next  occupation  was  that  of  an  assistant  at  the  frce«school  of  Wakefield, 
then  superintended  by  Mr.  Clarke,  and  while  here  he  took  deacon's  orders,  and 
became,  it  is  said,  "  a  popular  preacher."  In  the  year  1759,  Mn  Clarke  recom. 
mended  him  as  preceptor  to  the  sons  of  Robert  Cracroft,  esq.  of  Hackthoro, 
fiear  Lincoln.  Mr.  Ccacroft  had  nine  sons,  and  Mr.  Langhorne  must  hare  been 
fliUy  employed  in  the  family,  ^et  he  add^d  to  theirs  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Edmuad 
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CartwrigTit,  a  young  gentleman  of  a  poetical  tvrny  who  afterwards  wrote  an 
plegj,  entitled  Constantia,  on  the  death  of  his  preceptor's  wife. 

Daring  his  residence  at  Hackthorn,  our  author  published  a  Tolunie  of  his  poems 
for  the  relief  of  a  gentleman  in  distress,  most  of  which  are  included  in  the  present 
(edition  :  and  in  ihe  same  year  a  poem  entitled  The  .Death  of  Adonis,  from  the 
Greek  of  Bion.  Public  opinion  ga?c  him  no  encouragement  to  repriDt  this  \astj 
but  he  derired  from  it  the  adTantage  of  being  noticed  as  a  critic  of  considerable 
acumen  in  Greek  poetry. 

In  1760,  he  entered  his  name  at  Clarehal],  Cambridge,  in  order  to  take  tbe 
flegrec  of  bachelor  of  divinity,  which  he  supposed,  by  the  statutes  of  the  univer- 
sity, any  person  in  orders  is  impowered  to  do  without  residence^  but  in  this  it  is 
probable  he  did  not  succeed,  as  his  name  is  not  to  be  found  among  the  Cambridge 
graduates.  His  being  included  in  Mr.  Cole's  list,  is,  however,  a  proof  that  heen^ 
tercd  of  Clarehall ;  and  while  here,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  the  King's  Accession,  and 
anothjcr  on  the  Royal  Nuptials  which  he  afterwards  inserted  in  Solyman  and  AU 
mena.  In  the  same  year,  he  published  The  Tears  of  the  Muses,  a  poem  to  the 
memory  of:  Handel,  with  an  Ode  to  the  Riyer  Eden,  4to. 

While  employed  in  the  educatjon  of  the  sons  of  Mr.  Cracraft,  he  became  ena- 
moured of  the  amiable  disposition  and  personal  charms  of  Miss  Anne  Cracraft, 
one  of  that  gentleman's  daughters.  He  had  given  her  some  instructions  in  the 
Italian  language,  and  was  often  delighted  by  her  skill  in  music,  for  which  he  had 
a  very  correct  ear*  A  niotual  attachment  was  the  consequence  of  these  many  op* 
portunities  and  coincidences  in  polite  accomplishments,  which  Mr.  Langhorne  was 
eager  to  terminate  in  marriage,  l^ixt  the  lady,  who  knew  that  a  ipatcfi  so  dispro. 
portioned  as  to  fortune,  would  be  opposed  by  her  family,  gave  him  a  denial  as 
firm  and  as  gentle  as  her  good  sense  and  secret  attachment  would  permit. 

For  this,  however,  Mr.  Langhorne  was  not  prepared,  and  immediately  left  hii| 
situation  in  hopes  of  recovering  a  more  traAquil  tone  of  mind  in  distant  scenes 
and  different  employment.  In  1761,  he  officiated  as  curate  to  the  rer.  Abraham 
Blackburn  of  Dagenham,  and  obtained  the  friendship  of  the  Gilmans,  a  very  amia- 
ble  family  in  that  place.  While  endeavouring  to  forget  his  heart's  disappoint- 
ment, he  found  some  relief  in  penning  a  Hymn  to  Hope^,  which  he  published 
this  year  in  London,  4to. ;  and  in  the  course  of  the  next,  he  gave  farther  Tent  to 
bis  thoughts  in  The  Visions  of  Fancy,  four  elegies  4to. ;  Letters  on  Religious  Re. 
tircment,  8vo  ;  and  Solyman  and  Almena,  a  fiction,  in  the  manner  of  the  eastern 
tales,  but  not  much  to  be  praised  for  invention.  The  letters  are  of  a  sentimental, 
melancholy  cast,  with  a  considerable  mixture  of  lighter  and  more  entertaining 
matter. — {n  the  same  year  he  published  the  Viceroy,  a  poem  in 'honour  of  lord 
Halifax,  then  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland.  Here,  as  in  the  case  of  Studley  Park^ 
our  author  appears  to  have  expected  to  find  a  patron,  but  lord  Halifax  did  not 
condescend  to  notice  what,  it  must  be  confeissed,  flatters  him  with  too  much  arti- 
fice ;  and  Langhorne,  when  he  collected  his  poems,  retained  only  a  favourito 
fragment  of  this  unlucky  piece,  omitting  altogether  the  name  of  Halifax,  or  Vice* 
toy.     The  whole^  however,  is  given  in  the  present  edition  as  originally  written. 

V 

>  Tht8  piece  was  much  admired  by  lord  Lyttelton,  whom  our  author  bad  the  honour  to  nmk  smcof 
his  friends  and  correspondents.     C. 
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His  I/ctters  on  Religious  Retirement  were  dedicated  with  rather  more  snccesi  to 
J>i6hop  Warburton,  who  returned  a  complimentary  letter,  in  which  he  encouraged 
our  author  to  make  some  attempt  in  the  cause  of  religion.  This  is  supposed  to 
Jiave  produced,  in  1763,  the  letters  that  passed  between  Theodosius  and  Con* 
stantia,  a  fiction  founded  on  a  well-known  story  in  the  Spectator.  The  style  of 
these  letters  is  in  general  elegant,  but  in  some  parts  too  florid.  The  letter  on 
Prayer  is  Tcry  equivocal  in  its  tendency.  This  year  ^Iso  gave  birth  to  a  poem, 
meant  to  be  philosophical,  entitled  The  £nlargement^Of  the  Mind,  ("part  first),  in 
which  we  find  some  noble  sentiments  expressed  in  glowing  and  elevated  language. 
His  next  publication,  about  the  same  time,  called  Efi'usions  of  Friendship  and 
jFancy,  3  vols.  12mo.  was  a  work  of  considerable  popularity :  it  is  indeed  a  very^ 
pleasing  miscellany  of  humour,  fancy,  acd  criticism;  but  the  style  is  often  flippant 
and  irregular,  and  made  him  be  classed  among  the  imitators  of  Sterne,  whom  it 
wasihe  fashion  at  that  time  to  read  and  to  admire. 

In  the  year  1764,  having  obtained  the  curacy  and  lectureship  of  St.  John's, 
Clerkenwell,  he  was  enabled  to  reside*  in  London,  where  only  literary  talents 
meet  with  ready  encouragement,  and  where  he  was  already  ranked  among  th^ 
elegant  and  pleasing  poets  of  the  day,  and  had  given  ample  proof  of  ease  and  ver- 
fiati!ity  in  the  choice  and  management  of  his  subjects.  His  first  publication  this 
year  was  the  continuation  of  Theodosius  and  Constantia,  of  much  the  same  cha. 
racter  as  the  former  work,  but  enlivened  by  more  variety.  As  he  appears  to  have 
spired  to  promotion  through  the  popularity  of  his  talents  in  the  pulpit,  he  now 
gave  a  specimen  of  what  had  pleased  his  congregation,  in  two  volumes  of  Sermons. 
Jlis  biographer  has  taken  some  pains  to  defend  these  against  the  censure  of  the 
late  Mr.  Main  waring,  of  St.  John's,  Cambridge,  in  his  dissertation  prefixed  to 
his  Sermons  (1780).  But  it  appears  to  me  that  they  abound  in  the  false  pathos, 
^nd  that  the  reasoning,  where  any  occurs,  is  very  superficial.  They  have,  how* 
ever,  this  advantage  to  those  who  dislike  sermons  of  every  kind,  that  they  are-  per* 
baps  the  shortest  ever  published. 

About  this  time,  his  son  informs  us,  that  he  engaged  with  Mr.  Griffiths  as  a  writer 
in  the  Monthly  Review,  and  that  this  engagement,  with  scarcely  any  intermission, 
continued  to  his  death..  I  suspect  there  is  some  mistake  in  this  account,  although 
the  secrecy  which  very  properly  prevails  in  the  management  of  a  review,  will 
pot  allow  me  to  rectify  it.  That  Mr.  Langhorne  was  a  writer  in  the  Monthly  Re? 
view,  has  been  repeated  from  so  many  quarters,  that  there  seems  no  reason  to 
^oubt  it,  but  a  dispute  relating  to  a  work  hereafter  mentioned  which  took  place 
between  Mr.  Langhorne  and  the  editor  of  the  Review,  affords  sqm^  ground  iq 
think  that  his  connection  with  it  bad  ceased  about  the  year  1769. 

But  whatever  may  be  in  this,  his  employment  as  a  critic,  we  are  told,  procure4 
)um  many  acquaintances  among  literary  men,  while  the  vein  of  ridicule  which  he 
Indulged  in  treating  several  of  the  subjects  that  fell  under  his  consideration^  create 
cd  him  many  enemies,  who,  in  their  turn,  endeavoured  to  depreciate  his  perform, 
ances.  As  no  judgment  can  now  be  pronounced  on  the  articles  which  he  wrote, 
Uis  impossible  to  say  whether  this  vein  of  ridicule  was  employed  ^s  the  just  chas- 
tisement of  arrogance  and  immorality,  or  substituted  for  fair  and  legitunate  cri. 
theism.    lUibcrality  has  not  often  been  imputed  to  the  journal  in  which  he  wrote ; 
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and  as  to  his  enemies,  I  know  of  none  more  formidable  than  Churcliill,  KelTy,  and 
Kenriok,  two  of  whom  were  libellers  by  profession.  Smollet,  whose  jealousy  of 
the  Monthly  Reriew  led  him  ofteihto  disgrace  his  talents  by  invidious  attacks  on 
the  supposed  writers  belonging  to  it,  bestows  almost  uniform  pnuse  on  Lang* 
kome's  Tarious  works. 

In  1765|  his  productions  were.  The  »econd  Epistle  on  the  Enlargement  of  tlie 
Mind  ;  an  edition  of  the  poems  of  the  elegant  and  tender  Collins,  with  a  C|iti« 
cism  and  some  memoirs  ;  and  letters  on  that  difficult  subject,  The  Eloquence  of 
the  Pulpit.  He  had  now  occasion  to  exert  his  own  talents  before  a  more  enligh.* 
tened  auditory  thaQ  he  had  ever  yet  addressed,  having  been  appointed  by  Dr. 
fLurd  (the  venerable  bishop  of  Winchester)  to  the  office  of  assistant  preacher  at 
Lincoln's-Inn  Chapel. 

In  the  following  year,  wc  do  not  find  that  any  thing  original  came  from  his 
pen  ■;  he  prepared  for  the  pre^s,  however,  an  enlarged  edition  of  his  Effusions  of 
Friendship  and  Fancy,  and  a  collection  of  his  poems,  in  two  vols.  l^mo.  The  prtn* 
cipal  article  oi  these,  not  before  published,  is  a  .dramatic  poem,  or  Tragedy,  entU 
tied.  The  Fatal  Prophecy.  This  was  his  only  attempt  in  this  species  of  poetrj, 
and  was  universally  accounted  unsuccessful.  He  had  the  good  sense  to  acquiesce  in 
the  dcci&ion,  and  neither  attempted  the  drama  again,  nor  reprinted  this  specimen. 

During  Churchill's  career,  our  author  endeavoured  to  counteract  the  sctirri^ 
lity  he  had  thrown  out  against  Scotland  in  his  Prophecy  of  Famine,  by  an  ele- 
gant poem  entitled  Genius  and  Valour.  This  provoked  Churchill  to  introduce 
his  name  once  or  twice  with  his  usual  epithets  of-  contempt,  which  Langhorne 
disregarded,  and  disregarded  his  own  interest  at  the  same  time,  by  dedicating  this 
poem  to  lord  Bute,  a  minister  going  out  of  place !  {t  produced  him,  however,  ^ 
Tcry  flattering  letter  in  the  year  1766,  from  Dr.  Robertson,  the  celebrated  histo? 
;ian,  and  principal  of  the  university  of  Edinburgh,  requesting  him  to  accept  a 
diploma  for  the  degree  of  doctor  in  divinity.  He  was  farther  consoled  by  the  ap- 
probation of  every  wise  and  loyal  man  who  contemplated  the  miseries  of  dispnioo^ 
and  the  glaring  absurdity  of  perpetuating  national  prejudices. 

In  1767,  after  a  courtship  of  five  years.  Dr.  Langhorne  obtained  the  hand  of 
Miss  Cracraft,  to  whom  he  had  ever  been  tenderly  attached,  and  with  whom  he 
had  kept  up  a  correspondence  '  since  his  departure  from  Hackthorn.  By  what 
ineans  her  family  were  reconciled  to  the  match,  we  are  not  told  ;  but  some  fortune 
accompanied  it,'  as  the  living  of  Biagden  in  Somersetshire  was  purchased  for  him, 
and  there  he  went  immediately  to  reside.  His  happiness,  however,  with  this  lady 
vvas  of  short  duration,  as  she  died  in  childbirth  of  a  son,  May  4,  1768.  She 
was  interred  in  the  chancel  of  Biagden  church,  with  the  following  lines  on  her 
monument,  written  by  her  husband: 

With  Sappho's  taBtc>  with  Arria*s  tender  heart, 
Lucretia's  honour,  and  Cecilia's  art. 
That  such  a  woman  died  surprise  can't  give, 
Tis  only  strange  that  sooh  a  one  should  live. 

*  This  correspondence,  his  son  informs  us,  he  published  after  her  death,  under  the  title  of  Letters 
tp  Eieanora,  ftom  a  saored  oompliance  with  her  request  This  pubVicatiop  I  have  not  sean,  but  tb^ 
accounts  of  it  in  the  critical  journals  are  very  unfavourable.  Hie  Monthly  Reviewer  says,  'that  the 
author  '*  has  preposterously  ventured  to  impress  his  reader  with  sensations  and  emotions  which  he 
himself  did  n»t  feel.*'  This,  perhaps,  may  strengthen  my  conjecture  on  the  termination  of  hi?  coq« 
nezion  with  this  Review.    C. 
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He  afterwards  composed  a  more  elegant  and  pathetic  tribute  to  her.virtues^ 
which  may  be  found  among  his  poems*  The  allusion  to  the  cause  of  her  death  is 
an  original  thought  introduced  vith  great  skill  and  tenderness. 

During  Mrs.  Langhome's  life,  he  produced  one  poem  only,  entitled  Precepts 
of  Conjugal  Happiness,  addressed  to  Mrs.  Nelthorpe,  a  sister  of  his  wife.  To  this 
lady  he  committed  the  care  of  his  infant  child,  who  has  lived  to  acknowledge  her 
friendship,  and  to  discharge  the  duties  of  an  affectionate  son,  by  the  late  Memoirs 
of  his  fother,  prefixed  to  an  elegant  edition  of  his  poems.-^In  the  Precepts  of  Con. 
jugal  Happiness,  there  is  more  good  sense  than  poetry.  It  appears  to  hare  been 
a  temporary  effusion  on  which  he  bestowed  no  extraordinary  pains. 

Not  long  after  Mrs.  Langhorne*s  death,  our  author  went  to  reside  at  Folke. 
stone  in  Kent  where  his  brother,  the  rey.  William  Langhome,  then  ofiiciated  as 
mipister,  a  man  of  a  Tery  amiable  character.  He  was  bom  in  the  year  1721,  and 
presented  by  the  archbishop  of  Canterbury  to  the  rectory  of  Hakinge,  with  the  per. 
petnal  curacy  of  Folkestone,  in  1754,  and  on  this  preferment  he  pass^  the're- 
9>ainder'of  his  life.  He  published  Job,  a  poem  ;  and  a  poetical  paraphrase  on  a 
part  of  Isaiah  ;  neither  of  which  raised  him  to  the  fame  of  a  poet,  although  they  are 
not  without  the  merit  of  correctness  and  spirit.  He  died  Feb.  17,  1772,  and  liis 
brother  wrote  some  elegant  lines  to  his  memory,  which  are  inscribed  on  a  tablet  in 
the  chancel  of  Folkestone  church  \ 

Between  these  brothers  the  closest  affection  subsisted;  each  was  to  other  <^  more 
the  friend  than  brother  of  his  heart."  During  their  residence  together  at  Folke- 
stone, they  were  employed  in  preparing  a  new  translation  of  Plutarch^s  liTes:  and 
our  poet,  who  became  about  this  time  intimate  with  Scott^  the  poet  of  Amwett 
(who  likewise  had  just  lost  a  beloved  wife  from  a  similar  cause),  paid  him  a  ▼isit 
at  Amwell,  where  he  wrote  the  Monody  inscribed  to  Mr.  Scott. 

Amidst  these  engagements  he  found  leisure  to  give  to  the  world  two  prodnc« 
iions  strongly  marked  by  the  peculiarities  of  his  style  and  turn  of  thinking:  the 
one  entitled  Frederick  and  Pharamond,  or  the  Consolations  of  Human  Life,  8vo.;^ 
the  other^  Letters  supposed  to  have  passe4  between  M.  de  St.  Evremond  and  Waller. 
In  this  last,  while  he  was  allowed  to  have  preserved  their  characters  tolerably,  ho 
vas  at  the  same  time  accused  by  the  critic  in  the  Monthly  Review,  of  taking  fre*» 
quent  opportunities  to  compliment  himself  on  the  merit  of  the  letters  he  had  wriu 
ilea  for  St«  Evremond  and  Waller.  This  produced  a  complaint  from  I^anghorne, 
which  was  answered  by  the  reviewer,  respectfully  indeed,  but  not  in-  the  manner 
^t  might  have  been  expected  from  an  associate.  It  is  from  this  circumstance 
that  I  have  been  led  to  conjecture  that  his  connexion  with  the  Review  ceased  when 
be  left  liondon  in  consequence  of  his  obtaining  the  living  of  Blagden. — Frederick 
|uid  Pharamond  was  begun  with  a  view  to  alleviate  the  afflictions  of  a  friend,  and 
pursued  perhaps  to  alleviate  his  own.  It  attempts  that  by  argument  which  is  rarely 
accomplished  but  by  time. 

The  translation  of  Plutarch,  by  the  brothers,  appeared  in  1770,  and  soon  be* 
fame  a  very  popular  book.  In  1771,  Dr.  Langhorne  gave  another  proof  of  tho 
variety  on  which  he  exercised  his  fancy,   in  a  favourite  little  volume^  entitled  the 

>  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  74.  p.  1001,    C. 
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Fables  of  Flora.  In  this^  although  he  claimed  too  hastily  the  merit  of  combining 
for  the  first  time  imagerj,  description,  and  sentiment,  yet  he  has  certainly  enlarged 
the  province  of  fable,  and  giren  proof  of  a  wide  range  of  imagination.  It  cannot 
however  be  denied,  that  the  moral  is  not  always  sufficiently  pointed,  that  the 
style  is  too  much  ornamented,  and  the  general  cast  of  sentiment  too  obscure,  for 
the  persons  in  whose  hands  fables  are  usually  placed.  In  answer  to  the  objec- 
tion made  to  the  languas:e  of  flowers,  his  son  very  justly  remarks,  that  <«  iroper. 
sonation  may  certainly  be  applied  with  as  much  reason  to  the  yegctable  as  to  the 
animal  creation,  if  the  characteristic  attributes  of  each  plant  or  flower  are  faitbfally 
marked,  and  the  unity  of  the  fable  is  maintained." 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  the  year  177!,  Dr.  Langhorne  went  to  reside  for  a 
few  months  at  Potton  in  Bedfordshire,  where  he  wrote  his  Origin  of  the  Veil, 
which,  however,  was  not  published  for  some  time  after.     In  1772,  he  paid  a  visit 

:to  his  native  country,  and  married  a  second  wife,  the  daughter  of Thomson, 

esQ.  a  magistrate  near  Broiigh,  and  soon  after  took  her  with  him  on  a  tour  through 
part  of  France  and  Flanders,  the  scenery  of  which  afforded  new  topics  for  his 
muse. 

Late  in  the  spring  he  returned  to  Bldgden,  where  he  was  put  into  the  commis. 
sion  of  the  peace;  and  having  considered  the  usual  practice  of  the  duties  of  that 
office,  he  imparted  his  sentiments  on  the  subject  in  a  species  of  didactic  and  sati- 
rical poem,  entitled  The  Country  Justice,  in  three  parts,  published  in  1774,  1775, 
and  1777.  This  humane  endeavour  to  plead  the  cause  of  the  poor  and  wretched 
against  oppression  and  neglect,  does  great  honour  to  his  feelings,  which,  indeed,  in 
all  his  works,  are  on  the  side  of  benevolence  and  virtue.  It  is  said  to  have  been 
written  in  consequence  of  the  suggestion,  and  as  to  facts,  probably  with  the  as- 
sistance,  of  Dr.  B^rn,  the  well-known  author  of  a  Digest  of  the  Laws  relating  to 
Justices  of  the  Peace, — In  1773,  Dr.  Langhorne  presented  the  public  with  a  libe- 
ral  translation  of  that  part  of  Denina  on  the  Ancient  Republics  of  Italy,  which 
contains  th^  author's  reflections  on  the  admission  of  the  Italian  states  to  the  fran. 
chises  of  Rome  *, 

In  1776,  he  lost  his  second  wife,  who  died  like  the  former,  in  child.bed,  five 
years  after  her  marriage,  and  left  a  daughter  whom  he  consigned  by  his  will  to  the 
protection  of  his  friend,  Mrs.  Gillman.  What  impression  this  second  interru^tioii 
to  domestic  happiness  produci^d  on  his  mind,  we  are  not  told.  In  this  year,  how« 
ever,  we  find  him  again  employing  the  press  in  a  Translation  of  Milton's  Italian 
Sonnets,  and  on  two  occasional  sermons.  In  1777,  at  the  request  of  the  Boaverie 
family  Cwho  highly  respected  Dr.  Langhorne),  Dr.  Moss,  bishop  of  Bath  and 
Wells,  presented  hup  with  a  prebend  in  the  cathedral  6f  Wells. 

His  last  production  was  the  tale  of  Owen  of  Carron,  which,  with  seme  beauties, 
has  less  of  his  usual  energy  apd  vigour ;  it  is  uncertain  whether  this  was  owing  to 
the  nature  of  the  poem,  in  which  he  conceived  it  neccfssary  to  imitate  the  ballad 
simplicity,  or  to  a  languer  of  body  and  mind.  The  death  of  the  right  hon. 
iGharlcs  Yorke,  from  whom  he  had  great  expectations,  is  sud  to  have  made  a 

^  The  author^s  object  in  this  pnblicadon  is  not  very  obvious.  In  our  days  it  might  ht  of  more  im- 
portance to  discuss  the  question,  by  what  means  th«  Homani  act^uired  their  superiority  and  verp 
/enabled  tp  extend tbeiroonquesta?    C.  '       •' 
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lasting  impression  oq  him,  but  as  Mr.  Yorke  died  in  1770^   this  seems  wholly 
improbable. 

His  biographer  passes  over  his  last  days  vrithout  notice  of  his  situation  or  em« 
ployments.  We  are  merely  told  that  he  died  on  Aprii  1,  1779,  in  the  forty-fifth 
year  of  his  age* 

In  1804,  his  son  published  an  edition  of  his  poems,  in  two  elegant  volumes  Hmo, 
with  memoirs  of  the  ^uthor.  To  these  I  am  indebted  for  the  principal  part  of 
this  sketch. 

If  we  may  judge  from  his  writings.  Dr.  Laoghorne  was  a  man  of  an  amiable 
disposition,  a  friend  to  religion  and  morals,  and  though  a  wit,  he  nerer  descends 
to  grossness  or  indelicacy.  His  memory  has  not  been  followed  by  any  worse  ob« 
jection  than  that  he  was  of  a  social  turn^  and  during  the  latter  part  of  his  life  more 
addicted  to  conviTial  indulgences  than  is  consistent  with  health.  This,  how* 
ever,  is  a  serious  objection,  and  not  much  lessened  by  the  supposition  that  he  was 
driren  to  this  unhappy  species  of  relief  by  having, twice  lost  the  chief  sourca 
of  domestic  happiness.  ' 

Incidental  notice  having  been  already  taken  of  many  of  his  pieces,  it  will  not 
be  necessary  to  enlarge  on  the  subject  in  this  place.  Easej  elegance,  and  tender- 
ness, are  the  most  striking  features  of  his  poetry:  nor  is  he  deficient  in  inveqtion  ; 
an  attentive  perusal  will  discover  many  original  sentiments,  and  spirited  flights, 
which  the  critics  of  his  day  pointed  out  with  high  praise.  He  is  very  seldom  a  co« 
pybt;  his  style  and  his  sentiments,  whatever  their  merit,  are  his  own. 

His  prose  works  are  various  enough  to  convince  us  that  he  was  either  a  Ubo« 
riouB  writer,  or  possessed  of  great  fertility  of  imagination,  and  the  latter  will  pro. 
bably  be  the  safest  conjecture.  But,  although  a  scholar  of  high  attainments,  ho 
has  rarely  brought  learning  to  his  aid.  His  mind  was  stored  with  remarks  on  men 
and  manners,  which  he  expressed  in  various  and  desultory  modes,  so  as  to  give  an 
air  of  novelty  to  every  thing  he  wrot^,  but  we  find  nothing  very  profound.  He  ap* 
peared  so  frequently  before  the  public  as  to  secure  a  considerable  degree  of  fame ; 
what  he  announced  wju  expected  with  eagerness,  and  what  he  published  was  read 
with  pleasure  ;  but  as  his  abilities  were  confined  to  the  lighter  provinces  of  litera- 
ture, there  are  few  of  his  productions  which  will  be  honoured  by  permanent 
popularity. 
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POEMS 

OF 

DR.  JOHN  LANGHORNE, 


to   THB   BET.  Ufi.  J.   LAKCBORKE,  ON   READING    HIS 
VISIONS   OP   FAVCr,  &C. 

BY  MISS  WHATELEV. 

Fraught  with  e^h  wish  the  friendly  breast  can 
form, 

A  simpte  Muse.O !  Longhorne,  would  intrude; 
Her  lays  are  lansriiid,  but  her  heart  is  warm. 

Though  not  with  Fancy's  potent  powers  endu'd. 

Fancy,  though  erst  she  slied  a  glimmering  ray. 
And  opM  to  foiry  scenes  my  infant  eye. 

From  Pain  and  Care,  has  wing'd  her  cheerful 
way, 
And  with  Hygcia  sought  a  milder  sky. 

No  more  my  trembliug  hand  attempts  the  lyre, 

Which  Shenstone  oft  (sweet  bard)  has  dcign'd 

to  praise ; 

Even  tuneful  f  ^tigbome's  friendship  fails  t'  inspire 

The  glow  that  wann'd  my  breast  in  happier 

days. 

Yet  not  this  cold  heart  can  remain  unmoved, 
When  thy  sweet  numbers  strike  my  raptur'd 

The  ^Iver  sounds,  by  ev'ry  Muse  appro7'd,[ear; 
Suspend  a  while  the  melancholy  tear. 

WHiat  time,  on  Arrowe's  osier^d  banks  reclined, 
I  to  the  pale  Moon  pour'd  thy  plaintive  lay ; 

Smooth  roU'd  the  waves,  more  gently  sigb*d  kbe 
wind. 
And  Echo  stole  the  tender  notes  away. 

Sweet  Elves  and  Fays,  that  o'er  the  shadowy 
plains 

Their  mystic  rites  and  mazy  dance  pursue, 
Tun*d  their  light  mimtrelsy  to  softer  strains. 

And  from  thy  lays  their  meltiag  music  drew. 

S«(*etson  of  Fancy  !  may  the  white-rob'd  Hours 
'Shed  their  kind  influence  un  thy  gentle  breast; 

May  Hebe  strew  thy  vernal  path  with  flowers. 
Blest  in  thy  love,  and  in  thy  friendship  blest 

Sm.ooth  as  thy  numbers  may  thy  years  advance, 
Pale  Care  and  Pain  their  speeding  darts  sus- 
pend; 

^lay  Health,  and  Fancy,  lead  the  cheerful  dance, 
And  Hope  for  ever  her  fair  torch  extend. 


For  thee  may  Fame  her  fairest  chaplets  twine ; 

Each    fragrant  bloom  that  paints    Aonia's 
brow, 
Each  flow'r,  that  blows  by  Alcidale,  be  thiae ; 

With  the  chaste  laurel's  never-fading  bough. 

On  thee  may  faithful  friendship's  cordial  smile. 
Attendant  wait  to  sooth  each  rising  care ; 

The  nymph  thoU  lov'st  be  thine  devoid  of  guile. 
Mild,  virtuous,  kind,  compassionate,  and  fair. 

May  thy  sweet  lyre  still  charm  the  generous 
mind,  ' 

Thy  liberal  Muse  the  patriot  spirit  raise ; 
While,  in  thy  page  to  latest  time  consignM, 

Virtue  receives  the  meed  of  polish'd  praise. 


SONNET  TO  MR.  LJINGHORNE. 
BY  JOHN  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

r^AKGHORKB,  unknown  tome  (sequestered  swain!) 
Save  by  the  Muse's  soul-enchanting  lay, 

Tokindr^  spiriu  never  sung  in  vain, 
Accept  the  tribute  of  this  light  essay; 

Due  for  thy  sweet  songs  that  amus'd  my  day  \ 
Where  Fancy  held  her  visionary  reign,  [strain 
Or  Scotland's  honours  claim'd   the  pastoral 

Or  Music  came  o'er  Handel  tears  to  pay : 

For  all  thy  Irwan's  flow'ry  banks  display 
Thy  Persian  lover  and  his  Indian  fair  ; 

All  Theodoii'us'  mournful  lines  convey, 

Where  Pride  and  Av'rice  part  a  matchless 
pair; 

Receive  just  praise  and  wreaths  that  ne'er  decay, 
By  Fume  and  Virtue  twin'd  for  thee  to  wear. 

Amwell,  near  Ware, 

16  March,  nee. 


TO  THE  HON.  CHARLES  YORKE. 

A  McsE  that  lov'd  in  Nature's  walks  to  stray. 
And  gaVlier'd  many  a  wild  flower  in  her  way, 
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To  Nature's  friend  her  genuine  gifts  would  bring. 
The  light  amusements  of  lifers  vacant  spring ; 
Nor  sbalt  thou,  Yorke,   her  humble  offering 

blame, 
If  pure  her  incense,  and  unmixt  her  flame. 
She  pours  no  flattery  into  trolly's  ear. 
No  shameless  hireling  of  a  shameless  peer. 
The  friends  of  Pope  indulge  her  native  Ujrs, 
And  Gloucester  joins  with  Lytteiton  to  praise. 
Each  judge  of  art  her  strain,  though  artless, 

loves  J  [provesi 

And  Shenstone  smil'd,  and  polish'd  Hurd  ap- 
O  may  such  spirits  long  protect  ray  page. 
Surviving  lights  of  wit's  departed  age ! 
Long  may  I  in  their  kind  opinion  live ! 
AD  meaner  praise,  all  envy,  I  forgive. — 

Yet  fairly  he  my  future  laurels  won ! 
Nor  let  me  bear  a  bribe  to  Hardwicke's  son ! 
Should  his  free  suffrage  own  the  frivour'd  strain, 
.Though  vain  the  toil,  the  glory  were  not  vain. 


PROEMlUJii. 

WRITT£N   IW    1T66« 

In  Eden's'  vale,  where  early  fancy  wrought 
Her  wild  embroidery  on  the  ground  of  thought, 
Where  Pembroke's^  grottos,  strew'dwilh  Sidney's 

bays. 
Recalled  the  dreams  of  visionary  days,      [youth. 
Thus  the  fond  Muse,  that  sooch'd  my  vacant 
Prophetic  sung,  and  what  she  sung  was  truth. 
**  Boy,  break  '  thy   lyre,  and  cast  thy  reed 

away; 
Vain  are  the  honours  of  the  fruitless  bay. 
ThoDgh  with  each  charm  thy  polished  lay  should 

please, 
Olow  into  strength,  yet  soften  into  ease ; 
Should  Attic  fancy  brighten  ev*ry  line, 
And  all  Aonia's  harmony  be  thine ; 
Say  would  thy  cares  a  gratefUl  age  repay. 
Fame  wreathe  thy  brows,  or  Fortune  gild  thy 

way?    . 
Ev'nher  own  fools,  if  Fortune  smile,  shall  blame; 
And  Envy  lurks  beneath  the  flowers  of  Fame. 
«*  Yet,  if  resolVd,  secure  of  future  praise. 
To  tune  sweet  songs,  and  live  melodious  days, 
Let  not  the  band,  thatdeckamy  holy  shrine, 
Round  Folly's  bead  the  blasted  laurel  twine. 
"iJust  to  thyself,  dishonest  grandeur  scorn ; 
Nor  gild  the  bust  of  meanness  nobly  bom. 
Let  truth,  let  freedom  still  thy  lays  approve  1 
Respect  my  precepts,  and  retain  my  love !" 


STUDLEY  PJIiK. 

TO  lliB   SEV.    MR.    FAURAR. 

Fabrar!  to  thee  these  early  lays  I  owe  : 
I'hy  friendship  warms  the  heart  from  whence 
they  flow. 

*  The  river  F^en,  in  Westmorland. 

'  Hie  countess  of  Pembroke,  to  whom  sir 
Philip  Sidney  dedicated  his  Arcadia,  resided  at 
Appleby,  a  small  but  beautiful  town  in  Westmor- 
land, situated  upon  the  Eden. 


Thee,  thee  I  find,  in  all  1  find  \a  please  j 
In  this  thy  elegance,  in  that  thy  ease. 
Come  then  with  Fancy  to  thy  &v'rite  scene. 
Where  Studley  triumphs   in   her   wreaths  o/ 

green, 
And  pleas*d  for  once,  while  Eden  smiles  again. 
Forget  that  life's  inheritance  is  pain. 

Say,  shall  we  muse  along  yon  arching  shades^ 
Whose  awful  gloom  no  brightening  ray  pervades  t 
Or  down  these  vales  where  Vertial  flowers  display 
Their  golden  bosoms  to  the  smiles  of  day ; 
Where  the  fond  ^e  in  sweet  distraction  strays. 
Most  pleas'd,  when  most  it  knows  not  where  Uf 

gaze? 
Here  groves  arrang*d  in  various  order  rise. 
And  blend  their  quiv'ring  summits  in  the  skies. 
The  regal  oak  high  o'er  th«  tircling  shade. 
Exalts  the  hoary  honours  of  his  head. 
Tho  spreading  ash  a  differing  greeu  displays, 
And  the  smooth  asp  in  soothing  whispers  plays* 
The  fir  that  blooms  iu  Spring's  eternal  prime. 
The  spiry  poplar,  and  the  stately  lime; 

Here  moss-clad  walks,  there  lawns  of  lively 

green. 
United/  form  one  nicely-varying  scene : 
The  varyiug  scene  still  charms  th' attentive  sight,^ 
Or  brown  with  shades,  or  op'ning  into  light. 
Here  the  gay  tenants  of  the  tuneful  grove. 
Harmonious  breathe  the  raptures  of  their  love : 
Each  warbler  sweet  that  hails  the  genial  Spring, 
Tunes  the  glad  song,  and  plies  th'  expanded 

wing: 
The  bve-suggested  notes  in  varied  strains. 
Fly  round  the  vocal  hills  and  list'ning  plains : 
The  vocal  hills  and  list'ning  plains  prolong 
In  varied  strains  the  love-suggested  song. 
To  thee,  all-bounteous  Nature !  thee  they  pay 
The  welcome  tribute  of  their  gra;teful  lay  ! 
To  thee,  whose  kindly-studious  hand  prepares 
The  firesh'nlng  fields  and  softly-breathing  airs; 
Whose  parent-bounty  annual  still  provides 
Of  fbodful  insects  such  unbounded  tides. 
Beneath  some  friendly  leaf  supremely  blest. 
Each  pours  at  large  the  raptures  of  his  breast : 
Nor  changeful  seawns  mourn,  nor  storms  unkind. 
With  those  contented,  and  to  these  resigned. 
Here  sprightly  range  the  grove,  or  skim  the 

plain,  • 

The  sportive  deer,  a  nicely-checker'd  train. 
Oft  near  their  haunt,  on  liim  who  curious  strays. 
All  throi^'d  abreast  in  fix'd  attention  gojEe  ; 
IV  intruding  spy  suspiciously  survey. 
Then  butting  limp  along,  and  lightly  frisk  away.- 
Not  so,  when  raves  the  pack's  approaching 

roar. 
Then  loves  endear,  then  Nature  smiles  no  more : 
In  wiki  amaze,  all  treinblingiy-dismay'd, 
Burst  through  the  groves,  and  bound  along  the 

glade  J 
'Till  now  some  destiu'd  stag,  prepared  to  fly. 
Fires  all  the  malice  of  the  murd 'ring  cry : 
Forc'd  from  his  helpless  mates  the  fated  prey 
Bears  on  the  wings  uf  quiv'ring  fear  away : 
In  flight  (ah  !  could  his  matchless  flight  avail!) 
Scorns  the  fierce  steed,  and  leaves  the  flying  gale. 
Now  trembling  stops— «nd  listens  from  afar. 
In  long,  long  deepening  howls,  the  Bndd'ning  war) 
While  loud-e.\ulting  triumphs  thunder  round. 
Tremble  the  mountains,  and  tiie  rocks  rebounds 
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IsTaiii,  yetTig'rous,  he  renei^  his  race. 
In  vain  dark  mazes  oft  perplex  the  chase  : 
With  speed  inspir'd  by  grief,  he  spriogs  again 
Through  vaulted  woods,  and  devious  wilds  in 

vain. 
Th'  unrav'lling  pack,  still  onward  pouring,  trace 
The  various  maxes  of  his  circling  race. 
BreaUil«s8S  at  last  with  long-repeated  toil, 
Sick'niog  he  stands — he  yields-— he  falls  the  spoil. 

From  all  the  various  blooms  of  painted  bow'rs. 
Fair  hanky  wilds,  and  vallies  fring'd  with  flow'rs. 
Where  Nature  in  profusion  smiles  delight. 
With  pleasure  sated  turns  the  roving  sight 

Come  then,  bright  vision  !   child  of  heavenly 
day! 
From  this  fair  summit  ampler  scenes  survey ; 
One  spacious  field  in  circling  order  eye, 
And  active  ronnd  the  far  horizon  fly ; 
l^liere  dales  descend,  or  ridgy  mountains  rise. 
And  lose  their  aspect  in  the  ^ling  skies. 

What  pleasing  scenes  the  landscape  wide  dis- 
plays ! 
Th'  enchanting  pvoipect  bids  forever  gaze. 
Hail  charming  fields,  of  happy  swains  the  care ! 
Hail  happy  swains,  possest  of  fields  so  fair ! 
In  peace  your  plenteous  kiboara  long  enjoy  ; 
Tfo  murdering  wars  shall  waste,  nor  foes  destroy ; 
While  western  gales  Earth's  teeming  womb  un- 
bind. 
The  seasons  cbange,aiid  bounteous  suns  are  kind. 
To  social  towns,  see  !  wealthy  Commerce  brings 
Rejoicing  affluence  on  his  silver  wings. 
On  verdant  hills,  see  t  flocks  innumVous  feed. 
Or  thooghtful  listen  to  the  lively  reed. 
See !  golden  harvests  sweep  the  bending  plains  ; 
*'  And  peace  and  plenty  own  a  Brunswick  reigns." 

The  wand'ring  eye  from  Nature's  wild  domain 
Attracted,  turns  to  fairer  scenes  again. 
Scenes,  which  to  thee,  refining  Art !  belong, 
Imite  the  poet,  and  in^iire  the  song. 

Sweet, piiilosophic  Muse!  that  lov'st  to  stray 
In  woody-oirtain'd  walks  and  dim-seen  day, 
Lead  me,  where  kmely  Contemplatk)n  roves, 
Tbiougfa  silent  shades  and  solitary  groves 

Stop,  daring  foot !   the  sacred  maid  is  here ! 
Hieae  awfnl  glooms  confess  the  goddess  near. 
liOfw  in  these  woods  her  fov'rite  scene  is  laid. 
The  fence  umbrageous,  and  the  darkening  sbaile. 
Whose  bow'ry  branches  bar  the  vagrant  eye, 
Anailing  storms  and  parching  suns  defy. 
A  gentle  current  calmly  steals  serene. 
In  siWry  mazes,  o'er  the  weeping  green. 
Till  opening  bright,  its  bursting  waters  spread. 
And  fall  fast-flashing  down  a  wide  cascade. 
A  spacious  lake  below  expanded  lies. 
And  lends  a  minor  to  the  quiv'ring  skids.. 
Hcie  pendent  domes,  there  dancing  forests  seem 
To  float  and  tremble  in  the  waving  gleam. 

While  gaily  mnsmg  o'er  it's  vei^n  t  side. 
Pleased  1  behold  tbe  glassy  riv'let  glide : 
Bright  in  the  verdure  of  the  blooming  year. 
Where  circling  groves  tbeir^  full. blown  honours 

wear; 
Ambrosial  daughter  of  the  spicy  Spring,  [wing ; 
While  fragrant  woodbine  scents  each  Zepiiyr's 
While  necUr-footed  Mom,  approaching,  dy^s. 
In  radiant  blush,  the  rosy:checker'd  skies ; 
Tbe  tint  fair  Kden,o*er  tb'  enchanted  plain 
Reviving,  smiles,  or  teems  to  smile  again. 


Hail,  blissful  scene  !  divine  Elysium  hail  ( 
Ye  flow'ry  blooms  eternal  sweets  exhale : 
Tbe  blest  asylum's  here,  the  sacred  shore. 
Where  toils  tumultuous  tear  the  breast  no  more. 

From  wild  ambition  free,  from  dire  despair. 
Appalling  terrour,  and  perplexing  care, 
Happy  the  man  who  in  these  «hades  can  find 
That  angel-bliss,  serenity  of  mind ; 
Walk  the  fair  green,  or  in  the  grotto  lie. 
With  hope-strung  breast, and  heav'o-erected  eye! 
While  cheated  worlds,  by  pleasure's  lure  be- 

tray'd, 
Through  rocks  and  sands  pursue  the  siren  maid  ; 
And,  long-bewilder'd,  urge  the  weary  chase. 
Though  still  the  phantom  slips  their  vain  em- 
brace : 
'Tis  his  with  pitying  eye  to  see — ^to  know 
Whence  purest  joy's  perennial  fountains  flow. 
With  this  exalting  charm  divinely  blest. 
The  dear  reflection  of  a  blanielesM  breast: 
Where  sweet-ey'd  Love  siill  smiles  serenely  gay. 
And  heav'nly  Virtue  beams  a  brighter  ray. 
Soft,  smootbly-pacing  slide  his  peaceful  days. 
His  own  his  censure,  and  bis  own  his  praise : 
Alike  to  him,  both  subjects  of  tbe  giave. 
The  scepter'd  monarch,  and  tbe  menial  slave. 
Thrice  happy  he  who  life's  poor  pains  bait  laid 
In  the  lone  tomb  of  some  scqucster'd  shade  ! 
More  amply  blest,  if  gloriously  retir'd,     [fir'd  ; 
With  learning  cbarm'd,  and  with  the  Muses 
Who  nobly  dar^  with  philosophic  eye. 
Through  full  creation's  bounded  orbs  to  fly  ; 
Pleas'd,  in  their  welUform'd  systems  still  to  find 
The  matchless  wisdom  of  th'  immortal  mind. 
Still  cbarm'd,  in  Nature's  various  plan,  to  trace 
His  boundless  love  and  all-supporting  grace. 

Ye  pompous  great!  whose  dream  of  glory 
springs 
From  sounding  titles  or  the  smiles  of  kings  : 
Ye,  laurel'd  in  the  bleeding  wreathes  of  war  1 
And  ye,  whose  hearts  are  centered  in  a  star  ! 
Say,  all  ye  sons  of  power  and  splendour,  say. 
E'er  could  ye  boast  one  unembitter'd  day  } 
Cease  the  vain  hope  in  dazzling  pomp  to  find 
Divine  content,  to  humbler  lots  assign'd  ; 
The  modest  fair  frequents  thelowlycell. 
Where  smiling  Peace  and  conscious  Virtue  dwell. 

While  through  the  maze  of  winding  bow'rs  I 
stray. 
The  shade's  dim  gloom,  or  vista*sop'ningdayj 
Soft-sighing  groves,  where  silky  breezes  fill, 
Kiss  tbe  smooth  plain,  and  glassy-dimpling  rill  ; 
In  silent  vales,  by  sadlyt-mourning  streams, 
Whereswift-eyMFancy  wings  her  waving  dreams; 
What  sacred  awe  the  lonely  scenes  inspire  ! 
What  joys  transport  me,  and  what  raptures  fire  1 
Visbns  divine,  enchant^  I  behold. 
And  all  the  Muses  all  their  charms  unfold. 

Ye,  woods  of  Find  us,  and  £tolian  plains 
No  more  shall  listen  to  immortal  strains : 
Flow  unconeern'd,  no  Muse  celestial  sings, 
Ye  Tliracian  fountains,  and  Aonian  springs ! 
No  more  your  shades  shall  leave  their  native 

shore. 
Nor  songs  arrest  your  raptur'd  currents  more. 

And  thou,  Parnassus,  wrapt  in  deep  alcov^<| 
Mourn,  in  sad  silence,  thy  forsaken  groves : 
No  more  thy  warblers  rival  notes  admire. 
Nor  choral  zephyrs  (111  the  breathing  lyrew 
Be 
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Each  drooping  laurel  bends  its  languid  head ; 
The  strains  are  Tauish'd,  and  the  Muses  fled. 

To  nobler  hills,  where  fairer  forests  grow, 
To  vales,  where  strums  in  sweeter  accents  flow ; 
To  blooming  Stodley's  more  delightful  shades 
Welcome,  ye  sacred,  ye  celestial  maids  I 
Wake  the  soft  lute,   hertf  strike  the  sounding 

string, 
Make  the  groves  echo,  and  the  rallies  ring ; 
Harmonious  lead,  through  rosv-smiling  bnw*rs, 
The  soft-ey'd  Graces  and  the  dancing  Hours. 

Tn  awful  scenes  retir'd,  where  gloomy  Night 
Still  broods,  nnbanish'd  by  returning  light; 
Where  Silence,  fix'd  in  meditation  deep, 
Folds  in  her  arms  her  fav'ri!e  offspring,  Sleep ; 
Musing  along  the  lonely  shades  I  roam 
•Till  beauteous  rises  a  devoted  dome ; 
Thy  fiine,  seraphic  Piety  !    low  placed 
In  sable  glooms,  by  deep'ning  woods  embracVl. 
Nor  radiant  here  the  prince  of  day  displays 
His  morning  binshes,  nor  meridian  blaze : 
Rolls  o'er  the  world  the  splendid  orb  unsren, 
'Till  his  last  glories  gild  the  streaming  green ; 
Then  sportive  gleams  through  parting  columns 

play, 
jHere  waves  a  shadow,  and  there  smiles  a  ray. 
Just  emblem  of  the  man  who,  free  from  strife, 
Th»  uneasy  pains  that  vex  the  noon  of  life. 
Not  dazzled  with  the  diamond-beaming  zone, 
Flash  of  a  lace,  or  brilliance  of  a  stone. 
Courts  the  last  smiles  of  lifers  declining  ray, 
Where  Hope  exulting  reaps  eternal  day. 

The  sacred  solitude,  the  lone  recess, 
An  awful  pleasure  on  my  soul  impress. 
Raptnres  divine  through  all  my  bosom  glow, 
The  bKss  afone  immortal  beings  know. 
Ah,  knew  that  sovereign  bliss  no  base  alloy, 
Wer*t  thou,  my  Farrcr !  witness  to  my  joy  j 
What  nobler  pleasure  could  we  boast  below ! 
What  joy  snbltmer  Heav'n  itself  bestow! 
Haste,  my  gay  friend  !  my  dear  associate,  haste! 
Life  of  my  soul,  and  partner  of  my  breast ! 
<3uick  to  these  shades,  these  magic  shades  retire : 
Here  light  thy  graces,  and  thy  virtue  fire  : 
Here  sheds  sweet  Piety  her  beams  divine. 
And  all  the  goddess  fills  her  heav>nly  shrine. 
Celestial  maids  before  her  altar  move : 
AVhite  handed  Innocence,  and  weeping  Love. 

Her  towVing  domes  let  Richmond  boast  alone; 
Th«  8(fulpturM  statue  and  the  breathing  stone : 
Alone  distinguished  on  the  plains  of  Stowe, 
Ttom  Joneses  hand  the  featured  marble  glow : 
Though  there  nnnumber'd  columns  front  the 

skies, 
To  fancied  gods  forbidden  temples  rise  ; 
Uncnvied,  Studley,  bethispompof  art, 
'Tis  thine  the  pow'r  to  please  a  virtuous^  heart. 

From  this  lov*d  scene  with  anxious  steps  1 
trace 
Each  devious  winding  of  the  banlcy  maze; 
To  the  tall  summit  of  the  steep  repair. 
And  view  the  gay  surrounding  prospect  there. 
What  joys  expand   my  breast !    what  rapture 

warms  1 
While  all  the  landscape  opens  all  its  charms : 
While  pleased  I  see,  the  parting  shades  between, 
The  lake  fair-gleaming  and  the  smoother  green ; 
Through  lowly  grots  where  wand'ring  shadows 

strtiy, 
Groves  gently  wave,  and  gKst'uing  waters  play. 


Ob  thee,  fair  Hack&U !  FaHey  ben^  her  «y«. 
Longs  o'er  the  difis  and  deep*ning  ktwos  to  fly. 
Enchanted  sees  each  silv'ry-floatiikgsmve 
Beat  thy  green  banks,  thy  lonely  vallies  lanre:' 
And  now  delighted,  now  she  joys  to  hear^ 
Thy  deep,  slow  falls,  long-laboring  through  her 
ear'. 

All-beauteous  Nature !  object  of  my  song, 
Tb  thee  my  first,  my  latest  strains  belong: 
To  thee  my  lays  I  tune,  while  eovioas  Art 
In  rival  charms  here  courts  the  raptured  heart. 
Like  thee  to  please,  she  decks  the  painted  bowV, 
Spreads  the  smooth  lawn>    and  lean  the  velvet 

flower : 
With  winding  arbours  crowns  the  sylvan  dale. 
And  bends  the  forest  o*er  the  lowly  vale  r 
Rids  the  loud  cataract  deep-thund'ritig  roar. 
Or  winds  the  ri%^Mct  round  a  masy  shore. 
Ambitions  slift,  like  thee,  when  she  beguiles. 
Wins  with  thy  grace,  and  in  thy  beauty  mbiIcb. 

In  this  gay  dome  ^  where  spottive  Fancy  phiys, 
And  imagM  life  the  pictur'd  roof  tarajs  { 
Proud  in  thy  charms  the  mimic  shines  conlest, 
Beanis  the  soft  eye,  and  heaves  the  panting 
breast. 

From  thee,  prime  souioe !  kind-banded  god- 
dess !  flow 
The  purest  blessings  that  we  boast  bdow  j 
To  thee  its  beauty  owes  this  charmhig  scene, 
Th^se  gtoves  their  fVagrance,  and  those  plain^ 

tb^ir  green : 
For  thee  the  Muses  wreaths  eteinal  twine. 
Immortal  maid !  for  every  Mase  is  thine. 

Oh,  wou'd'st  thou  lead  me  through  the  bound* 
less  skyl 
Regions  untravellM  by  a  mortal  eye; 
Or  kindly  bid,  while  studious  I  explore 
Those  arduous  paths  thy  Newtotitrod  bdbre ! 
There  wond'ring  should  my  rftvish't  eye  suniej 
New  worlds  of  being,  and  new  sceaetof  day. 
But  if  for  my  weak  wing  and  ttembthig  sight. 
Too  vast  the  journey,  and  too  fidi  the  K^j 
Inglorious  here  ini  tune  the  lowly  reed. 
How  rolls  the  fountain,  and  how  springstbe  mead« 

Or,  bear  me  to  the  banks,  ye  sacred  Nine  i 
Of  beauteous  Isis,  or  the  sKver  Tine  ^ 
To  Tine's  delightful  banks,  where,  ever  gay. 
The  generous  F^— lives  the  peaceful  day : 

F still  free  Fitm  passion's  fietful  train. 

Ne'er  felt  the  thorn  of  anguish  nor  of  psun ; 
His  heart^felt  jo3rs  still  Nature's  chanm  improve. 
Her  voice  is  music,  and  hertSsage  love : 
Pleas'd  with  the  change  each  various    seaaoa 

brings, 
Imibrowning  autumns,  and  impurpled  springs: 
For  him  kind  Nature  all  her  treasures  yieHa, 
She  decks  the  Ibrest,  and  she  paints  the  fields. 

O  say  1    where  bloom  those  tine-snrviviBg 
groves, 
li^Tiereartcicnt  bards  firs^  sung  their  sacred  lover. 
Those  sadly-solemn  bow*rs,  ye  Muses  1  say. 
Where  once  the  melancholy  Cowley  lay  ? 
When  long  perplext  with  life's  dehidiag  snares. 
Her  flatlVing  pleasures,  and  her  fhiitleas  cares; 

*  Who  would  not  perceive  the  imitative  har- 
mony of  this  line,  and  realize  to  his  imagiaatioa 
the  falling  of  the  water?— Editor. 

3  Upon  an  eminence,  east  of  the  gardenSy 
stands  a  house  of  Chinese  structure* 
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CMMcmre  be  fled  to  »y\v9n  sbacles  alone, 
And  left  Diankiod  to  be  for  ever  knowo. 

Such  were  the  iceDefl  where, Speoser  once  re- 
tired. 
When  great  £liza's  fame  the  Mase  iospir'd } 
When  Gloriaoa  led  her  poet's  dreams, 
0*er  flow' ry  meadows,  and  by  murm'ring  streams, 
immortal    l>ards!    whose    death-coDtemniog 
lays 
Shall  shine  distinguished  with  eternal  praise. 
Knew  my  poor  Muse,  like  these  to  soar  sublime. 
And  spurn  the  ruins  of  insulting  Time  ; 
Where'er  I  stray,   where  bktoming  Flora  leads. 
O'er  sunny    mountains,    and  through   purple 

meads ; 
Or  careless  to  the  sylvan  covert  laid. 
Where  falling  rills  amuse  the  mournful  shade; 
Ye,  rural  fields,  should  still  resound  my  lay, 
^  ,And  thou,  fair  Studley  !  smile  for  ever  gay. 


GENIUS  AND  FA  LOUR: 
A  PAStORAL  POEM. 

WaiTIBM   IN  HONOUR  OF  A   SISTER  KIMOBOM. 
HPCCLXIII. 

AMYKTOR,   CHOaUS  OP  FHEPHEKDS. 

Wmbbb  Tweed's  fair  plains  in  liberal  beauty 
And  Flora  laughs  beneath  a  lucid  sky ;  [lie, 

liong-winding  vales  where  crystal  waters  lave. 
Where  blythe  birds  warble,    and  where  green 
woods  wave,  [bkx>m, 

A  bright  hair'd  shepherd,    in  young  beauty's 
Ton'd  his  sweet  pipe  behind  the  yellow  broom. 

Free  to  the  gale  his  waving  ringlets  lay,     i 
AimI  his  blue  eyes  diffiis'd  an  azure  day. 
Light  o'er  his  limbs  a  careless  robe  he  flung; 
Health  rais'd  his  heart,    and  strength  his  firm 
nerves  strung ; 

His  native  plains  poetic  charms  inspir'd. 
Wild  scenes,  where  ancient  Fancy  oft  retir'd  1 
Oft  led  her  Faeries  to  the  Shepherd's  lay, 
By  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves  of  Endermay. 

Nor  only  his  those  images  that  rise 
Fair  to  the  glance  of  Fancy's  plastic  eyes  $ 
His  country's  love  his  patriot  soul  poesess'd. 
His  coimtry's  honour  fifd  his  filial  breast 
Her  lofty  genius,  piercing,  bright,  and  bold. 
Her  valour  witness'd  by  the  worid  of  old, 
M'itness'd  once  more  by  recent  heaps  of  sl»n 
On  Canada's  wild  hills,  and  Minden's  plain. 
To  sound  sublimerwak'd  bis  pastoral  reed- 
Peace,  Mountain-echoes  !  while  the  strains  pro- 
ceed. 


No  more  of  Tiviot,  nor  the  flowery  bmes, 
Whei«  the  biythe  shepherd  tunes  his  lightsome 

"Uysj 
Kb  more  of  Leader's  feery-haunted-shore. 
Of  Athol's  lawns,  and  Oledswood  banks  no  more; 
Unheeded  smile  my  country's  native  charms, 
Jjoet  in  the  glory  of  hev  arts  and  arms. 
These,  shepherds,  these  demand  sublimer  strains 
Than  Clyde's  dear  fountains,  or  tbanAtbol's 
plains. 


CnOKUS   OP  SHSntBRDS.     ^ 

Shepherd,  to  thee  sublimer  lays  belong. 
The  force  divine  of  soul-commanding  song. 
These  humble  reeds  have  little  learnt  to  play, 
Save  the  light  airs  that  cheer  the  pastoral  day. 
Of  the  clear  fountain,  and  the  fruitful  plain , 
We  sing,  as  fancy  guides  the  simple  strain. 
If  then  thy  country's  sacred  fame  demand 
The  high-ton 'd  music  of  a  happier  hand-r- 
Shepherd,  to  thee  sublimer  lays  belong, 
Tlie  force  divine  of  soul-commanding  son& 


In  spite  of  faction's  blind,  unmanner'd  rage. 
Of  various  fortune  and  destructive  age. 
Fair  Scotland's  honours  yet  uochang'd  are  seen. 
Her  palms  still  blooming,  and  her  laurels  green^ 

Freed  from  the  confines  of  her  Gothic  grave. 
When  her  first  light  reviving  Sciertce  gave. 
Alike  o'er  Britain  shone  the  liberal  ray, 
From  EnsFith's  *  mountains  to  the  banks  of  Tay^ 

For  James  2  the  Muses  tun'd  their  sportive 
lays,  [bays. 

And  houtid  the  monarch's  brow  with  Chancel's 
Arch  Humour  smil'd  to  hear  his  mimic  strain. 
And  phiusive  Laughter  thrill'd  thro'  every  vein. 

When  taste  and  genii\s  form  the  royal  mind. 
The  favour'd  arts  a  happier  era  find. 
By  James  belov'd  the  Muses  tun'd  their  lyres 
To  nobler  strains,  and  breathed  diviner  fires. 
But  the  dark  mantle  of  involving  time 
Has  veil'd  their  beauties,    and  obscur'd  their 
rhyme. 

Yet  still  some  pleasing  monuments  remain. 
Some  marks  of  genius  in  each  later  reign, 
la  nervous  strains  Dunbar's  bold  music  flows. 
And  Time  yet  spares  the  Thistle  and  the  Rose  *• 

O,  while  his  course  the  hoary  warrior  steers 
Thro'  the  long  range  of  life-dissolving  years, 
lliro'  all  the  evils  of  each  changeful  age. 
Hate,  envy,  faction,  jealousy,  and  rage, 
Ne'er  may  his  scythe  these  sacred  plants  divide. 
These  plants  by  Heaven  in  native  union  tied  1 
Still  may  the  flower  its  social  sweets  disclose. 
The  haidy  Thistle  still  defend  the  Rose ! 

Hail,  happy  days  1    appeas'd  by  Margaret's 
charms. 
When  rival  Valour  sheath 'd  his  fatal  arms  ;^ 
When  kindred  realms  unnatural  war  supprest. 
Nor  aim'd  their  arrows  at  a  sister's  breast. 

Kind  to  the  Muse  is  quiet's  genial  day ; 
Her  olive  loves  the  foliage  of  the  bay. 

With  bold  Dunbar  arose  a  numerous  choir 
Of  rival  bards  that  strung  the  Dorian  lyre. 
In  gentle  Henryson's  *  uolabour'd  strain 
Sweet  A^ethusa's  shepherd  breath'd  again. 

1  A  chain  of  mountains  near  Folkstonc  in 
Kent. 

*  James  the  First,  king  of  Scotland,  author  of 
the  famous  old  song,  entitled  Christ's  Kirk  on  the 
Green*. 

9  A  poem  so  called,  written  in  honour  of  Mar- 
garet, daughter  of  Henry  VIL  on  her  marriage 
to  James  IV.  king  of  ScoU.  By  Mr.  William 
Dunbar. 

4  Mr.  Robertson  H^nryson,  an  lOgeniouB  pas- 
toral poet.  * 
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Nor  shall  your  tunefol  visioDfl  be  forgot. 
Sage  Beilentynes,  and  fancy-paiotiog  Scott*. 
But,  O  my  country  !  how  shall  memory  trace 
Thy  bleeding  anguishi  and  thy  dire  disgrace  ?. 
Weep  o'er  the  ruins  of  thy  blibted  bays. 
Thy  glories  lost  in  either  Charles's  days  ? 
When  thro'  thy  fields  destructive  rapine  spread, 
VoT  sparing  infant's  tears,  nor  hoary  head. 
In  those  dread  days  the  unprotected  swain 
Mourn 'd  on  the  mountains  o'er  his  wasted  plain. 
Nob  longer  vocal  with  the  shepherd's  lay 
Were  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves  of  Endermay. 

CtfOKUS  OF  SHBPHERDS. 

Amyntor,  rease .'  the  painful  scene  forbear, 
Kor  the  fond  breast  of  6Iia!  duty  tear. 
Yet  in  our  eyes  our  father's  sorrows  flow, 
Yet  iu  our  bosoms  lives  their  lastmg  woe. 
At  eve  returning  from  their  scanty  fold, 
When  the  long  sufferings  of  their  sires  they  told, 
Oft  we  have  sigh'd  the  piteous  tale  to  hear, ' 
And  infant  wonder  dropt  the  mimic  tear. 

AMYVTOa. 

Shepherds,  no  longer  need  your  sorrows  flow, 
Kor  pious  duty  cherish  endless  woe. 
Yet  should  Kemembrance,  led  by  filial  love, 
Through  the  dark  vale  of  old  aflSictions  rove. 
The  mounful  shades  of  sorrows  past  explore. 
And  think  of  miseries  that  are  no  more ; 
Let  those  sad  scenes  that  ask  the  duteous  tear. 
The  kind  return  of  happier  days  endear. 

Hail,  Anna,  hail !  O  may  each  Muse  dfvine 
With  wreaths  eternal  grace  thy  holy  shrine  ! 
Grav'd  on  thy  tomb  this  sacred  verse  remain. 
This  verse  more  sweet  than  conquest's  sounding 

strain: 
**  She  bade  the  rage  of  hostile  nations  cease. 
The  glorious  arbitress  of  Europe's  peace." 
She,  thro'  whose  bosom  roll'd  the  vital  tide 
Of  Britain's  monarchs  in  one  stream  allied, 
Clo»'d  the  long  jealousies  of  different  sway, 
And  saw  united  sister-realms  obey. 

Auspicious  days !  when  Tyranny  no  more 
Kals'd  his  red  arm,  nor  drench'd  his  darts  in 

gore; 
When,  long  an  exile  from  his  native  plain. 
Safe  to  his  fold  return'd  the  weary  swain. 
EctunVtl,  and,  many  a  painful  summer  past. 
Beheld  the  green  bench  by  his  door  at  last. 

Auspicious  days !  when  Scots,  no  more  opprest. 
On  their  free  raounta*       .d.  d  the  fearless  breast^ 
With  pleasure  saw  their  flocks  unbound^  feed. 
And  tun'd  to  strains  of  ancient  joy  the  rred. 

Then,    shepherds,    did  your  wondering  sires 
bchSld 
A  form  divine,  whose  vesture  flam'd  with  gold  ; 
His  radiant  eyes  a -starry  lustre  shed, 
Aad  tolar  glories  bcam'd  around  his  head. 

*  Mr.  John  Bellentyne,  archdean  of  Murray, 
aiitljor  of  a  beautiful  allegorical  poem,  entitled. 
Virtue  and  Vice. 

*  Mr.  Archibald  Scott,  in  the  year  1524,  trans- 
latetl  the  Vision,  a  poem,  said  to  have  l)cen  writ- 
ten in  the  year  1 3C0.  He  was  the  author  of  the 
Eagjp  and  the  Redbreast  also,  and  several  other 
pieces  wrilicn  With  uncompion  elegance  for  their 


Like  that  strange  power  by  fabling  poets  feignM,. 
Prom  east  to  west  bis  mighty  arms  he  strainM. 
A  rooted  olive  in  one  hand  he  bore. 
In  one  a  globe,  inscrib'd  with  sea  and  shore. 
From  Thames's  banks,  to  Tweed,to  Tay  he  came. 
Wealth  in  his  rear,  and  Commerce  was  his  name. 

Glad  Industry  the  glorious  stranger  hails. 
Rears  the  tall  masts,    and  spreads  the  swelling 

sails; 
Regions  remote  with  active  hope  explores. 
Wild  2embla's  hills,  and  Afric's  bnming  shores. 

But  chief,  Cdlumbus,  of  thy  various  coast. 
Child  of  the  Union,  Commerce  bears  his  boast. 
To  seek  thy  new-found  wyrlds,  the  vent'rou^ 
His  lass  forsaking,  left  the  lowland'^plain;  [swain. 
Aside  his  crook,  his  idle  pipe  he  threw. 
And  bade  to  Music,  and  to  Love  adieu. 

Henoe,    Glasgow  fair,    thy   wealth-diffusing 
hand, 
Thj'  groves  of  vessels,  and  thy  crowded  strand. 
Hence,  round  his  folds  the  moorland  shepherd 

spies 
New  social  towns,  and  happy  hamlets  riie. 

But  roe  not  splendour,  uor  the  hopes  of  gain 
Should  ever  tempt  to  quit  the  peacefol  plain. 
Shall  I,  possest  of  all  that  life  requires. 
With  tutor'd  hopes,  and  limited  desires,      [easr. 
Change  the&e  sweet  fields,  tliese  native  scenes  of 
For  climes  uncertain,  and  uncertain  seas? 

Norj'ct,  fair  Commerce,  do  1  thee  disdain. 
Though  (luilt  and  Death  and  Riot  swell  thy  train, 
Checr'd  by  the  influence  of  thy  gladd'ning  iay» 
The  liberal  arts  siublimer  works  essay. 
Genius  for  thee  relumes  his  sacred  iires. 
And  Science  nearer  to  her  Heaven  aspires. 

The  sangume  eye  of  Tyranny  long  clos'dr 
By  Commerce  fostered,  and  in  peace  repos'd. 
No  more  her  miseries  when  my  comitry  moum'd. 
With  brighter  flames  her  glowing  genius  bom'd. 
Soon  wandering  fearless  many  a  Mase  was  feen 
O'er  the  dun  mountain,  and  the  wild  wood  green. 
Soou,  to  the  warblings  of  the  pastoral  reed. 
Started  sweet  Echo  from  the  shores  of  Tweed. 

O favoured  stream!    where  thy  fair  cuirent 
flows. 
The  child  of  Nature,  gentle  Thomson,  rose. 
Young  as  he  waoder'd  on  thy  flowery  side. 
With  simple  joy  to  see  thy  bright  waves  glide. 
Thither,  in  all  thy  native  charms  array'd. 
From  climes  remote  the  sister  Seasons  stray 'd. 

Long  each  in  beauty  boasted  to  excel, 
(For  jealousies  in  sister-bosoms  dwell) 
But  now,  delighted  with  tlie  liberal  boy, 
Like  Heaven's  fair  rivals  in  the  groves  of  Troy, 
Yield  to  an  humble  swain  their  high  debate. 
And  from  his  voice  the  palm  of  beauty  wait. 

Her  naked  charms,  like  Venus,  to  disclose, 
Spring  from  her  bosom  threw  the  shadowing  io<^^ 
Bar'd  the  pure  snow  that  feeds  the  lover's  Are, 
The  breast  that  thrills  with  exquisite  desire ; 
AssnmM  the  tender  smile,  the  melting  eye. 
The  breath  favonian,  and  the  yielding  sigh. 
One  beauteous  hand  a  wilding's  blossom  grac'd, 
And  one  f^li  careless  o'ef  her  zonele«s  waist. 

Majestic  Summer,  in  gay  pride  adoni'd. 
Her  rival  sistei's  simple  beauty  scom'd. 
With  purple  wi-eathes    her  lofty    brows   uerc 

bound, 
^Vith  glowing  flowers  her  rising  bosom  crownV^ 
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in  bftr  gvy  zon^,  by  artfal  Fancy  franiM, 
The  bright  rose  blnsh'd,  che  fall  carnation  flam*d . 
Her  che(*ks  the  g^low  of  splendid  clouds  display. 
And  her  eyes  flash  insufferable  day. 

With  milder  air  the  gentle  Autumn  came, 
JBut  seemM  to  languish  at  her  sister's  flame. 
Yet,  conscious  of  her  boundless  wealth,  she  bore 
On  high  the  emblems  of  her  golden  store. 
Yet  could  she  boast  the  plenty-pouring  hand. 
The  libera]  smile,  benevolent  and  bland. 
Kor  mi^ht  she  fear  in  beauty  to  excel. 
From  whose  fair  head  such  golden  tresses  fell ; 
Nor  might  she  envy  Summer*s  flowery  zone. 
In  whose  sweet  eye  the  star  of  evening  shone. 
Next,   the  paJe  power  that  blots  the 

sky. 
Wreathed  her  grim  brows,  and  roU'd  her  stormy 

eye; 
'^Behold,*'  she  cried,  with  voice  that  shook  the 

ground, 
(The  bard,  tlie  sisters,  trembled  at  the  sound) 
**  Ye  weak  admirers  of  a  grape,  or  rose, 
£ebold  my  wild  magniflcence  of  snows ! 
See  my  keen  frost  her  glassy  bosom  bare ! 
Mock  the  faint  Sim,  and  bind  theiluid  air  * 
Nature  to  you  may  lend  a  painted  hour, 
With  you  may  sport,  when  I  suspend  my  power. 
But  you  and  Nature,  who  that  power  obey. 
Shall  own  my  beauty,  or  shall  dread  my  sway.'' 
She  spoke :  the  bard,  whose  gentle  heart  ne'er 

gave 
One  pain  or  trouble  that  be  knew  to  save, 
Ko  favour'd  nymph  extols  with  partial  lays. 
But  g^ves  to  each  her  picture  for  her  praise. 

Mute  lies  his  lyre  in  death's  uncheerfol  gloom. 
And  Tnitli  and  Genius  weep  at  Thomson's  tomb. 
Yet  still  the  Muse's  living  souuds  pervade 
Her  ancient  scenes  of  Caledonian  shade, 
sail  Nature  listens  to  the  tuneful  lay. 
On  Kilda's  mountains  and  in  Endermay. 
Th'  ethereal  brilliance  of  poetic  fire. 
The  mighty  liknd  that  smites  the  sounding  lyre, 
Strains  that  on  Fancy's  strongest  pinion  rise, 
<?ODceptions  vast,  and  thoughts  that  gnisp  the 

skies, 


To  the  rapt  youth  that  .mus'd  on    Sbakespear's 
To  Ogilvie  the  Museof  Pindar  gave.        [graved. 
Time  ',  as  he  sung,  a  moment  ceas'd  to  fly. 
And  lazy  Sleep  9  unfolded  half  his  eye. 

O  wak^,  sweet  bard,  the  Tbeban  lyre  again ; 
With  ancient  valour  swell  the  sounding  strain; 
Hail  the  high  trophiesby  thy  country  won, 
The  wreaths  that  flourish  for  each  valiant  son. 

While  Hardyknute  frowns  red  with  Norway's 
gore, 
Paint  her  pale  matrons  weeping  on  the  shore. 
Hark  *  the  green  clarion  pouring  floods  of  breath 
Voluminously  .loud  ^  high  scorn  of  death 
Each  gallant  spirit  elates ;  see  Rothsay's  thane 
With  arm  of  mountain  oak  his  firm  bow  strain  ! 
Harkl   the  string  twangs— the  whizzing  arrow 

^  flies : 
The  fierce  horse  falls  ^indignant  falls — and  dies. 
O'er  the  dear  urn,  where  glorious  Wallace  *• 

sleeps, 
True  valour  bleeds,  and  patriot  virtue  weeps. 
Son  of  the  lyre,  what  high  ennobling  strain. 
What  meed  from  these  shall  generous  Wallace 
Who  greatly  scorning  an  usurper's  pride,  [gain? 
Bar'd  his  brave  breast  for  liberty,  and  died. 

Boast,  Scotland,  boast  thy  sonsof  mighty  name. 
Thine  ancient  chiefs  of  high  heroic  fame. 
Souls  that  to  death  their  country's  foes  oppos'd, 
And  life  in  freedom^  glorious  freedom,  clos'd. 

Where,  yet  bewail'd,  Argyll's  warm  ashes  lie^ 
Let  Music  breathe  her  most  persuasive  sigh. 
To  him,  what  Heaven  to  man  could  give,  it  gave. 
Wise,  generous,  honest,  eloquent  and  brave. 
Genius  and  Valour  for  Argyle  shall  mourn. 
And  his  own  laurels  flourish  round  his  urn. 
O,  may  they  bloom  beneath  a  fav'ring  sky. 
And  iu  their  shade  Reproach  and  Envy  die  ! 

f  See  Mr.  Ogilvie's  Ode  to  the  Genius  of 
Shakespear. 

•  Ode  to  Time.    Ibid. 

9  Ode  to  Sleep.     Ibid. 

^^  William  Wallace,  who,  after  bravely  defend^ 
ing  bis  country  against  the  arms  of  Edward  I. 
was  executed  as  a  rebel>  though  he  had  taken  no 
oath  of  allegiance. 
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THE 


VISIONS  OF  FANCV, 


IN  FOUR  ELEGIES. 


Lb  raifloii  sf  ait  que  c'est  un  songe, 

Mais  elle  en  saisit  les  douceurs : 

£lle  a  besoiii  <k  06s  fanUtioes, 

Presque  tous  les  plaisirs  des  hoomies 

Ne  soBt  quede  douc^  erreurs.  Gatssrr. 

HrKITTBM  IN  116^ 


ELEGY    L 

Cbildrun  of  Fancy,  whither  are  ye  fled  ? 
Where  have  ye  home  those   hope-enlivenM 
hours. 
That  once  with  myrtle  garlands  hound  my  head. 
That  ODce  hestrew'd   my  Temal  path  with 
flowers  ? 

In  yon  fair  vale,  where  Mooms  the  heeohen  grove, 

Where  winds  the  slow  wave  thro'  the  flowery 
plain. 
To  these  fond  arms  you  led  the  tyrant,  howe^ 

With  Fear  and  Hope  and  Folly  in  his  train. 
My  lyre,  that,  left  at  carekss  distance,  hung 

Light  on  some  pale  branch  of  the  osier  shade, 
To  lays  of  amorous  blandishment  you  strung, 

And  o'er  my  sleep  the  lulling  music  play*d. 

**  Rest,  gentle  youth  1    while  on  the  quivering 
breeze 

aides  to  thine  ear  this  softly-breathing  strain ; 
Sound:}  that  move  smo  .therthan  the  steps  of  ease, 

And  pour  oblivion  in  the  ear  of  pain. 
"  In  this  fair  vale  eternal  Spring  shall  smile. 

And  Time  unenvious  crown  each  roseate  hour  i 
Eternal  joy  shall  every  care  beguile, 

Breathe  in  each  gale,  and   bloom  in  every 
flower. 

"  This  silver  stream,  that  down  its  crystal  way 

Frequent  has  led  thy  musing  steps  along. 
Shall,  still  the  same,  in  &unny  mazes  play. 

And  with  its  murmurs  melodise  thy  song. 
"  Unfading  green  shall  these  fair  groves  adorn ; 

Those  living  meads  immortal  flowers  unfold ; 
In  rosy  smiles  shall  rise  each  blushing  mom. 

And  every  evening  close  in  clouds  of  gold.  ^ 

**Thetender  Loves  that  watch  thy  slumbering  rest, 
And  round  thee  flowers  and  balmy  m3rrtle8  strew. 

Shall  charm,  thro' all  approaching  life,  thybreast^ 
With  joys  for  ever  pure,  for  ever  new. 


"  The  genial  power  that  speeds  the  golden  daVT,. 

Each  charm  of  tender  passion  shall  inspire  ; 
With  ibnd  affection  ftil  the  mutual  heart, 

And  feed  the  flame  of  ever — young  desire. 

*'  Come,  gentle  Loves  I  your  myrtle  garlanda 
bring; 

The  smiiing  bower  witii  cluster'd  roses  spread; 
Come,  gentle  ahrs  1  with  incense-dropping  wing 

The  breathing  sweets  of  yeroal  odour  shed. 

<<  Hark,  as  the  strams  of  swelling  mnac  rise. 
How  the  notes  vlbrarte  on  the  fkv*rnig  gate ! 

Auspicious  glorresbeam  along  tbe  skies. 
And   powers    ooseen    the  happy    moneaif 
hail  I 

**  Extatlc  hours!  so  every  distant  day 

Like  this  serene  on  downy  wings  shall  move ; 

Rise  crown*d  with  joys  that  triumph  o'er  decay. 
The  faithful  joys  of  Fancy  and  of  Love.'* 


ELEGY   IL 

And  were  they  vain,   those  soothing  lays  ye 
sung? 

Children  of  Fancy !  yes,  your  song  was  vain  ; 
On  each  soft  air  thougb  rapt  Attention  hnngi 

And  Silence  listened  on  Uie  sleeping  plain. 

The  strains  yet  vibrate  on  my  ravish'd  ear. 
And  still  to  smile  the  mimic  beauties  seem. 

Though  now  the  visionary  scenes  appear 
Like  the  faint  traces  of  a  vanished  dream. 

Mirror  of  life  \  the  glories  thus  depart 
Of  all  that'3^uth  and  love  and  fancy  frame. 

When  painful  Anguish  speeds  the  pieroing  dart. 
Or  Envy  blasts  the  blooming  flowers  of  fame. 

Norse  of  wild  wishes,  and  of  fond  desires. 
The  prophetess  of  Fortune,  false  and  vain. 

To  scenes  where  Peace  in  Ruin's  arms  expires 
Fallacunis  Hope  deludes  her  hapless  train. 
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Qo,  Siren,  go-^hy  charms  on  others  try; 

My  beaten  bark  at  length  has  reach'd  the  shore: 
Yet  on  the  rock  my  dropping  garments  lie^ 

And  let  me  perish  if  I  trust  thee  more. 

Com^,  gentle  Quiet !  long-neglected  maid  ! 

O  como,  aDd  lead  me. to  thy  mossy  celli 
There  unregarded  in  Jibe  peaceful  shade, 

With  calm  Repose  and  Silence  let  me  dwell. 

Come  happier  hours  of  sweet  unaoxious  reat» 

When  all  tlie  strnggUog  passions  sliall  sab- 
side; 
tl'^hen  Peace  shall  clasp  me  to  her  plumy  breast, 

And  smooth  my  silent  minutes  as  they  glide. 
But  chief,  thou  goddess  of  the  thoughtless  eye. 

Whom  never  cares  or  passions  discompose, 
O,  blest  Insensibility,  be  nigh. 

And  vith  thy  soothing  hand  my  weary  eyelids 
close. 

Then  shall  the  cares  of  love  and  glory  cease, 

And  all  the  fond  anxieties  of  feme; 
Alike  regardless  in  the  arms  of  Peace, 

If  these  extol,  or  those  debase  a  name. 
In  Lyttelton  though  all  the  Muses  praise, 

His  generous  praise  shall  then  delight  no  more. 
Nor  the  sweet  magic  of  l^is  tender  lays 

Shall  touch  the  bosom  which  it  charm'd  be- 
fore. 

isor  then,  thou^  Malice,  with  insidious  gqise 
Of  Friendship,  ope  the  unsuspecting  breast; 

Kor  then,  tho'  Envy  broach  her  blackening  lies. 
Shall  these  deprive  me  of  a  moment's  rest. 

O  state  to  he  desir'd  I  when  hostile  rage 

Prevails  in  human  more  than  savage  haunts; 

When  man  with  man  eternal  war  will  wage. 
And  never  yield  that  mercy  which  he  wants. 

When  dark  Design  invades  the  cheerful  hour , 
And  draws  the  heart  with  social  fipeedom  warm. 

Its  cares,  its  wishes,  and  its  thoughts  to  pouri 
Smiling  insidious  with  the  hopes  of  harm« 

Vain  man,  to  other's  fallings  still  severe. 

Vet  not  one  foible  in  himself  can  find  j 
Another's  faults  to  Folly's  eye  are  clear. 

But  to  her  own  e'en  Wisdom*s  self  is  blind. 
O  let  me  still,  from  these  low  follies  free. 

This  sordid  malice,  and  inglorious  strife. 
Myself  the  subject  of  my  censure  be. 

And  teach  my  heart  to  comment  on  my  life. 

With  thee,  Philosophy,  still  let  mc  dwell, 
My  tutor'd  mind  from  vulgar  meanness  save; 

Bring  Peace,  bring  Quiet  to  my  humble  cell. 
And  bid  them  lay  the  grceu  turf  on  my  grare. 


ELEGY  III. 

BsiGBT  o*er  the  green  hills  rose  the  morning  ray. 
The  wood-lark's  song  resounded  on  the  plain ; 

Fair  Natnn>  felt  the  warm  embrace  of  day,  -' 
And  smil'd  thro'  all  her  animated  leigu. 

When  yowif  Delight,  of  Hope  and  Fancy-bora, 
His  head  on  tufted  wild  thyme  balf-reclin'd, 

Caoght  the  gay  colours  of  the  orient  morn, 
And  thenoe  of  life  this  pi<;ture  vain  deaign'd. 


<*  O  bom  to  thoughts,  to  pleasures  more  sublime 
Than  beings  of  inferior  nature  prove  I 

To  triumph  in  the  golden  hours  of  time. 
And  feel  the  charms  of  fancy  and  of  love! 

**  High-fevour'd  man  i  for  him  unfolding  fair 
In  orient  light  this  native  landscape  smiles ; 

For  him  sweet  Hope  disarms  the  hand  of  Care> 
Exalts  his  pleasures,  and  his  grief  beguiles. 

"  Blows  not  a  blossom  on  the  breast  of  Spring, 
Breathes  not  a  gale  along  the  bending  mead, 

Trills  not  a  s6ngster  of  the  soaring  wing, 
But  fragrance,  health,  and  melody  succeed. 

"  O  let  me  still  with  simple  Nature  live. 
My  lowly  field-flowers  on  her  alur  lay. 

Enjoy  the  blessings  that  she  meant  to  give. 
And  calmly  waste  my  inoffensive  day  \ 

*'  No  titled  name,  no  envy.teasing  dome. 
No  glittering  wealth  my  tnfot'd  wishes  crave ; 

So  Health  and  Peace  be  near  my  humble  home, 
A  cool  stream  murmur,  and  a  green  tree  wave: 

"  9o  may  the  sweet  Euterpe  not  disdain 
At  Eve's  chaste  hour  her  silver  "iy  re  to  bring; 

The  Muse  of  pity  wake  her  soothrog  strain. 
And  tune  to  sympathy  the  trembling  string. 

"  Thus  glide  the  pensive'moments,  o'er  the  vale 
While  floating  shades  of  dusky  night  descend : 

Not  left  untold  the  lover's  tender  tale. 
Nor  unenjoyed  the  heart-enlarging  friend. 

<•  To  love  and  friendship  flow  thie  social  bowl  I 
To  attic  wit  and  elegance  of  mind ; 

To  all  the  native  beauties  of  the  soul. 

The  simple  charms  of  truth,  and  sense  refin'd. 

'*  Then  to  explore  whatever  ancient  sage 
Studious  from  Nature's  early  volume  drew. 

To  chase  sweet  Fiction  through  hec  golden  age. 
And  mark  how  fair  the  sun-flower,  Science, 
blew  I 

"  Haply  to  catch  some  spark  of  eastern  fire, 

Hesperian  fancy,  or  Aonian  ease ; 
Some  melting  note  from  Sappho's  tender  lyre. 

Some  strain  that  Love  and  Phoebus  taught  to 
please. 

<'  When  waves  the  grey  light  o'er  the  mountain's 
head,  [ray ; 

Then  let  me  meet  the  mom*8  first  beauteous 
Carelessly  wander  from  my  sylvan  shed. 

And  catch  the  sweet  breath  of  the  rising  day. 

*'  Nor  seldom,  loitering  as  I  muse  aldng,   [bore ; 

Mark  from  what  flower  the  breeze  its  sweetness 
Or  listen  to  the  labour-soothing  song 

Of  bees  that  range  the  thy  my  uplands  o'er. 

*'  Slow  let  me  climb  the  mountain's  airy  brow. 
The  green  height  gain'd,  in  museful  rapture 

Sleep  to  the  murmur  of  the  woods  below,     [lie. 
Or  look  on  Nature  with  a  lover's  eye. 

*(  Delightful  hours !  O,  thus  for  ever  flow  i 
Led  by  fair  Fancy  round  the  varied  year : 

So  shall  my  breast  with  native  raptures  glow. 
Nor  feel  one  pang  from  folly,  pride,  or  fear. 

"  Firm  be  my  heart  to.  Nature  and  to  Truth, 
Nor  vainly  wanderlfrom  their  dictates  sage : 

So  Joy  shall  triumph  on  the  brows  of  youth. 
So  Hope  shall  smooth  the  dreary  paths  of  age." 
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ELEOY  IV. 


Oh  1  yet,  ye  dear,  delnding  Tisions  stay ! 

Food  hopes^  of  Innocence  and  Fancy  born ! 
For  you  Til  cast  these  waking  thoughts  away. 

For  one  wild  dream  of  life's  romantic  morn. 
Ah  !  no :  the  sunshine  o'er  each  object  spread 

By  flattering  Hope,  the  flowers  that  blew  so 
Like  the  gay  gardens  of  Armjda,  fled,  [iair. 

And  yani»h'd  from  the  powerful  rod  of  Care. 

So  the  poor  pilgrim,  who  in  raptnrons  thought 

Plans  his  dear  journey  to  Luretto^s  shrine. 
Seems  on  his  way  by  guardian  seraphs  brought. 

Sees  aiding  angels  &your  his  design. 
Ambrosial  blossoms,  such  of  old  as  blew 

By  those  fresh  founts  on  Eden's  happy  plain. 
And  Sharon's  roses  all  his  passage  strew : 

So  Fancy  dreams ;  but  Fancy's  dreams  are 
%'aln. 
\ 
Wasted  and  weary  on  the  mountain's  side,. 

His  way  unknown,  the  hapless  pilgrim  lies. 
Or  takes  some  ruthless  rpbber  for  his  guide, 

And  prone  beneath  his  cruel  sabre  dies. 
Life\«s  morning-landscape  gilt  wiih  orient  light. 

Where  Hope  and  Joy  and  Fancy  hold  their 

ir*'.?n,  [bright, 

Tim  grove'sgreen  wave,  the  blue  stream  sparkling 

'ITie  biythe  Hours  dancing  round  Hyperion's 
wain. 

In  radiant  colours  3routh's  free  hand  poortrays^ 
Then  holds  the  flattering  tablet  to  his  eye  ^ 

Kor  thinks  how  soon  the  vernal  grove  decays. 
Nor  sees  the  dark  cloud  gathering  o'er  the  sky. 

Hence  Fancy  conquered  by  the  dart  of  Pain, 
And  wandering  for  from  her  Platonic  shade, 

Mourns  o'er  the  ruins  of  her  transient  reign. 
Nor  unrepining  sees  her  visions  fsde. 

Their  parent  baoish'd,  hence  her  children  fly, 
The  fairy  race  that  flird  her  festive  train ; 

Joy  tears  his  wreath,  and  Hope  inverts  her  eye, 
And  Folly  wonders  that  her  dream  was  vain. 


^  POEM  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 
MR.  HANDEL. 

WRITrEM    IN  1760. 

SpiRrrs  of  music,  and  ye  powers  of  song. 

That  wak'd  to  painful  melody  the  lyre 

Of  young  Jessides,  when,  in  Sion's  vale 

He   wept   o'er   bleeding   friendship;    ye   that 

moum'd. 
While  Freedom,diooping  o»er  Euphrates'  stream, 
Her  pensive  harp  on  the  pale  osier  bung. 
Begin  once  more  the  sorrow  soothing-lay. 
Ah !  where  shall  now  the  Muse  fit  numbere 

find? 
What  accents  pure  to  greet  thy  tuneful  shade. 
Sweet  harmonist  ?  'twas  thine,  the  tender  fall 
t>f  pity's  plaintive  lay;  for  thee  the  stream 
Of  silver-winding  music  sweeter  play'd. 
And  purer  flowed  for  thee— all  silent  now 


Those  airs  *  that,  breathing  Ver  tha  breast  O 

Thames, 
Led  amorous  Echo  down  the  long,  long  Yale, 
Delighted ;  studious  from  thy  sweeter  strain 
To  melodise  her  own  ;  when  fiincy-lom, 
She  naourns  in  anguish  o'er  the  drooping  breast 
Of  3roung  NarcissOs.     From  their  amber  umsy 
Parting  their  green  locks  streaming  in  the  son*. 
The  Naiads  rose  and  smil'd :  nor  since  the  day. 
When  first  by  music,  and  by  fireedom  led 
From  Grecian  Acidale ;  nor  since  the  day. 
When  last  from  Amo's  weeping  fount  they  came. 
To  snKwth  the  ringlets  of  Sabrina's  hair. 
Heard  they  like  minstrelsy — fountains  and  shades 
Of  Twit'nam,  and  of  Windsor  fam'd  in  song ! 
Ye  heights  of  Clermont,  and  ye  bowers  of  Ham  ! 
That  heard  the  fine  strain  vibrate  through  your 

groves. 
Ah  \  where  were  then  your  long-lov'd  Muses  fled 
When  Handel  breath'd  no  more  ? — and  thou. 

sweet  queen. 
That  nightly  wrapt  thy  Milton's  ballow'd  ear 
In  the  soft  ecstacies  of  L3rdian  airs ; 
That  since  attnn'd  to  Handel's  high -wound  lyre' 
The  lay  by  thee  suggested ;  could'st  not  thoa 
Soothe  with   thy  sweet  song   the  grim  fury's 
breast4? 
Cold-hearted  Death !  bis  wanly-glaring  eye 
Kor  Virtue's  smile  attracts,  nor  Fame's  loud 

tnimp 
Can  pierce  bis  iron  ear,  for  ever  barr'd 
To  gentle  sounds  :  the  golden  voice  of  song. 
That  charms  the  gloomy  partner  of  his  birth, 
That  soothes  despair  audpain,  he  hears  no  more. 
Than  rude  winds,  blust'ring  from  the  Cambrian 

cliffs. 
The  traveller's  feeble  lay.    To  court  fair  Fame, 
To  toil  with  slow  steps  up  the  star-crown'd  hill. 
Where  Science,  leaning  on  her  $culptur'd  urn. 
Looks  conscious  on  the  secret-working  hand 
Of  Nature;  on  the  wings  of  Genius  borne. 
To  soar  above  the  beaten  walks  of  life,  • 
Is,  like  the  paintings  of  an  evening  cloud, 
Th'  amusement  of  an  hour.  Night,  gloomy  Night, 
Spreads  her  black  wings,  and  all  the  vision  dies. 
Ere  long,  the  heart,  that  heaves  this  sigh  to 
thee, 
Shall  beat  no  more !    ere  long,  on  this  fond  lay 
Which  mourns  at  Handel's  tomb,  insulting  Time 
Shall  strew  his  cankering  mst.    Thy  strain  per- 
chance, 
Thy  sacred  strain,  shall  the  hoar  warrior  spare  j 
For  sounds  like  thine,  at  Nature's  early  birth, 
Arous'd  him  slumbering  on  the  dead- profound 
Of  dusky  chaos ;  by  the  golden  harps 
Of  choral  angels  snmmon'd  to  his  race  : 
And  sounds  like  thine,  when  Nature  Is  no  more. 
Shall  call  him  weary  from  the  lengthen'd  toils 
Of  twice  ten  thousand  years.  O  would  his  hand 
Yet  spare  some  portion  of  this  vital  flame. 
The  trembling  Muse  that  now  faint  efibrt  mak<^ 
On  young  and  artless  wing,  should  bear  thy 
>;      praise 

■  Tlic  water-music. 
*  Rorantesquc  comas   a  fronte  gremovit  ad 

acres.         Ovid.  MeL 
<  L*  Allegro  and  II  Penseroso,  set  to  music  by 
Mr.  Handel. 
4  See  Milton's  Lycid^. 
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SnhHire,  abote  the  mortal  bounds  of  Earth, 
With  heavenly  fire  relume  her  feeble  ray. 
And,  taught  by  seraphs,  frame  her  son^  for  thee. 

I  feel,  I  feel  the  sacred  impulse— hark  ! 
Wfck'd  from  according  lyres  the  swe^jt  strains  Bow 
In  symphony  divine :  from  air  to  air 
The  trembling  numbers  fly :  swift  bursts  away 
The  flow  of  joy — now  swells  the  flight  of  praise 
Springs  the  shrill  trump  aloft ;  the  toiling  chords 
Melodious  labour  through  the  flying  maze ; 
And  the  deep  base  his  strong  sound  rolls  away, 
Majestically  sweets-Yet,  Handel,  raisb, 
Yet  wake  to  higher  strains  thy  sacred  lyre : 
TTie  Name  of  ages,  the  Supreme  of  things, 
7*h»  great  Messiah  asks  it:  He  whose  hand 
lied  into  form  yon  everlasting  orbs, 
The  harmony  of  Nature — He  whose  hand 
Stretch 'd  o'er  the  wilds  of  space  this  beauteous 

ball, 
AVhoae  spirit  breathes  through  all  his  smiling 

works 
Music  and  love — ^yet,  Handel,  raise  the  strain. 

Hark !  what  angelic  sounds,  what  voice  divine 
Breathes  through  the  ravisht  air  1    my  rapt  car 

feels 
The  harmony  of  Heaven.     Hail  sacred  choir ! 
Immortal  spirits,  hail  I   If  hapiy  those 
That  erst  in  favoured  Palestine  proclaim'd 
Glory  and  peace :  her  angel-haunted  groves, 
Her  piny  mountains,  and  her  golden  vaJes 
Re-ecboM  peace — But,  Oh,  suspend  the  strain — 
The  swelling  joy's  too  much  for  mortal  bounds  ! 
*TSs  transport  even  to  pain.     ^ 

Yet,  hark  I  what  pleasing  sounds  invite  mine 
So  venerably  sweet  ?     Tis  Sion^s  lute.         [ear 
Behold  her  hero  »!  from  his  valiant  brow 
looks  Judah's  lion,  on  his  thigh  the  sword 
Of  vanquished  Apolloniua— The  shrill  trump 

*  Judas  MaccaSeus, 


Through  Betlioron  proclaims  the  approaching 

fight, 
r  seethe  brave  youth  lead  his  little  band. 
With  toil  and  hunger  faint ;    yet  from  his  arm 
The  rapid  Syrian  flies.     Thus  Henry  once. 
The  Bptish  Henry,  with  his  way-«wom  troop. 
Subdued  the  pride  of  France — Now  loudffr  blows 
The  martial  clangor :  lo  Nicanor's  host ! 
With  threatening  tur.rets  crown'd,  slowly  advance 

The  ponderous  elephants 

The  blazing  Sun,  fix)m  many  a  golden  shield 
Reflected  gleams  afar.    Judeanchief! 
How  shall  thy  force,  thy  little  force,  sustain 
The  dreadful  shock  1 

The  hero  comes' — 'Tis  boundless  mirth  and  soug. 
And  dance  and  trjumph  ;  every  labouring  string. 
And  voice,  and  breathing  shell  in  concert  strain 
To  swell  the  raptures  of  tumultuous  joy. 

O  master  of  the  passions  and  the  soul, 
Seraphic  Handel !   how  shall  words  describe 
Thy  music's  countless  graced,  nameless  powers ! 

When  he  of  6aza7>  blind  and  sunk  in  chains. 
On  female  treachery  looks  greatly  down, 
How  the  breast  bums  indignant !  in  thy  strain. 
When  sweet-voic'd  piety  resigns  to  Heaven, 
Glows  not  each  bosom  with  the  fliaroe  of  virtue  \ 

O'er  Jeptha's  votive  maid  when  the  soft  lute 
Sounds  the  slow  symphony  of  funeral  grief. 
What  youthful  breast  but  melts  with  tender  pity^ 
What  parent  bleeds  not  with  a  parent's  woe  ? 

O^  longer  than  this  worthless  ky  can  live! , 
While  fame  and  music  soothe  the  human  ear; 
Be  this  thy  praise :  to  lead  the  polish'd  mind 
To  virtue's  noblest  heights ;  to  light  the  flame 
Of  British  freedom,  rouse  the  generous  thought, 
Reflnethe  passions,  and  exalt  the  soul 
To  love,  to  Heaven,  to  harmony  and  thee. 

^  Chorus  of  3routh8,  in  Judas  Maccabaus. 
1  See  the  Oratorio  of  Samson. 
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WaciiB  is  the  roan,  who,  prodigal  of  mind. 
In  one  wide  wish  embraces  human  kind  ? 
All  pride  of  sects,  all  party  zeal  above. 
Whose  priest  is  Reason,  and  whose  god.  is  Love ; 
Pair  Nature's  friend,  a  foe  to  fraud  and  artr— 
Where  is  the  man  so  welcome  to  my  heart } 

The  sightless  herd  sequackias,  who  pursue 
Pull  folly's  path,  and  do  as  others  do, 
Who  look  with  purblind  prejudice  and  soom, 
On  different  sects,  in  different  nations  born, 
I^t  us,  my  Cranfuni,  with  compassion  view. 
Pity  their  pride,  but  shun  their  errour  too. 


From  Belvidere's  fair  groves,  and  mountains 
Which  Nature  rais'd,  rejoicing  to  be  seen,[greeii^ 
Let  us,  while  raptuHd  on  her  works  we  gaze. 
And  the  heart  riots  on  luxurious  praise, 
Th*  expanded  thought,  the  boundless  wish  retain. 
And  let  not  Nature  moralize  in  vain. 

O  sacred  guide  I  preceptress  more  sublime 
Than  sages  boasting  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ! 
See  on  each  page  her  beauteous  volume  bear 
The  gulden  characters  of  good  and  fair. 
All  human  knowledge  (blush  collegiate  pride !) 
Flows  from  her  works,  to  none  that  reads  denied. 

Shall  the  dull  inmate  of  pedantic  walls, 
On  whose  old  walk  the  sun-beam  seldom  falls 
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Who  knows  of  Nature,  siicl  of  man  no  more 
Than  fills  some  page  of  antiquated  lora — 
Shall  be,  in  words  aodtarms  |irofoundly  wise. 
The  better  knowledge  of  the  world  despise. 
Think  wisdom  center'd  in  a  false  degree. 
And  soom  the  scholar  of  humanity  ? 
Sdmetbing  of  men  these  sapient  drones  nay 
know. 
Of  men  that  liv*d  two  thousand  years  ago. 
Such  human  monster?  if  the  world  e'er  knew, 
Ab  ancient  verse,  and  ancient  story  drew ! 
If  to  one  object,  system,  seene  con&nM, 
The  sure  eiCect  is  narrowness  of  mind. 

TwasthusSt.  Robert,  in  his  lonely  wood, 
Fors^k  each  social  dnty — ^to  be  good. 
Thus  Hobbes  on  one  dear  system  fiz'd  his  eyea. 
And  proved  his  nature  wretched— to  be  wise. 
Each  zealot  thus,  elate  with  ghostly  pride,    . 
Adores  his  God,  and  hates  the  world  beside. 
Though  ibrm'd  with  powers  to  grasp  this  va- 
rious ball, 
Gods!  to  what  meanness  may  the  spirit  fidi ! 
Powers  that  should  spread  in  reason's  orient  ray. 
How  are  they  darken'd,  and  dsbared  the  day ! 

When  late,  where  Tajo  rolls  his  ancient  tide. 
Reflecting  dear  the  mountain's  purple  side. 
Thy  geniu8,Craufurd,  Britain's  legioos  led, 
And  fear's  chill  cloud  liiyvook  each  brightning 

head, 
By  nature  brave,  and  generous  as  thou  art,  - 
Say  did  not  human  follies  vex  thy  heart  ? 
Gloiy  d  not  thy  breast  indignant,  when  you  saw 
The  dome  of  murder  consecrate  by  law  ? 
Where  fiends,  commission'd  with  the  legal  cod. 
In  pure  devotion,  bum  the  works  of  God. 

O  change  me,  powers  of  Nature,  if  ye  can. 
Transform  me,  make  me  any  thing  but  man. 
Yet  why  ?  This  heart  all  human  kind  forgives, 
WhUe  GiUnaa  loves  me,  and  while  Craufurd 

lives. 
Is  Nature,  all  benevolent,  to  blame 
That  half  her  offspring  are  their  mother's  shame? 
Oid  she  ordain  o'er  this  fe.ir  scene  of  things 
The  cruelty  of  priests,  or  pride  of  kings  ? 
Tho'  worlds  lie  murder'd  for  their  wealth  oi  tame. 
Is  Nature  all  benevolent  to  blame? 

O  that  the  world  were  emptied  of  its  slaves ! 
That  all  the  fxils  were  gone,  and  all  the  knaves ! 
Then  might  we,  Craufurd,  with  delight  embract;. 
In  boundless  love,  the  rest  of  human  race. 
But  let  not  knaves  misanthropy  create. 
Nor  feed  the  gall  of  universal  hate. 
Wherever  Genius,  Truth,  and  Virtue  dwell, 
Folish'd  in  courts,  or  simple  in  a  cell. 
All  views  of  country,  sects,  and  creeds  apart, 
These,  these  I  love,  and  hold  them  to  my  heart. 
'    Vain  of  our  beauteous  isle,  and  justly  vain, 
For  Freedom  here,  and  Health,  and  Plenty  reign. 
We  different  lots  contemptuously  compare. 
And  boast,  like  children,  of  a  fav' rite's  share. 

Yet  though  each  vale  a  deeper  verdure  yields 
Than  Amo's  banks,  or  Andalusia's  fields, 
Though  many  a  tree-crown'd  mountain  teems 

with  ore. 
Though  flocks  innomerons  whiten  every  shore. 
Why  should  we,  thus  with  Nature's  wealth  elate. 
Behold  her  different  families  with  hate  ? 
Look  on  her  works — on  every  page  you  Ml  find 
Inscribed  the  doctrine  of  the  social  nund. 


See  oonntlass  worlds  of  insect  beings  share 
Th'  nnenvied  regions  of  the  liberal  air ! 
In  the  same  grove  what  music  void  of  strife  I 
Heirs  of  one  stream  what  tribes  of  scaly  life ! 
See  earth,  apd  air,  and  fire,  and  ilood  combine 
Of  general  good  to  aid  the  great  design  I 

Where  Ancon  drags  o'er  Lincoln's  lurid  plain. 
Like  a  slow  snake,  his  dirty-windmg  train. 
Where  fogsetemal  blot  the  face  of  day. 
And  the  lost  bittern  moans  his  gkxmiy  way  ; 
As  well  we  might,  for  improfutious  skies^ 
The  blameless  native  with  his  clime  despite. 
As  him  who  still  the  poorer  lot  partakes 
Of  Biscay's  moantains,  or  Batavia's  lakes. 

Yet  look  once  more  on  Nature*s  various  plan  ! 
Behold,  and  k>ve  her  noblest  creature  man  1 
She,  never  partial,  on  each  various  zone, 
Bcstow'd  some  portion  to  the  rest  unknown. 
By  mutual  interest  meaning  thence  to  bind 
In  one  vast  ehain  the  commerce  of  mankind. 

Behold,  ye  vain  disturbers  of  an  hour ! 
Ye  dupes  of  fectiou !  and  ye  tools  of  power  t 
Poor  rioteis  on  life's  contracted  stage  ! 
Behold,  and  lose  your  littleness  of  rage  ! 
Throw  envy,  folly,  prejudice  behind  I 
And  yield  to  Truth  the  empire  of  the  mind. 

Immortal  Truth !  O  from  thy  radiant  shnne 
Where  light  created  first  essay'd  to  abioe ; 
Where  clustering  stars  etenud  beams  display. 
And  gems  ethereal  drink  the  golden  day  $ 
To  chase  this  moral,  clear  this  sensual  ni^t, 

0  shed  one  ray  of  thy  celestial  light  \ 

Teach  us,  while  wandering  thro*  this  vale  bel6m 
We  know  but  little,  that  we  little  know. 
One  beam  to  mole-ey'd  Prejudioe  convey. 
Let  Pride  perceive  one  mortifj^ngray. 
Thy  glass  to  fools,  to  infidels  appfy. 
And  all  the  dimness  of  the  mental  eye. 

Plae'd  on  this  shore  of  Time's  far-stretehin^ 
boom. 
With  leave  to  look  at  Nature  and  return; 
While  wave  on  wave  impels  the  human  tide. 
And  ages  siok,  forgotten  as  they  glide  ; 
Can  life's  short  duties  better  be  discharged. 
Than  when  we  leave  it  with  a  mind  enlarg'd  ? 

Judg'd  not  the  ok)  philosopher  aright. 
When  thus  he  preach'd,  his  pupils  in  his  sight  ? 
"  It  matters  not,  my  friends,  how  low  or  high 
Your  little  walk  of  transient  life  may  lie. 
Soon  will  the  reign  of  hope  and  fear  be  o^er, ' 
And  warring  passions  militate  no  more. 
And  trust  me,  he  who,  having  once  survey'd 
The  good  and  fair  which  Nature's  wisdom  m^dt^ 
The  soonest  to  his  former  state  retires. 
And  feels  the  peace  of  satisfied  desires, 
(Let  others  deem  more  wisely  if  they  can), 

1  look  on  him  to  be  the  happiest  man." 

So  thought  the  sacred  sage,  in  whom  I  trost. 
Because  I  feel  his  sentiments  are  just. 
IVas  not  in  lustrums  oflong  counted  years 
That  swell'd  th' alternate  reign  of  hopes  andfeanp 
Not  in  the  splendid  scenes  of  pain  and  strife. 
That  Wisdom  plae'd  the  dignity  of  life : 
To  study  Nature  was  the  task  design'd. 
And  learn  from  berth'  enlargement  of  the  mind. 
Learn  from  her  works  whatever  Truth  admires. 
And  sleep  in  death  with  satisfied  desires. 
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Light  heard  his  voice,  and,  eaj^er  to  obey, 
FVom  all  her  orient  fountains  buret  away. 

At  Nature's  birth,  O !  had  the  power  divine 
Commanded  thus  the  moral  sun  to  shine, 
Beam'd  on  the  mind  all  reason's  influence  bright. 
And  the  full  day  of  intellectual  light, 
Then  the  free  soul,  on  truth's  strong  pinion  bom, 
Had  never  languished  in  this  shade  forlorn. 

Yet  thus  imperfect  form'd,  thus  blind  and 
vain, 
Doom'd  by  loMg  toil  a  ^impse  of  truth  to  gain; 
Beyond  its  sphere  shall  human  wisdom  go. 
And  boldly  censure  what  it  cannot  know  ? 
For  what -Heaven  gave  let  us  the  donor  bless, 
Nor  than  their  merits  rank  our  mercies  less. 
'Tis  ours  to  cherish  what  Heav'n  deign'd  to  give, 
And  thankful  for  the  gift  of  being  to  live. 

Progressive  powers,  and  foculties  that  rise, 
From  Earth's  low  vale,  to  grasp  the  golden  skies. 
Though  dbtant  fiur  from  porfect,  good,  or  fair. 
Claim  the  due  thought,  and  ask  tlie  grateful  care. 

Come  then,  thou  partner  of  ray  life  and  name, 
From  one  dear  source,  Whom  Nature  form'd  the 

same, 
Ally'd  more  nearly  in  each  nobler  part. 
And  more  the  fnend,  than  brother,  of  my  beart ! 
Let  us,  unlike  the  lucid  twins  that  rise 
At  different  times,  and  shine  in  distant  skies. 
With  mutual  eye  this  mental  world  survey, 
Mark  the  slow  rise  of  intellectiial  day, 
View  reason's  souTce,if  man  the  source  may  find. 
And  trace  each  science  that  exalts  the  mind« 

'*  Thoo  self-^ppointed  lord  of  all  bebwl 
Ambitious  man,  how  little  dost  thou  know  ? 
For  once  let  Fancy's  towering  thoughts  subside ; 
Look  on  thy  birth,  and  mortify  thy  pride ! 
A  plaintive  wretch,  so  blind,  so  helpless  bom. 
The  brute  sagacious  might  behold  with  scorn. 
How  soon,  when  Nature  gives  him  to  the  day. 
In  strength  exulting,  does  he  bound  away  ! 
By  instinct  led,  the  fostering  tent  he  finds, 
Sports  in  the  ray,  and  shuns  the  searching  winds: 
No  grief  he  knows,  he  feels  no  groundless  fear, 
Fee&  without  cries,  and  sleeps  without  a  tean 
Did  he  but  know  to  reason  and  compare. 
See  here  the  vassal,  and  the  master  there  : 
What  strai^e  reflections  must  the  scene  afford, 
That  sliow*d  the  weakness  of  his  puling  lord !" 

Thus  Sophistry  unfolds  her  specious  plan, 
Form'd  not  to  humble,  but  depreciate  man. 
ITnjust  the  censum,  if  ni\just  to  rate 
His  poWrt  and  merits  from  his  infant-state. 
For,  grant  the  ohildrenof  the  flow'ry  vale 
By  instinct  wiser,  and  of  limbs  more  hale. 
With  equal  eye  their  perfect  state  explore, 
And  all  the  vain  oomptritMi's  no  more. 
**  But  why  should  lifie,  ao  short  by  Heav'n  or- 

dainM, 
Be  long  to  thoiigbtlen  infancy  restrain'd — 
To  thoaghtlets  infuiey,  or  vainly  sage, 
Ifoara  throagh  the  languors  of  declining  age  ?" 

O  Mind  to  truth  I   to  Nature's  wisdom  blind  t 
And  all  that  she  directs,  or  Heav'n  dosign'd ! 
Behold  her  worics  in  cities,  plains,  and  groves, 
All  life  that  vegetata^  and  life  that  moves ! 


;  In  due  proportion,  as  each  being  gtayv 
In  perfect  life,  it  rises  and  decajni. 

Is  man  long  helpless?  Through  each  tender 
hour. 
See  love  parental  watch  the  blooming  flower ! 
By  op'ning  charms,  by  beauties  fiesh  displayed. 
And  sweets  unfolding,  see  that  love  repaid  1 

Has  age  its  pains  ?   For  luxury  it  may— < 
The  temp'rate  wear  insensibly  away. 
While  sage  experience,  and  reflecti*m  clear 
Beam  a  gay  sunshine  on  life's  fadmg  year. 

But  see  from  age,  ftt>m  iafent  weakness  see, 
Tliat  man  was  desiin'd  for  society ; 
There  feom  thoee  ills  a  safe  retreat  behold. 
Which  young  might  vanquish,  or  afflict  him  old. 

*'  That,  in  proportion  as  each  being  stays 
In  perfect  life,  it  rises  and  decays— 
Is  Nature's  law-*to  forms  alone  confin'd. 
The  laws  of  matter  act  not  en  the  mind. 
Too  feebly,  sure,  its  fhculties  must  grow. 
And  Reason l>riDg8  her  borrow *d  light  too  slow." 

O I   still  censorious  ?  Ai*t*thuu  then  posoeas'd 
Of  Reason's  power,  and  does  she  rule  thy  bcea«t  f 
Say  what  the  use  had  Providenoe  assigned 
To  infent  years  maturity  of  mind  ? 
That  thy  pert  ofispring,  as  their  father  wise. 
Might  soom  thy  precepts,  and  thy  pow'r  das* 

pise  ? 
Or  mourn,  with  ill-match'd  faculties  at  strife. 
O'er  limbs  unequal  to  the  task  of  life  ? 
To  feel  more  sensibly  the  woes  that  wait 
On  every  period,  as  on\Bvery  state ; 
And  slight,  sad  convietsof  each  painful  truth. 
The  happier  trifles  of  nnthinking  jrooth  ? 

Conclude  we  then  the  progress  of  the  mind 
Ordain'd  by  wisdom  infinitely  kind : 
No  innate  knowledge  on  the  soul  imprest. 
No  birth-right  instinct  acting  in  the  breast. 
No  natal  Kgbt,  no  beams  from  Heav'n  display*^* 
Dart  through  the  darkness  of  the  mental  shade. 
Perceptive  powers  we  holdfeom  Heaven's  de- 
Alike  to  knowledge  as  to  virtue  free  >  [cree« 

In  both  a  libh^l  agency  we  bear. 
The  moral  here,  the  intellectul  there ; 
And  hence  in  both  an  equal  joy  is  known. 
The  conscious  pleasure  of  an  act  our  own. 

When  first  the  trembling  eye  receives  the  d9y, 
External  forms  on  young  perception  play  i 
External  forms  affect  the  mind  alone. 
Their  different  pow'rs  and  properties  unknown. 
See  the  pleas'd  infant  couit  the  flaming  brand. 
Eager  to  grasp  the  glory  in  its  hand  I 
The  crystal  wave  as  eager  to  pervade. 
Stretch  its  fond  arms  to  meet  the  smiling  shade  J 
Wh^n  Memory's  call  the  mimic  words  obey. 
And  wing  the  thought  that  faulters  on  its  way; 
When  wise  Experience  her  slow  verdict  drawSy 
The  sure  effect  exploring  in  the  cause. 
In  Nature's  rude,  but  not  unfruitful  wild. 
Reflection  springs,  and  Reason  is  her  child : 
On  her  fair  stock  the  blooming  scyon  grows. 
And  brighter  through  revolving  seasons  blows. 
All   beauteous  flow'r!  immortal   shalt  thou 
shine, 
When -dim  with  age  yon  golden  orbs  decline  j 
Thy  orient  bloom,  unconscious  of  decay, 
Shall  spread  and  flourish  in  eternal  day. 

O  !  with  what  art,  my  friend^  what  early  care, 
Should  W^isdom  cultivate  a  plant  so  fair  V 
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How  stionld  her  eye  the  rip'niDg  mind  revise. 
And  blast  the  buds  of  folly  as  they  rise ! 
fiow  should  her  hand  with  industry  restrain. 
The  thriving  growth  of  passion's  fhiitful  train. 
Aspiring  weeds,  whose  lofty  arms  would  tower 
With  fatal  shade  o'er  Reason's  tender  flow'r. 
From  low  pursuits  the  doctile  mind  to  save, 
Creeds  that  contract,  and  vices  that  enslave  i 
CKer  life's  rough  seas  its  doubtful  course  to  steer, 
Tlnbroke  by  av'rice,  bigotry,  or  fear  I 
For  this  fair  Science  spreads  her  light  afar. 
And  fills  the  bright  urn  of  her  eastern  star. 
71ie  liberal  power  in  no  seqaester'd  cells, 
Ko  moonshirre  courts  of  dreaming    schoolmen 

dwells. 
Distinguish 'd  far  her  lofly  temple  stands. 
Where  the  tall  mountain  looks  o'er  distant  lands ; 
All  round  her  throne  the  graceful  Arts  appear. 
That  boast  the  empire  of  the  eye  or  ear. 

SeefevourM  first  and  nearest  to  the  throne. 
By  the  rapt  mien  of  musing  Silence  known. 
Fled  finom  herself,  the  Pow'r  of  Numbers  plac'd 
Herwild  thoughts  watch'd  by  Harmony  and  Taste. 
,    There  ( but  at  distance  never  meant  to  vie ) 
The  full-lbrm'd  image  glancing  on  her  eye. 
See  lively  Pahiting  !  On  her  various  face 
Qnick-gliding  forms  a  moment  find  a  place ; 
She  looks,  she  acts  the  characters  she  gives. 
And  a  new  feature  in  each  feature  lives.  ' 

See  attic  ease  in  Sculpture's  graceful  air, 
Half  loose  her  robe,  and  half  unbound  her  hair; 
To  life,  to  life,  she  smiling  seems  to  call, 
ind  down  her  fair  hands  negligently  iall. 

Last,  but  not  meanest,  of  the  glorious  choir. 
See  Music,  list'ning  to  an  angel's  lyre. 

Simplicity,  their  beauteous  handmaid,  drest 
By  Nature,  bears  a  field-flower  on  her  breast. 

O  arts  divine !  O  magic  powers  that  move 

The    springs   of   truth,    enlarging  truth    and 

love  I  [ends, 

Lost  in  their  charms  each    mean  attachment 

And  taste  and  knowledge  thus  are  virtue's  friends. 

Thus  Nature  deigns  to  sympathize  with  art, 
And  lea<^s  the  moral  beauty  to  the  heart ; 
There,  only  there,  that  strong  attraction  lies, 
"Which  wakes  the  soul,  and  bids  her  graces  rise ; 
Lives  in  those  poweft  of  harmony  that  bind 
Congenial  hearts,  and  stretch  from  mind  to  mind : 
Olow'd  in  that  warmth,  that  social  kindness  gave. 
Which  once — the  rest  is  silence  and  the  grave. 
O  tears,  that  warm  from  wounded  friendship 
flow! 
O  thoughts  that  wake  to  monuments  of  woe  ! 
Reflection  keen,  that  points  the  painful  dart ; 
Mem'ry,  that  speeds  its  passage  to  the  heart; 
Sad  monitors,  your  cruel  power  suspend. 
And  hide,  for  ever  hide,  the  buried  friend : 
— In  vain — confest  1  see  my  Craufurd  stand, 
And  the  pen  fiitlls^-falls  from  my  trembling  hand. 
E'en  Death's   dim    shadow  seeks  to  hide,   in 

vain, 
That  lib'ral  aspect,  and  that  smile  humane ; 
E'en  Death's  dim  shadow  wears  a  languid  light, 
And  liis  eye  beams  through  everlasting  night. 

'Till  the  last  sigh  of  genius  shall  expire. 
His  keen  eye  faded,  and  extinct  his  fire, 
'Till  Time,  in  league  with  Envy  and  with  Death, 
Blast  the  skill'd  band,  and  stop  the  tuneful  breath, 
My  Craufurd  still  shall  claim  the  mournful  »>ng, 
So  long  remembered  and  bewail 'd  so  long. 


JN  ODE  TO  THE  RIPPER  EDEIf. 

wnrrrEH  in  1759. 

Delightful  Eden  !  parent  stream. 

Yet  shall  the  maids  of  Memory  say, 
(When  led  by  Fancy's  fairy  dream. 

My  young  steps  trac'd  thy  winding  way> 
How  oft  along  thy  mazy  shore. 
That  many  a  gloomy  alder  bore. 

In  pensi^  thought  their  poet  strayed  ; 
Or,  careless  thrown  thy  bank  beside^ 
Beheld  thy  dimply  waters  glide. 

Bright  thro'  the  trembling  shade. 

Yet  shall  they  paint  those  scenes  again. 

Where  once  with  infant-joy  he  play'd. 
And  bending  o'er  thy  liquid  plain. 

The  azure  Worlds  below  survey'd  : 
Led  by  the  rosy-handed  Hours, 
When  Time  trip'd  o'er  that  bank  of  flovere. 

Which  in  thy  crystal  bosom  smil'd  : 
Tho*  old  the  god,  yet  light  and  gay. 
He  flung  his  glass,  his  scythe  away. 

And  seem'd  himself  a  child. 

The  poplar  tall,  that  waving  near 

Would  whisper  to  thy  murmurs  firec  ; 
Yet  rustling  seems  to  soothe  mine  ear. 

And  trembles  when  I  sigh  for  thee. 
Yet  seated  on  thy  shelving  brim. 
Can  Fancy  see  the  Naiads  trim 

Burnish  their  green  locks  in  the  Son  ; 
Or  at  the  last  lone  hour  of  day. 
To  chase  the  lightly  glancmg  fey. 

In  airy  circles  run. 

But,  Fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power 

Again  those  happy  moments  bring  ? 
Can'st  tliou  restore  that  golden  hour. 

When  young  Joy  wav'd  his  laughing  wing  ? 
When  first  in  Eden's  rosy  vale, 
My  full  heart  pour'd  the  lover's  tale. 

The  vow  sincere,  devoid  of  guile  1 
While  Delia  in  her  panting  breast. 
With  sighs,  the  tender  thought  sopprest. 

And  look'd  as  angels  smile. 

O  goddess  of  the  crystal  bow, 

That  dwell'st  the  golden  meads  among  ; 
Whose  streams  still  fair  in  memory  flow. 

Whose  murmurs  melodise  my  song ! 
Oh  !  yet  those  gleams  of  joy  display, 
Which  bright'ning  glow'd  in  fancy's  ray. 

When,  near  thy  lucid  urn  reclin'd. 
The  dryad.  Nature,  bar'd  her  breast^ 
And  left,  in  naked  charms  imprest. 

Her  image  on  my  mind« 

In  vain^the  maids  of  Memory  fair 

No  more  in  golden  visions  play ; 
No  friendbhip  smoothes  the  brow  of  Otre^ 

No  Delia's  smile  approves  my  lay. 
Yet,  love  and  friendship  lost  to  me,    . 
*Tis  yet  some  joy  to  think  of  thee. 

And  in  thy  breast  this  moral  find ; 
That  life,  though  stain'd  with  sorrow's  sboweia^ 
Shnll  flow  serene,  while  Virtue  pours 

Her  sunshine  on  the  mind. 
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AUTUMJ^AL  ELECT. 

TO    MISS  CRACROFT.    l763. 

AVinLc  yet  my  poplar  yields  a  doubtful  shade. 
Its  last  leaves  trembling  to  the  Zephyr'a  sigh ; 
On  this  fair  plain  ere  every  verdure  fade, 
-  Or  the  last  smiles  of  golden  Autumn  die ; 

Wilt  thou,  my  Nancy,  at  this  pensive  hour, 
0*er  Nature's  ruin  bear  thy  friend  complain : 

Wliilc  his  heart  labours  with  th'  inspiring  power. 
And  from  his  pen  spontaneous  flows  the  strain  ? 

Thy  gentle  breast  shall  melt  with  kindred  sighs. 
Yet  haply  grieving  o'er  a  parent's  bier  ; 

Poets  are  Nature's  children  ;  when  she  dies, 
AfiecUou  mourns,  and  Duty  drops  a  tear.        • 

Why  are  ye  silent,  brethren  of  the  grove. 
Fond  Philomel,  thy  many-chorded  lyre 

So  sweetly  tun'd  to  tenderness  and  love. 
Shall  love  no  more,  or  tenderness  inspire  ? 

O  mix  once  more  thy  gentle  lays  with  mine ; 

For  well  our  passions,  well  our  notes  agree: 
An  abseqt  love,  sweet  bird,  may  softeil  tbine : 

An  absent  love  demands  a  tear  from  me. 

Yet,  ere  ye  slumber,  songsters  of  the  sky. 
Thro'  the  long  night  of  winter  wild  and  drear : 

O  let  us  tune,  ere  Love  and  Fancy  die. 
One  tender  farewell  to  the  fading  year. 

Farewell  ye  wild  hills,  scatter 'd  o'er  with  spring ! 

Sweet  solitudes,  where  Flora  smil'd  unseen  ! 
Farewell  each  breeze  of  balmy-burthen 'd  «ing ! 

The  violet's  blue  bank,  and  the  tall  wood  green  i 

Ye  tuneful  groves  of  Bel videre,  adieu ! 

Kind  shades  that  whisper  o'er  my  Cranfurd's 
rest! 
From'courts,  from  senaies,and  from  camps  to  you. 

When  Fancy  leads  him,  no  inglorious  gues. ! 

l)ear  shades  adieu  !  where  late  the  moral  Muse 
Led  by  the  dryad.  Silence,  oft  redin'd. 

Taught  Meanness  to  extend  her  little  views. 
And  look  on  Nature  to  enlarge  her  mind. 

Farewell  the  walk  along  the  woodland-vale  ; 

Flower-feeding  rills  in  murmurs  drawn  away  I 
Farewell  the  sweet  breath  of  the  early  gale  I 

And  the  dear  glories  of  the  closing  day  ! 

The  Dsmeless  charms  of  high  poetic  thought. 

That  Spring's  green  hours  to  Fancy's  children 
The  words  divine,  Imagination  wrote        [bore ; 

On  Slumber's  light  leaf  by  the  murmuring 
shore- 
All,  all  adieu  !   firom  Autumn's  sober  power 

Fly  the  dear  dreams  of  Spring's  delightful  reign; 
Gay  Summer  strips  her  Tosy« mantled  bower. 

And  rude  winds  waste  the  glories  of  her  train. 

Yet  Autumn  yields  her  joys  of  humbler  kind ; 

Sad  o'er  her  golden  ruins  as  we  stray. 
Sweet  Melancholy  soothes  the  musing  mind. 

And  Nature  charms,  delightful  in  decay. 

All-bounteous  power,  whom  happy  worlds  adore ! 

With  every  scene  some  grateful  change  she 
brings— 
In  Winter's  wild  snows,  Autumn's  golden  store, 

in  glowing  summers  aud  in  blooming  springs ! 


O  most  belov'd  \  the  fairest  and  the  best 
Of  all  her  works !  may  still  thy  lover  find 

Fair  Nature's  frankness  in  thy  gentle  breast ; 
Like  her  be  various,  but  like  her  be  kind. 

Then,  when  the  Spring  of  smiling  youth  is  o'er;  ^ 
When  Summer's  gk>ries  yield  to  Autumn's  sway  ; 
When  golden  Autumn  sinks  in  Winter  hoar, 
AttdUfe  declining  yields  its  last  weak  ray; 

In  thy  lov'd  arms  my  fainting  age  shall  close. 
On  thee  my  fond  eye  bend  its  trembling  light : 

Rememb'rance  sweet  shall  soothe  my  last  repose. 
And  my  soul  bless  thee  in  eternal  night. 


TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

1763. 

When  pale  beneath  the  frowning  shade  of  death. 
No  soothing  voice  of  love,  or  friendship  nigh. 

While    strong  convulsions    seiz'd  the   lab'ring 
breath. 
And  life  suspended  left  each  vacant  eye ; 

Where,  in  that  moment,  fled  th'  immortal  mind  ? 

To  what  new  region  did  the  spirit  stray  ? 
Found  it  some  bosom  hospitably  kind, 

Some  breast  that  took  the  wanderer  in  its  way  ? 

To  thee,  my  Nancy,  in  thatdeathful  hour. 
To  thy  dear  bosom  it  once  more  retura'd  ; 

And  wrapt  in  Haokthom's  solitary  bower. 
The  ruins  of  its  former  qaansion  mourn'd. 

But,  didst  thou,  kind  and  gentle  as  thou  art. 
O'er  thy  pale  lover  shed  the  generous  tear  ? 

From  those  sweet  eyes  did  Pity's  softness  start. 
When  Fancy  laid  him  on  the  lowly  bier  i 

Didst  thou  to  Heaven  address  the  forceful  prayer. 
Fold  thy  fair  hands,  and  raise  the  mournful  eye. 

Implore  each  power  benevolent  to  spare. 
And  call  down  Pity  from  the  golden  sky? 

O  bom  at  once  to  bless  me  and  to  save. 
Exalt  my  life,  and  dignify  my  lay  ! 

Thou  too  Shalt  triumph  o'er  the  mouldering  grave. 
And  on  thy  brow  shall  bloom  the  deathless  bay. 

Bear  shades  of  genius !  heirs  of  endless  fame ! 

That  in.your  laureate  crowns  the  myrtle  wove, 
Snatch'd  from  oblivion  Beauty's  sacred  name. 

And  grew  immortal  in  the  arms  of  Love ! 

O  may  we  meetvouin  some  happier  clime^ 
Some  safer  vale  beneath  a  genial  sky ; 

Whence  all  the  woes  that  load  the  wing  of  Time^ 
Disease,  and  death,  and  fear,  and  frailty  fly  ! 

TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

TBB    COMPLAlSrr  or   HER    RIMO-DOVE.    1739. 

Far  from  the  smiles  of  blue  hesperian  skies. 
Far  from  those  vales,  where  flo^iery  pleasures 
dwell, 

(Dear  scenes  uf  freedom  lost  to  these  sad  eyes  !) 
How  hard  to  languish  in  iUn  lonely  cell ! 

When  genial  gales  relume  the  fires  of  love. 
When  langhing  Spring  leads  round  the  jocund 
year; 

Ah  !  view  with  pity,  gentle  maid,  your  dove, 
From  every  heart-felt  joy  secluded  here  I 
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To  me  tio  note  tbe  hi^lntig  Spring  looks  gxy ; 

Nor  annttal  lores  relame  my  laogaid  breast ; 
Time  slowly  drags  the  long,  ddtgfaUess  day, 

Thro^  Qoediill  scene  of  solitary  rest. 

Ah !  what  avails  that  dreaming  Fancy  roves 
Thro*  the  wild  beauties  of  her  native  reign  I 

Breathes  in  green  fields,  and  feeds  in  freshening 
groves, 
To  wake  to  anguish  in  this  hopeless  chain  ? 

Tho*  fondly  sooth'd  with  Pity*s  tendereflt  eare, 
Tbo'  still  by  Nancy's  gentle  hand  cuvst. 

For  the  free  forest,  and  the  boaadlcsB  ahr, 
The  rebel,  Nature,  murmmv  in  my  breasit 

Ah  let  not  Nature,  Nancy,  plead  in  vain ! 

For  kindness  sure  should  grace  a  form  so  fair : 
Kestoreme  tojny  native  wilds  again. 

To  the  free  forest,  and  tbe  boundless  air. 


SONNET 

IN  THE  MANNER  OF  PETRARCH. 

TO  MISS  cRAcaonr.  17G5* 

^M  thy  fair  mom,  O  hope-inspiring  May  *. 
The  sweetest  twins  that  ever  Nature  bore, 
Where  Hacktliom's  vale  her  fleld-flower-gar- 
land  wore, 
Young  Love  and  Fancy  met  the  genial  day. 
And,  all  as  on  the  thyme-green  bank  I  lay, 
A  nymph  of  gentlest  niien  their  train  before, 
Came  with  a  smile  j  and  "  Swam,"  she  cried, 
"  no  more 
To  pensive  sorrow  tune  thy  hopeless  lay. 

Friends  of  thy  heart,  see  Love  and  Fancy  bring 
Each  j^  that  youth's  enchanted  bosom  warms  5 

Delight  that  rifles  all  the  fragrant  spring  I 
Fair-handed  Hope,  that  paints  unfadhig  charms  f 
And  dove-like  Faith,  that  wares   her  silver 
wing. — 
These,  swain,  are  thine ;   for  Nancy  meets  thy 
arms." 


Yet,  trust  the  Muse,  fiur  friendship^!  Bower  sfaaB 

laat; 
When  life's  short  sunshine,  like  its  storms  is  past  j 
Bloom  in  the  fields  of  some  ambrocial  shore. 
Where  Time,  and  Death,  and  Sickness  are  no 


nrRTTTEN  IN  A  COLLECTION  OF 
MAPS. 

1765. 
RsALUS  of  this  globe,  that  ev-r-circling  run. 
And  rise  alternate  to  embrace  the  Sun  j 
Shall  I  with  envy  at  my  lot  repine. 
Because  I  boast  so  small  a  portion  mine  ? 
If  e'er  in  thought  of  Andalusia's  vines, 
Golconda's jewels,  or  Potopi's mines; 
In  these,  or  those,  if  vanity  forgot 
The  humbler  blessings  of  ray  little  lot ; 
Then  may  the  stream  that  murmurs  near  my  door. 
The  waving  grove  that  lov<*s  its  mazy  shore, 
Withhold  each  soothing:  pleasure  that  they  gave. 
No  tonger  nrarmnr,  and  no  longer  wave  I 


TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

waAFFED  aOUMD  A   MOSECAT  OF  VIOLETS. 
1761. 

Dear  object  of  my  late  and  early  prayer  ! 
Source  of  my  joy !  and  solace  of  my  care  I 
Whose  gentle  friendship  such  a  charm  can  give, 
As  makes  me  wish,  and  tells  me  how  to  live. 
To  thee  the  Muse  with  grateful  hand  would  bring 
These  first  fair  children  of  the  doubtful  Spring. 
O  may  they,  fearless  of  a  varying  sky. 
Bloom  on  thy  breast,  and  smile  beneath  thine  eye ! 
In  fairer  lights  their  vivid  blue  display, 
And  sweeter  breathe  their  little  Kves  away ! 


TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

ON  THE   MOKAL   BKFI.ECTIONS 
CONTAIKBD  IN  iUR%kN8WER  TO  TUB    ABOVE  VEB6ES. 

1761. 
Sweet  moralist !  whose  movmg  truths  impart 
At  once  delight  and  anguish  to  my  heart ! 
Tho'  human  joys  their  sbort-liv'd  sweets  exhale^ 
Like  the  wan  beauties  of  the  wasted  vale  j 


TREODOSIUS  TO  CONSTANTU. 

1760. 
Let  others  seek  the  lying  aids  of  art. 
And  bribe  the  passions  to  betray  the  heart ; 
Tnith,  sacred  truth,  aud  faith  unskillM  to  feign. 
Fill  my  fond  breast,  and  prompt  my  artle»6  strain. 

Say,  did  thy  lover,  in  some  happier  hour. 
Each  ardent  thought,  in  wild  profusion  pour ; 
With  eager  ibcidaess  on  thy  beauty  gaze. 
And  talk  with  all  tbe  ecstacy  of  praise? 
The  heart  sincere  its  pleasing  tumult  prov*d ; 
All,  all  declar'd  ihat  Thcodosius  lov'd. 

Let  raptur'd  &ncy  on  that  moment  dwell. 
When  thy  dear  vows  in  trembling  accents  fdl ; 
When  love  acknowledg'd  wak'd  the  tender  sigh. 
Swelled  thy  foil  breast,  and  fill'd  thy  melthig  eye, 

O  !  blest  for  ever  be  th*  auspicious  day. 
Dance  all  its  hours  in  pleasure's  golden  ray  \ 
Pale  sorrow's  gloom  from  every  eye  depart ! 
And  langhittg  joy  glide  lighUy  thro^  the  heart ! 
Let  vUlage^maids  their  festive  brows  adam. 
And  with  fresh  gariands  meet  the  smiling  moms 
£ach  happy  swam,  by  fetthful  love  repaki. 
Pour  his  warm  vows,  and  court  his  villase  mai^ 

Yet  shall  the  scene  to  ravish'd  memor^  rise  ; 
Constahtia  present  yet  shall  meet  these  eyes  j 
On  her  fair  arm  her  beauteous  head  rediuM, 
Her  locks  flung  careless  to  the  sportful  wind. 
While  love,  and  fear,  contending  in  her  face. 
Flush  every  rose,  attd  heighten  every  gnoe. 
O,  never,  while  af  Uf|^  and  hope  poisest. 
May  this  dear  image  quit  my  faithful  breast  1 
The  pamAil  houia  of  absence  to  beguile. 
May  thus  Constantia  look«  Coostantia  smile  1 


ELEGY. 

1760. 
TaEoyeofNatare  never  rests  frara  care ; 

She  guards  her  children  with  a  parent's  k)ve< 
And  not  a  mischief  reigns  in  earth  or^r. 

Bat  time  deitfoyiy  or  ranitdia  remove. 
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iDTaki  DO  ill  thall  hwNit  the  w*kki  of  fife, 
Ko  vice  inT»ia  the  haman  heait  depimve. 

Tbe  pom*W3nm  flower,  the  tempest^t  n^vUg  strife 
From  ipreater  pain,  from  greafear  rnia  save. 

LaTinia,  fomiM  with  every  powerful  grace. 
With  all  that  lights  the  flame  of  young  desire ; 

Pure  ease  of  wit,  and  elegance  of  race, 
A  soul  all  fancy,  and  an  eye  all  fire: 

JLavinia  ! —  Peace,  my  busy  fluttering  breast ! 

Nor  fear  to  langaiBh  in  thy  former  pain : 
At  length  she  yields— she  yields  the  needful  rest ; 

And  frees  her  lover  from  his  galling  chain. 

Tbe  golden  star,  that  leads  the  radiant  mom, 
Tjooks  not  so  fair,  fresh-rising  from  the  main  ; 

But  her  bent  eye-brow  bears  fairbidding  scorn, — 
But  Pride's  fell  furies  every  heart-stringstraia. 

Lavinia,  thanks  to  thy  ungentle  mind ; 

I  now  behold  thee  with  indiiferent  eyes  j 
And  Reason  dares,  tho'  Love  as  Death  be  blind, 

thy  gay,  thy  worthless  being  to  despise. 

Beauty  may  charm  without  one  inward  grace, 
And  £iir  proportions  win  the  captive  heart  ^ 

But  let  rank  pride  the  pleas'mg  form  debase, 
And  Love  disgusted  breaks  his  erring  dart 

The  youth  that  once  the  sculptured  nymph 
admir'd, 

Hadlook'd  with  scomfttl  laughter  on  her  charms, 
)f  Che  vain  form,  with  ieotnt  life  inspired. 

Had  tom'd  disdainful  from  his  offered  arms. 

Go,  thoughtless  maid  !  of  transient  beauty  vain. 
Feed  the  high  thought,  the  towering  hope  ex- 
tend; 

Still  may'st  thou  dream  of  splendour  in  thy  train. 
And  smile  superb,  while  love  and  flattery  bend. 

Sor  me,  sweet  peace  shall  soothe  my  troubled 
mind. 

And  easy  slumbers  dose  my  weary  eyes  ; 
^nce  Reason  dares,  tho*  Love  as  Death  be  blind, 

Thy  gay,  thy  worthless  being  to  demise. 


TO  LORD  GRANBT. 


INSCRIPTION 


ON  TBB  900«  OF  A  STUDY. 


0  TBOu  that  Shalt  presume  to  tread  . 
This  mansion  of  the  mighty  dead. 
Come  with  tbe  free,  untainted  mind ; 
Tbe  wurse,  the  pedant  leave  behind ; 
And  all  that  superstition,  fraught 
WKh  folly's  lore,  thy  youth  has  taught— 
Each  thought  that  reason  can't  retoin,— 
Leave  it,  and  learn  to  think  again. 
Vet,  while  thy  studious  eyes  exptore. 
And  range  thtee  various  volumes  o'er. 
Trust  blindly  to  no  fav'rite  pen. 

Remembering  authors  are  but  men. 

Has  foir  Philosophy  tby  love  ? 

Away  I  she  lives  in  yonder  grove. 

If  the  sweet  Mose  thy  pleasure  gives  j— 

With  her  in  yonder  grove  she  lives: 

hJoA  if  Religion  claims  thy  care ; 

Religion,  fled  from  books,  is  there. 

For  first  from  Nature's  works  we  drew 

Our  knowl«id^>  and  oor  virtue  too. 


Id  spite  of  all  the  nisty  fbols 

That  glean  old  nonsense  in  the  schools  ; 

Nature,  a  mistress  never  coy. 

Has  wrote  on  itll  her  works — Enjoy. 

Shall  we   then  starve,  like  Gideon's  wife. 

And  die  to  save  a  makeweight's  life  ? 

No,  friend  of  Nature,  you  disdain 

So  fair  a  hand  riiou'd  itott  in  vain. 

But,  my  good  lord,  make  her  your  guide. 
And  err  not  on  the  other  side : 
Like  her,  in  all  you  deign  to  do. 
Be  liberal,  but  be  sparing  too. 
When  sly  sir  Toby,  night  by  night. 
With  his  dear  bags  regales  his  sight  i 
And  conscience,  reason,  pity  sleep, 
Tho'  virtue  pine,  tho»  merit  weep  ; 
I  see  the  keen  reproaches  fly 
Indignant  from  your  honest  eye ; 
Each  bounteous  wish  glows  unconfiji'd. 
And  your  breast  labours  to  be  kind. 

At  this  warm  hour,  my  lord,  beware 
The  servile  flatterer's  specious  snare. 
The  fawning  sycophant,  whose  art 
Marks  the  kind  motions  of  the  heart ; 
Each  idle,  each  insidious  knave. 
That  acts  the  graceful,  wise,  or  brave. 
With  ffestive  board,  and  social  eye/ 
You've  seen  old  Hospitality ; 
Mounted  astride  the  moss-grown  wall, 
The  genius  of  the  ancient  hall. 
So  reverend,  with  such  courtly  glee. 

He  serv'd  your  noble  ancestry  i 

And  turn'd  the  hinge  of  many  agate, 

For  Russel,  Rous,  Plantagenet. 

No  lying  porter  levied  there 

His  dues  on  all  imported  ware ; 

There,  rang'd  in  rows,  no  liveried  train 

E'er  begg'd  their  master's  beef  again  ; 

No  flatterer's  planetary  face 

Plied  for  a  bottle,  or  a  place ; 

Toad-eating  France,  and  fiddling  Rome, 

Kept  their  lean  rascals  starv'd  at  home. 
**  Thrice  happy  days!" 

In  this,  'tis  true. 

Old  times  were  better  than  the  new  ; 

Yet  some  egregious  faults  you'll  see 

In  ancient  Hospitality. 

See  motley  crowds,  his  roof  bebeath,     * 

Put  poor  Society  to  death ! 

Priests,  knights,  and  'squires,  debating  wild. 

On  themes  unworthy  of  a  child ; 

'Till  the  strange  compliment  commences. 

To  praise  their  host,  and  lose  their  senses. 
Go  then,  my  lord  I  keep  open  hall  i 

Proclaim  your  table  free  for  all  j 

Go,  sacrifice  your  time,  your  wealth. 

Your  patience,  liberty,  and  health. 

To  such  a  thought- renoundttg  crew. 

Such  foes  to  care    e'en  caro  for  yoiL 
<*  Heav*ns !  and  are  these  tbepiagues  that  wait 

Around  the  hospitable  gate  }-^ 

Let  tenfold  iron  bolt  my  door. 

And  the  gaunt  mastiff  growl  before; 

There,  not  one  human  creature  nigb, 

Save,  dear  sir  Toby,  you  and  1, 

In  cynic  silence  let  us  dwell ; 

Ye  plagues  of  social  life^  farewell !" 
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Displeases  this?— The  modem  way, 
Perhaps,  may  please — a  public  day. 
**  A  public  day !  detested  name ! 
The  farce,  of  friendship  and  the  shame. 
Bid  ever  social  freedom  come 
Withio  the  pale  of  drawing-room  ? 
See  pictnr'd  round  the  formal  crowd ! 
How  nice,  bow  just  each  attitude: 
Hy  lord  approaches — what  surprise ! 
The  pictures  speak,  the  pictures  rise  ! 
Thrice  ten  times  told  the  same  salute. 
Once  more  the  mimic  forms  are  mute. 
Sff  eanwhile  the  envious  rows  between, 
Dbitrust  and  Scandal  walk  unseen  ; 
T  heir  poisons  silently  infuse, 
Til)  these  suspect,  and  tliose  abuse. 

"  Far,  far  from  these,  in  some  lone  shade, 
l.et  me,  in  easy  silence  laid. 
Where  never  fools,  or  slaves  intrude, 
Enjoy  the  sweets  of  solitude !" 

What  1  quit  the  commerce  of  mankind ! 
Leave  virtue,  fame,  and  worth  behind  ! 
Who  fly  to  solitary  rest, 
Are  reason^s  savages  at  best. 

Though  human  lifers  extensive  field 
Wild  weeds  and  vexing  brambles  yield  ; 
Behold  her  smiling  vallies  bear 
Mellifluous  fruits,  and  flowrets  fair ! 
The  crowds  of  fully  you  despise — 
ilssociate  with  the  good  and  wise  ; 
For  virtue,  rightly  understood. 
Is  to  be  vise,  and  to  be  good. 


MO\ODr 


1759. 
Ah  scenes  belov'd  !  ah  conscious  shades. 

That  wave  these  parent- vales  along ! 
Ye  bowers,  where  Fancy  met  the  tuneful  maids. 
Ye  mountains,  vocal  with  my  Doric  song, 
Teach  your  wild  echoes  to  complain 
In  sighs  of  solemn  woe,  in  broken  sounds  of  pain. 

For  her  I  mourn. 
Now  the  culd  tenant  of  the  thoughtless  urn— 

For  her  bewail  these  strains  of  woe, 

For  her  these  filial  sorrows  flow. 
Source  of  my  life,  that  led  my  tender  years. 

With  all  a  parent's  pious  fears, 
lliat  nurs'd  my  infant  thought,  and  taught  my 
mind  to  grow. 

Careful,  she  markM  each  dangerous  way. 
Where  youth's  unwary  footsteps  stray. 
She  taught  the  struggling  passions  to  subside, 

Where  sacred  truth,  and  reason  guide, 
In  virtue's  glorious  path  to  seek  the  realms  of  day. 

Lamented  goodness  !   yet  I  see 
The  fond  affectionsmelting  in  her  eye : 

bhe  bends  its  tearful  orb  on  me. 
And  heaves. the  tender  sigh: 

As  thoughtful,  she  the  toils  surveys. 
That  crowd  in  life's  perplexing  maze. 
And  for  her  children  feels  again 
All,  all  that  love  can  fear,  and  all  that  fear  can 
feign. 

O  best  of  parents  ?  let  me  pour 
iAy  sorrows  o'er  thy  silent  bed ; 

There  early  strew  the  venial  ^flower, 
The  parti  ug  tear  at  evening  shed- 


Alas!  are  these  the  only  meed 
Of  each  kind  thought,  rach  Tirtuoiixs  deed. 
These  fniitless  oflfeHngs  that  embalm  the  dead  ) 
Then,  fciry-featur'd  Hope,  forbear-^ 

No  more  thy  food  illusioDs  spread : 
Thy  shadowy  scenes  dissolv'd  in  air. 
Thy  visbnary  prospects  fled ; 
With  her  they  fled,  at  whose  lamented  shrine 

Love,  gratitude,  and  duty  mingled  tears, 
Condemn'd  each  filial  office  to  resign. 
Nor  hopeful  more  to  sooth  her  Joog  dediniof 
years. 


TO  MRS.*****\ 

IK  TEARS   FOR  THE  nEATII   OP   A   PRIBMO.        1762. 

So  feeble  Naure  weeps  o'er  Friendship's  grave. 
And  mourns  the  rigour  of  that  law  she  gave : 
Yet,  why  not  weep  ?  When  in  that  grave  expire 
All  Pembroke's  elegance,  all  Waldegrave's  fire. 
No  more  those  eyes  in  soft  efirilgence  move. 
No  more  that  bosom  feels  the  spark  of  love. 
O'er  those  pale   cheeks  the  drooping  Gractt 

mourn, 
Aud  Fancy  tears  her  wild  wreath  o'er  that  urn. 
There  Hope  at  Heaven  once  cast  a  doubtful  eye. 
Content  repin'd,  and  Patience  stole  a  sigh. 

Fair  Friendship  griev'd  o'er .'s  sacred  bier. 

And  Virtue  wept,  for  ♦•*♦  dropt  a  tear. 


TO  MRS.  GILLMjtN. 

With  sense  enough  for  half  your  sex  beside. 
With  just  no  more  than  necessary  pride  ; 
Wit  h  knowledge  caught  from  Nature'slivingpagej 
Politely  leam'd,  and  elegantly  sage- 
Alas  !  how  piteous,  that  in  such  a  mind 
So  many  foibles  free  reception  find  I 
Can  such  a  mind,  ye  gods  !  admit  disdain  ? 
Be  partial,  envious,  covetous,  and  vain  ? 
ITnwelcome  truth !  to  love,  to  blindness  clear! 
Yet,  Giilman,  hear  it; — ^wbile  you  blush  to  hears 

That  in  your  gentle  breast  disdain  can  dwell. 
Let  knavery,  meanness,  pride  that  feel  it,  tell ! 
With  partial  eye  a  friend's  defects  you  sec. 
And  look  with  kindness  on  my  faults  and  me» 
And  does  no  envy  that  fisir  mind  o'ershade  } 
Does  no  short  sigh  for  greater  wealth  invade ; 
When  silent  merit  wants  the  fostering  meed. 
And  the  warm  wish  suggests  the  virtuous  deed  ? 
Fairly  the  charge  of  vanity  you  prove; 
Vain  of  each  virtue  of  the  friends  you  love. 

What  charms,  what  art  of  magic  hareconspir'd 
Of  power  to  make  so  many  faults  admir'd  ? 


FRAGMEST  OF  A  POEM  WRITTEN 
AT  CLJRE-HJLL  ON  THE  KIAG'S 
ACCESSION. 

1760. 
*  •  «  «  •  •  «  • 

While  every  gale  the  voice  of  triumph  brings^ 
And  smiling  Victory  waves  her  jiurple  wings  ; 
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WhUe  earth  and  ooeBB  yidd  tiivrtobyect  powen, 

Neptune  bb  waves  and  Cybde  hertoverv ; 

Yet  will  you  deign  the  Moie't  voice  to  heai*. 

And  let  her  welooow  gieet  a  monardh'e  ear  ? 

Yea ;  midst  the  toils  of  gioiy  jlUrepaid, 

Oft  has  the  monarch  soughtlier  soothing  aid. 

See  Frederic  court  her  in  the  rage  of  war, 

Though  rapid  Vengeance  urge  his  hostile  car : 

With  her  repos'd  in  philosophic  rest. 

The  Mge's  sunshine  smooths  the  warrior^s  breast 

Whate'er  Arcadian  fancy  feign'd  of  old 
Of  halcyon  days,^nd  minutes  plum'd  with  gold ; 
Whate'er  adom'd  the  wisest,  gentlest  raign. 
From  you  she  hopes    iet  net  her  hopes  be  tain! 
Kise,  ancient  suns !  advance,  Pierian  days ! 
Flow,  Attic  streams !  and  spring,  Aonian  bays: 
Cam,  down  thy  wave  in  brisker  maxes  glide. 
And  see  new  honours  crown  thy  hoary  side  I 
Thy  osiers  old  see  myrtle  groves  succeed ! 
And  the  green  laurel  meet  the  waving  reed ! 


CJl^AWS  DREAM. 

aifMI  BIS   INVASION  OP  BBITAIN. 
1758. 

When  rough  Helvetia's  hardy  sons  obey. 
And  vanquished  Belgia  bows  to  Csrsar>s  sway 
When,  scarce -beheld,  embattled  nataoos  &U, 
The  fierce  Sicambrian,  and  the  iaithieu  Qaul ; 
Tir^d  Freedom  leads  her  savage  sons  no  more. 
But  flies,  subdued,  to  Albion's  utmost  shore. 
Twasthen,  while  stillness  graspM  the  sleeping 

air. 
And  dewy  slumbers  seal'd  the  eye  of  care ; 
Divine  Ambition  to  her  votary  came: 
Her  left  hand  waving,  bore  the  tramp  of  Flame ; 
Her  right  a  regal  sceptre  seem*d  to  boM, 
With  gems  &r-blstiring  from  the  boniish>d  gold. 
Andtbos,  ''Mjrson,**  the  queen  of  glory  said; 
**  loDunortal  Cesar,  raise  thy  languid  head. 
Shall  Night's  dull  chains  Uie  man  of  counsels 

bind? 
Or  MorpheuB  rule  the  monarch  of  mankind  ? 
flee  worids  novanqu'ish'd  yet  await  thy  sword ! 
Barbaric  lands,  that  scorn  a  Latian  lord.      [sky, 
See  yon  proud  isle,  v^ose  mountains  meet  the 
Thy  foes  encourage  and  thy  power  defy  I 
What,  the*  by  Nature's  firmest  bars  secur'd. 
By  seas  encttded,  and  with  rocks  hnmur'd. 
Shall  Cxsar  shriitfc  the  greatest  toils  to  brave. 
Scale  the  high  rock,  or  beat  the  maddening 

wave?* 
She  spoke— her  woids  the  warrior^s  breast  in- 


With  rage  indignant,  and  with  conscious  shame; 
Already  beat,  the  swelling  floods  give  way. 
And  the  fell  genii  of  the  rocks  obey : 
Already  shouts  of  triumph  rend  the  skies. 
And  the  thin  rear  of  barbarous  nations  flies. 
Quick  round  their  chief  hie  active  legions 


DweTI  on  his  eye,  and  wait  the  waving  hand. 

The  hero  rose,  majestically  sk>w. 

And  look'd  attention  to  the  crowds  bek>w. 

**  Romans  and  friends !  is  tbero  who  seeks  for 
rctt. 
By  labours  vanquished,  and  with  wwuds  <9prest? 

TOIi.  ZTX. 


That  respite  Csssar  shall  with  pleasure  yield. 
Due  to  the  toils  of  many  a  well-fought  field, 
b  thero  who  shrinks  at  thought  of  dangers  past. 
The  ragged  mountain,  or  the  pathless  wastes- 
While  savage  hosts,  or  savage  floods  oppose. 
Or  shivering  fancy  pines  in  Alpine  snows  ? 
Let  him  retire  to  lAtium's  peaceful  shore ; 
He  once  has  toiPd,  and  Ctesar  asks  no  more. 
Is  there  a  Roman,  whose  unshaken  breast 
No  pains  have  oonquer'd,  and  no  fears  deprest  ? 
Who,  doom'd  through  Death's  dread  ministers 

to  go. 
Dares  to  chastise  the  insults  of  a  foe  f 
Let  him,  his  country's  glory  and  her  suy. 
With  reverence  hear  her,  and  with  pride  obey* 
A  iurm  divine,  in  heavenly  splendour  bright, 
Whoae  look  threw  radiance  round  the  pall  of 

night. 
With  calm  severity  approach'd  and  said. 
Wake  thy  dull  ear,  and  lift  thy  languid  head. 
What  I  shall  a  Roman  sink  in  soft  repose. 
And  Umely  see  the  Britons  aid  his  foes  \ 
See  them  secure  the  rebel  Gaul  supply  ; 
Spurn  bis  vain  eagles  and  bis  power  defy  ? 
Go !   burst  their  barriers,  obstinately  brave ; 
Sode  the  wild  rock,  and  beat  the  maddening 

wave.** 
Here  paus'd  the  chief;  but  waited  no  reply, 
The  voice  assentmg  spoke  from  every  eye : 
Nor,  as  the  kindness  that  reproach'd  with  fear. 
Were  dangers  dreadful,  or  were  toils  severe. 


INSCRIFTION  IN  A  TBMPLE  OF 
SOCIETY. 

Sacrbo  rise  these  walls  to  thee. 
Blithe-eyed  nymph.  Society  I 
In  whose  dwelling,  free  and  fair. 
Converse  smooths  the  brow  of  Care. 
Who,  when  waggish  Witbetray'd 
To  his  arms  a  sylvan  mard. 
All  beneath  a  myrtle  tree. 
In  some  vale  of  Arcady, 
Sprung,  I  ween,  from  such  embrace. 
The  lovely  contrast  in  her  face. 

Perchance,  the  Muses  as  they  stray'd. 
Seeking  other  spring,  or  shade. 
On  the  sweet  child  cast  an  eye 
In  some  vale  of  Arcady ; 
And  blithest  of  the  sisters  three. 
Gave  her  to  Euphrosyne. 

The  Grace,  delighted,  Uught  her  care 
The  cordial  smile,  the  placid  air; 
How  to  chase,  and  how  restrain 
All  the  fleet,  ideal  tmin ; 
How  with  apt  words  well-combin'd, 
To  dress  each  image  of  the  mind- 
Taught  her  how  they  disagree. 
Awkward  fear  and  modesty. 
And  freedom  and  rusticity. 
IVue  politeness  how  to  know 
From  the  superficial  show; 
Prom  the  coxcomb's  shallow  graces 
And  themany-modeli'd  Gmo. 
That  Nature's  unaffected  ease 
More  than  studied  forms  would  pie 
When  to  check  the'spoitive  vein  j 
When  to  Fancv  yield  the  rein ; 
Ff 
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On  the  subject  wfaen  £o  be 

Grave  or  gay,  reserved  or  free  : 

The  speaking  air,  th'  impawion'd  eye. 

The  living  goal  of  symmetry ; 

And  that  soft  sympathy  which  binds 

In  magic  chains  congenial  minds. 


INSCRIPTfON  IN  A  SEQJJR^ERED 
GROTTO. 

1763. 

Sweet  Peace,  that  lov'st  the  silent  honr. 

The  stiir  retreat  of  leisure  free  j 
Associate  of  each  gentle  power. 

And  eldest  boriT  of  Harmony  \ 
O,  if  thou  oun'st  this  mossy  cell> 

If  thine  this  mansion  of  repose ; 
Permit  me,  nymph,  with  thee  to  dwell. 

With  thee  my  wakeful  eye  to  dose. 

And  tho*  those  glittering  scenes  should  ftde, 

That  Pleasure's  rosy  train  preparefr; 
What  votary  have  tbey  not  betray 'd  > 

What  are  they  more  than  splendid  cares  } 
But  smiling  days,  exempt  from  care, 

But  nights,  when  sleep,  and  silence  reign ; 
Serenity,  with  aspect  feir, 

And  Jove  and  joy  are  in  thy  train. 

ANOTHER   INSCRiniOM   IN   THE   SAME  GROTTO. 

1756. 
O  FAIREST  of  the  village-hot  n. 

Content,  inspire  my  careless  lay  ! 
Let  no  vain  wish,  po  thought  forlorn 

Throw  darkness  o'er  the  smiling  day. 
Forget* sttbou,  when  we  wander'd  o'er 
Hie  sylvan  BeleauV  sedgy  shore. 

Or  rang'd  the  woodland  wilds  along  ; 
How  oft  on  Herclay's^  mountains  high 
We've  met  the  Moming^s  purple  eye, 

Delay'd  by  many  a  song  ? 

From  thee,  from  those  by  fortune  led ; 

To  all  the  farce  of  life  confin'd ; 
At  once  each  native  pleasure  fled. 

For  thou,  sweet  nymph,  wafct  left  behind. 
Yet  could  I  once,  once  more  survey 
Thy  comely  form  in  mantle  grey. 

Thy  polisb'd  brow,  thy  peaceful  eye  ; 
Where  e»er,  forsaken  fair,  you  dwell. 
Though  in  this  diiti  sequestered  cell. 

With  thee  Pd  live  and  die. 


LSFT     WFTH   THE   MINISTER  OP  RIPOVOEK,     A    RO- 
MANTIC VILLAGE  IN  YORKSHIRE.      1758. 

Thrice  happy  you^  whoe'er  you  are. 
From  life's  low  cares  secluded  far. 

In  this  sequestered  vale ! — ' 
Ye  rocks  on  precipices  piPd  f  ' 
Ye  ragged  desarts,  waste  and  wild ! 

Delightful  horrours,  hail  I 

What  joy  within  these  sunless  groves. 
Where  lonely  Contemplation  rores, 

>  A  small  river  in  Westmorfand. 

2  A  romantic  village  in  the  above  menticiied 
county,  formerly  the  seat  of  the  Herclays,  earls 
of  Carlisle. 


To  rest  in  Earless  ease !  • 

Save  weeping  rills,  to  see  no  tear. 
Save  dyinc  gales,  no  sigh  to  hear. 

No  murmur,  but  the  breeze. 

Say,  would  you  change  that  peaceful  celf. 
Where  Sanctity  and  Silence  dwell. 

For  Splendor's  dazzling  blaze  ? 
For  all  those  gilded  to^s  that  glare 
Round  high-bom  Power's  imperial  chair, 

Inviting  fools  to  gaze  ? 

Ah  friend  !  Ambition's  prospects  dose, 
And,  studious  of  your  own  repose. 

Be  thankful  here  to  live: 
For,  trust  me,  dne  protecting  shed. 
And  nightly  peace,  and  daily  bread 

Is  all  that  life  caa  give. 

JFRITTEN  AMONG  THE   RUINS  0^ 
PONTEFRACT  CASTLE. 

1756. 

RiGfff  sung  the  bard,  that  aU-iiivolving  age 

With  hand  impartial  deals  the  ruthless  blow  ; 
That  war,  wide-wasting  wiU^  impetuous  rage, 

Lays  the  tall  spire  and  sky-^crown'd  turret  low, 
A  pile  stupendous,  once  of  fair  renown. 

This  moukl'ring  mass  of  shapeless  ruin  raae, 
Whece  nodding   heights  of  fractur'd  ouhuuns 
frown. 

And  birds  obscene  in  ivy-bow'r^ropose : 
Oft  the  pale  matron  from  the  threat'nhig  wall. 

Suspicious,  bids  her  heedless  children  fly  ; 
Oft,  as  he  views  the  mediuted  fall, 

Full'sViftly  steps  the  frighted  peasant  by. 

But  more  respectful  views  th'  historic  sage. 

Musing,  these  awful  relics  of  decay, 
That  onoe  a  reftige  form'd  from  hostile  rage. 

In  Henry's  and  in  Edward's  dubious  day. 
He  pensive  oft  reviews  the  mighty  dead. 

That  erst  have  trod  this  desolated  ground  ; 
Reflects  how  here  unhappy  Sal'sbury  bled. 

When  Faction    aim'd   the   deatfa-^ispeosinr 
wound. 

Rest,  gentle  Rivers  1  and  iH-fated  Gray ! 

A  flow'r  or  tear  oft  strews  your  bumble  grave. 
Whom  Envy  slew,  to  pave  Ambition's  way. 

And  whom  a  monaroh  wept  in  vain  to  save.^ 
Ah !  what  avail'd  th»  alliance  of  a  throne  r 

The  pomp  of  titles  what,  or  pow'r  reverV)  ? 
Happier  to  these  the  humble  life  unknown. 

With  virtue  lionour'd,  and  by  peace  endearU 
Had  thus  the  sons  of  bleeding  Britain  thought. 

When  hapless  here  inglorious  Richard  lay* 
Yet  many  a  prince,    whose  blood    fuU  dearly 
bought  - 

Tlie  shameful  triumph  of  the  long-fought  day  ^ 
Yet  many  a  hero,  «hose  defeated  hand 

In  death  resigned  the  well-oontested  6eld, 
Had  ip  his  ofispring  sav*d  a  sinking  land. 

The  tyrant's  terrour,  and  the  nation's  shield. 
m  could  the  Muse  indignant  grief  forbear. 

Should  Memory  trace  her  bleeding  country's 
111  could  she  count, without  a  bursting  tear.fwoesg 

Th'  inglorious  triumphs  of  the  vary'd  Rose  ! 
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While  York,  with  conquest  and  revenge  elate* 
iDSulting,  triumphs  on  St  Alban's  plain. 

Who  Yiews,  nor  pities  Henry's  hapless  fate, 
Himself  a  captive,  and  his  leaders  slain } 

Ah  prince !   unequal  to  the  toils  of  war. 
To  skem  ambition,  faction's  rage  to  quell ; 

Happier,  from  these  had  fortune  placM  thee  far. 
In  some  lone  conVent,  or  some  peaceful  cell. 

For  what  availed  that  thy  victorious  queen 

Ilepnir>d  the  ruinsof  that  dreadful  day ;  [green. 
That  vanquish'd  York,  on  Wakefield's  purple 

Prostrate  amidst  the  common  slaughter  lay : 
In  vain  fair  Vict'ry  beamed  the  gladdening  eye. 

And,  waving  oft  her  golden  pinions,  smiPd  ; 
Full  soon  the  flatthring  goddess  meant  to  fly. 

Full  rightly  deem'd  unsteady  Fortune's  child. 

Let  Towton's  field— hut  cease  the  dismal  tale : 

For  much  its  horrours  would  the  Muse  appal, 
In  softer  strains  suffice  it  to  bewail 

The  pntriofs  exile,  or  the  hero's  fall. 
Thus,  silver  Wharf*,  wliose  crystal"Spark1ing  urn 

Reflects  the  brilliance  uf  his  blooming  shore. 
Still,  melanciioly-mazing,  seems  to  mourn. 

But  rolls,  coi^'d,  a  crimson  wave  no  more. 

THE  FICEROY: 

'  ADOBESSBD  TO  THB  BARL  OF  HALIFAX 2  . 
FniST  PUBUSHED  IN  1762. 

*TwAS  on  Time's  birth-day,  when  the  voice  divino 
Wak^d  sleeping  Nature,  while  her  infant  eye, 
Yet  trembling,  struggl'd  with  created  light ; 
The  h'eaven-bom  Muse,  sprung  from  the  source 
sublime 

^A  river  near  the  field  of  battle,  in  which  were 
slain  35,000  men. 

s  The  following  resolution  of  the  Irish  hoa<ie  of 
commons  respecting  the  i-eveuue  of  the  lord 
lieutenant,  and  his  excellency's  speech  in  con- 
sequence thereof,  will  both  illustrate  this  poem 
and  show  the  occasion  of  it. 
Copy  of  a  resolution  of  the  Irish  parliament,  re- 

•pecting  the  revenue  of  the  lord  lieutenant. 
Veneris,  l>6  Feb.  1762. 

*'  Resolved,  ntmine  contradlcenU^  lliat  an 
address  be  presente<i  to  his  excellency  the  lord 
lieutenant,-  that  he  will  represent  to  his  majesty 
the  sense  of  this  house,  that  the  entcruLnments 
nndappointmentsof  the  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland 
are  become  inadequate  to  the  dignity  of  that  high 
office,  and  to  the  expense  with  which  it  is,  and 
ought  to  be  supported  ;  and  that  it  is  the  humble 
desire  of.  this  house,  that  his  majesty  will  be 
graciously  pleased  to  grant  such  an  augmenta- 
tioD  to  the  entertainment  of  the  lord  lieutenant 
for  the  time  being,  as,  with  the  present  allowan- 
ces, will  in  the  whole  amount  to  the  annual  sum 
of  sixteen  thousand  pounds.  And  to  express 
that  satisfaction  which  we  feel  at  the  pleasing 
hope,  that  this  just  and  necessary  augmentation 
should  take  place  during  the  administration  of 
a  chief  governor,  whose  many  great  and  amiable 
qualities,  whose  wise  and  happy  aJministration 
in  the  government  of  this  kingdom,  have  univer- 
sally oodeared  l>im  to  the  people  of  Ireland.  " 
E.  STERLING,  ?p.  ^v.^  p^^ 
H-ALCOCK,       5CJer.D0m.C0m. 


Of  Harmony  iitamortal,  first  receiv'd  ■    . 

Her  sacred  mandate.  **  Go,  seraphic  maid. 
Companion  still  to  Nature  i  from  her  works 
Derive  thy  lay  melodious,  great,  like  those, 

Copy  of  the  answer  of  the  lord  lieutenant  to  the 
adUress  ofthe  house  of  ooounons,  Feb.  27;  1762.  • 

"  I  shall  take  the  first  opportunity  of  laying, 
before  his  majesty  the  sense  of  the  house  of 
commons  contained  in  this  address.  I'  enter 
fully  into  the  truly  liberal  motives  which  have 
influenced  your  conduct  in  this  unanimous  reso- 
lution. That  you  are  solicitous  not  only  to  sup- 
port his  majesty's  government,  but  to  support  it 
with  becoming  grandeur  and  magi]ificence,reflects 
tlie  highest  honour  on  yourselves  :  that  you  have 
chosen  the  time'  of  my  administration  ;  that  you 
have  distingnish'd  my  person  as  the  object  of 
your  favour,  reflects  the  highest  honour  on  me  ; 
and  1  must  ever  consider  this  event  as  one  of  the 
most  fortunate  and  honourable  circumstances 
of  my  life.  Whatever  merit  you  ascribe  to  me 
in  the  government  of  this  kingdom,  in  reality 
arises  from  your  own  conduct,  though  your  par- 
tiality would  transfer  it  to  mine.  Your  unani- 
mity has  first  created  this  merit,  and  your  lit>era- 
lity  would  now  reward  it. 

**  I  am  sensible  of  the  obligation  you  confer  ; 
and! can  in  no  vray  properly  demonstrate  my 
senseof  it, but  by  beiug,  as  lam,  unalterably 
determined  to  implore  his  majesty,  that  I  may  be 
permitted  to  enjoy  it  pure  and  unmixed  with 
the  lucrative  advantages  which  you  propose 
should  attend  it  This  affectionate  address  is 
intended  as  an  honour  to  me;  that  intention  has. 
on  your  part,  been  fully  answered:  to  make  it 
truly  honourable,  something  is  still  necessary 
on  mine  t  it  becomes  me  to  vie  with  the  genero- 
sity of  parliament,  and  to  keep  np  an  emulation 
of  sentiment,  it  has  been  my  duty,  in  the  course 
of  this  session,  to  propose  large  plans  of  publie 
expense,  and  to  prumise  an  attention  to  public 
economy  ;  and  1  could  not  without  pain  submit, 
that  the  establishment,  already  burthened  at  my 
recommendation,  should  be  still  further  charged 
for  my  own  particular  profit. 

"  But  while  I  consider  myself  at  liberty  to  sa- 
crifice my  private  interests  to  my  private  feeliugs, 
I  must  consider  myself  as  bound  likewise  to  con- 
sult, in  compliance  with  your  enlarged  and  liber- 
al sentiments,  the  future  support  of  the  station 
in  which  I  am  placed,  to  the  dignity  of  which 
the  emoluments  are,  as  you  represent  them,  in- 
adequate. I  shall  transmit  therefore  the  sense 
of  the  house  of  commons,  that  the  augmenta- 
tion which  your  generosity  has  proposed,  may, 
ithisnugesty  shall  think  fit,  be  made  the  esU- 
blishment  of  my  successor,  when  he  shall  enter 
on  the  government  of  this  kingdom ;  and  when 
it  is  probable  the  circumstances  of  this  country 
may  be  better  able  to  support  such  additional 
burthen.  But  while  I  must  decline  accepting 
any  part  of  the  profits,  I  rejoice  to  charge  myself 
with  the  whole  of  the  obligation  ;  abundantly 
happy,  if^wfaen  I  shall  hereafter  be  removed  fh>m 
this  high,  and,  through  your  favour,  detireable  si- 
tuation, I  should  leave  it,  through  your  liberality, 
augmented  in  its  emoluments,  and  by  my  inability 
not  dimmished  in  its  reput^.tiou," 
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And  elegantly  simple.     In  thy  train. 
Glory,  and  fair  Renown,  and  deathless  Fame 
Attendant  ever,  each  immortal  name. 
By  thee  deem'd  sacred,  to  yon  starry  Tault 
Shall  bear,  and  stamp  in  characters  of  gold. 
Be  thine  the  care,  alone  where  truth  directs 
The  firm  heart,  where  the  love  of  human  kind 
Inflames  the  patriot  spirit,  thereto  soothe 
The  toils  of  Virtue  wiUi  melodious  praise  : 
For  those,  that  smiling  seipph  bids  thee  wake 
His  golden  lyre ;  for  those,  the  young<^'d  Sun 
Gilds  this  fair-form*d  world ;  and  genial  Spring 
Throws  many  a  green  wreath  liberal  from  his 

bosom." 
So  spake  the  voice  divine,  whose  last  sweet  sound 
Gave  birth  to  Echo,  tuneful  nymph,  that  loves 
The  Muse's  haunt,  dim  grove,  or  lonely  dale. 
Or  high  wood  old ;  and,  listening  while  she  sings, 
Dwells  in  long  rapture  on  each  felling  strain. 
O  Halifax !  an  humble  Muse,  that  dwells 
In  scenes  like  these,  a  stranger  to  the  world. 
To  thee  a  stranger,  late  has  learnt  thy  iame, 
Even  in  this  vale  of  silence ;  from  the  voice 
Of  Echo  learnt  it,  and,  like  her,  delights. 
With  tliy  lov'd  name,  to  make  these  wild  woods 
vocaU 
Spirits  of  ancient  time,  to  high  renown 
By  martial  glory  raised,  and  deeds  august, 
Achiev'd  for  Britain's  freedom !  patriot  hearts, 
Hiat,  fearless  of  a  tyrant's  threatening  arm, 
Embrac'd  your  bleeding  country !  o*er  the  page. 
Where  History  triumphs  in  your  holy  names. 
O'er  the  dim  monuments  that  mark  your  graves. 
Why  streams  my  eye  with  pleasure  ?  'Tis  the  joy 
The  sof^  delight  that  through  the  full  breast  ilows^ 
From  sweet  rememb'rence  of  departed  viitoe  ! 

O  Britoin,  parent  of  illustrious  names^ 
While  o'er  thy  annals  Memory  shooU  her  eye. 
How  the.  heart  glows,  rapt  with  high-wondlBriqg 

love,  9 

And  emulous  eAeem ! — Hail,  Sydney,  hail ! 
Whether  Arcadian  biythe,  by  fountain  deaiv 
Piping  thy  love-lays  wild,  or  Spartan  bold. 
In  Freedom's  van  distinguish'd,  Sydney  bail  I 
Oft  o'er  thy  laurell'd  tomb  from  hands  unseen    - 
Fall  flowers  \  oft  in  the  vales  of  Penshuntfeir^ 
Menalca,  stepping  feom  bi&  eveniqg  fold, 
Listenetb  strange  music,  from  the  tiny  breath 
Of  feiry  minstrels  warbled,  which  of  old, 
Dancing  to  thy  sweet  lays,  they  learned  well. 
On  Baleigb's  grave,  O  s^ew   the  sweetest 

flowers 
That  on  the  bosom  of  the  green  vale  blow ! 
There  hang  your  vernal  wreaths,  ye  village^ 

maids  I  [bring 

Ye  mountain  nymphs,  your  crowns  of  wild  thyme 
To  Raleigh's honour'd  gravel  There  bkiom  the 
The  virgin  rose,  that,  .blui>hing  to  be  seen,  [bay. 
Folds  its  fair  leaves  ;  for  modest  w6rth  was  hi^ 
A  mind  where  Truth,  Philosophy's  first  bora. 
Held  herbarmonious  reign :  a  Britain^  breast^ 
1  hat,  careful  still  of  Freedom^  holy  pledge, 
Disdain'd  the  mean  arts  of  a  tyrant's  court, 
Disdain'dand  died !  Where  was  thy  spirit  then, 
Queen  of  sea-crowning  isles,' when  Ral<>igh  bled  ? 
How  well  be  serv'd  thee,  let  Iberia  tell  1 
Ask  prostrate  Cales,  yet  trembling  at  his  name. 
Hew  well  he  serv'd  thee:  when  her  vanquish'd 

hand 


Held  forth  the  base  bribe,  bow  hespurnM  it  firaoi 
And  cned,  1  fight  for  Britain  1  HisUnry  lise^fhim 
And  blast  the  reigns  that  redden  with  the  blood 
Of  those  that  gave  them  glary  1  Happier  days. 
Gilt  with  a  Brunswick's  parent  smile,  await 
The  honotur'd  Viceroy.    More  au^^ddous  hours 
Shall  Halifex  behold,  nor  grieve  to  find 
A  favour'd  land  ungrateful  to  his  care. 

O  for  the  Muse  of  Milton,  to  record 
The  honours  of  that  day,  when  full  cooven'd 
Hibenita's  senate  with  one v«yce  prodaan'd 
A  natkn's  high  appUuse  ;  when,  loi^oppregi 
With  wealth-coanmnng  war,  their  eager  lote 
Advanc'd  the  princely  dignity's  support, 
WhUe  HaUfa^i  presided  !  O,  belov'd 
By  every  Muse,  grace  of  the  polish 'doonit. 
The  peasant's  guardian,  then  what  pleasure  feii 
Thy  liberal  bosom  !  not  the  low  deUght 
Of  Fortune's  added  giftr,  greatly  deeUn'd  ; 
No,  'twas  the  supreme  bliss  that  fills  the  bresol 
Of  conscbus  Vhrtue,  happy  to  behold 
Her  cares  successful  in  a  natkm^s  joy. 

But  O,  ye  siiten  of  the  sacred  spring, 
Tosweetest  acoenU  tone  the  polish'd  lay. 
The  musKof  persuanoQ  !  Yoaalooe 
Can  paint  that  easy  ekjquence  that  flow'd 
In  Attic  streams,  ftpm  Halifev  that  fluw'd. 
When  ail  lerae  listened.    AlbkMi  hearff, 
And  felt  a  parent's  joy :  <«  No  more,"  the  cried, 
"  No  more  shall  Greece  the  man  of  Athensboast, 
Whose  magic  periods   smooth'd   the  liktening 

wave 
Of  rapt  Byssus.    Rome  shall  claim  no  laore 
The  flowery  path  of  eloquence  akxie 
To  grace  her  consul's  brow  ;  for  never  SQoke 
Himeria's  Viceroy  words  of  feirer  phrase. 
Forgetful  of  Alpheus'  hastening  stream. 
When  Arethusastop'd  her  golden  tide,    [swains. 
And  cali'd  her  nymphs,  and  call'd  her  shepherd 
To  leave  thdr  sweet  pipes  silent    Silent  lay 
Your  pipes,  Hibernian  Shepherds.**  LIffey  smPd 
And  on  his  soft  hand  lean'd  his  dimply  cheek. 
Attentive:    <*  Onoe  so  Wharton   spoke,"    be 

cried  ,- 
'<  Unhappy  Wharton,  whose  young  eloqneaoe 
Yet  vibrates  on  mine  ear."  Whatever  poirecs. 
Whatever  genii  old,  of  vale  or  grove 
The  high  inhabitanta,  all  thnmg'd  to  bear. 
Sytvanus  came,  and  from  his  temples  grey 
His  oaken  chapled  flung,  lest  h^ply  leaf 
Or  interposbg  bovgh  should  teeet  the  soond. 
And  bar  its  soft  approaches  to  his  ear. 
Pan  ceas'd  to  pi)p(>— a  moment  ceas'd— for  tbes 
SiMpicMNi  grew,  that  Phodius  hs  disguise 
His  ancient  reign  invaded :  down  be  cast, 
In  petulance,  bis  reed  ;  but  seiz'd  it  soon 
And  ftiPd  the  woods  with  dangoar.  Measures  wild 
The  wanton  Satyrs  daac'd,  then  liitenhig  stood. 
And  gazM  with  uncouth  joy. 

But  hark  !  wiM  riots  shake  the  peacefel  plain. 
The  gathering  tumult  roars,  and  Faction  opes 
Her  blood-requesthigeye.    The  frighted  swain 
Moums/o'cr  hi^  wasted  labours,  and  im{ilores 
His  country's  guardian.     Previous  to  bi«  wish 
That  guardian's  care  he  found.     The  tumult 

ceas'd, 
And  Faction  clos'd  her  blood-tequesting  eye. 

Be  these  thy  honours,  Halifkx !  and  these 
The  liberal  Muse,  that  never  stain'd  her  pajc 
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With  flattery,  ihall  record :  from  e«cb  low  view, 
Each  mean  comwctioii  finee,  her  praise  is  fame. 
O,  could  her  hand  in  fature  times  obtain 
One  bumble  garland  from  tb'  Aonian  tree. 
With  joy  sbe»d  bind  it  on  thy  favouif'd  head, 
And  greet  thy  jodging  ear  with  sweeter  strains  I 

Mean  while  parsoe,  in  public  virtue's  path. 
The  palm  of  glory :  only  there  will  bloom 
Pierian  laurels.    Should'st  thou  deviate  thence, 
Perish  the  blossoms  of  fiur  folding  fome ! 
Ev»n  this  poor  wreath,  that  nowaffecu  thy  brow, 
Would  lose  its  little  bloom,  the  Muse  repine. 
And  Mush  that  Halifiix  had  stole  her  praise. 


PRECEPTS  OF  CONJUGAL  ffJPPI- 

NESS. 

FaiiiiD,  sister,  partner  of  that  gentle  heart 
Where  my  soul  lives,  and  holds  her  dearest  part  j 
MHulelove's  soft  raptures  these  gay  hours  em- 
ploy^ 
And  Time  puts  on  the  yellow  robe  of  Joy ; 
Will  yon,  Maria,  mark  with  patient  ear 
The  moral  Muse,  nor  deem  her  song  severe  ? 
Throngh  the  long  course  of  life*s  unclouded 
day. 
Where  sweetContentment  smileson  Virtue^s  way; 
Where  Fancy  opes  her  ever-varymg  views, 
And  Hope  strews  flowers,  and  leads  you  as  she 


May  each  fair  pleasure  court  thy  fttvohr'd  breast. 
By  truth  protected,  and  by  love  caress'd  I 

So  Flrieadship  vows,  nor  shall  her  vows  be  vain; 
Vor  every  pleasure  comes  in  Virtue's  train ; 
Each  charm  that  tender  sympathies  impart. 
The  glow  of  soul,  the  transports  of  the  heart. 
Sweet  meanings,  that  in  silent  truth  convey 
Mind  into  miokd,  and  steal  the  soul  away; 
These  gifts,  O  Virtue,  these  are  all  thy  own ; 
Juostto  the  vicious,  to  the  vain  unknown  t 

Yet  blest  with  these,  and  happier  charms  than 
these. 
By  Nature  fbrm'd,  by  genins  taught  to  please, 
Ken  you,  to  prove  that  oiortal  gifts  are  vain, 
Mnst  yield  your  human  sacri&e  to  pain  ^ 
The  wizard  Care  shall  dim  those  brilliant  eyes. 
Smite  the  fair  urns,  and  bid  the  waters  rise. 

With  mind  unbioke  that  darker  hour  to  bear. 
Nor,  once  his  captive,  drag  the  chains  of  Care, 
Uo|ie*s  radiant  sun*shine  o'er  the  scene  to  pour. 
Nor  future  joys  in  present  ills  devour. 
These  arts  your  phikwophic  friend  may  show. 
Too  wen  experienced  in  the  school  of  woe. 

In  some  sad  hour,  by  transient  grief  opprest, 
Ah !  let  not  vain  reflection  wound  your  breast ; 
For  Memory  then,  to  happier  objects  blind, 
Tboogh  once  the  friend,  the  traitor  of  the  mind, 
life's  varied  •ommsstudkMis  to  explore, 
Tbms  the  sad  volone  of  its  sufferings  o'er. 

Still  to  the  distant  piroqpect  stretch  your  eye, 
Past  the  dim  ek>nd,and  view  the  brightening  sky. 
On  Hope's  kind  wing,  more  gepal  cUrnes  survey, 
liet  Fancy  jdn,  but  Reason  guide  your  way; 
For  Faney,  atlll  to  tender  wote  inclin'd- 
May  sooth  thefaeait,  but  misdirects  tl^mmd. 

The  som^oe  of  half  pur  angnish,  half  our  tears, 
Is  the  wrong  coodoct  of  our  h^pet  and  fears  j 
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like  iI1-trahi>d  children,8tiU  their  treatment  such. 
Restrain 'd  too  rashly,  or  indutgM  too  much. 
Hence  Hope,  projecting  more  than  life  can  give. 
Would  live  with  angels,  or  refuse  to  live ; 
Hence  spleen-ey'd    Fear,  o'er-acting   Caution's 

part, 
Betrasrs  those  succours  Reason  lends  the  heart 
Yet  these,  submitted  to  &ir  Truth's  coutroul. 
These  tyrants  are  the  servanU  of  the  soul ; 
Throngh  vales  of  peace  the  dove-like  Hope  shall 

stray 
And  bear  at  eve  her  olive  branch  away. 
In  every  scene  some  distant  chann  descry. 
And  hold  it  forward  to  the  brightening  eye  ; 
While  watchful  Fear,  if  Fortitude  maintain 
Her  trembling  steps,  shall  ward  the  distant  pain. 

Should  erring  Nature  casual  faults  disclose. 
Wound  not  the  breast  that  harbours  your  repose : 
For  every  grief  that  breast  fttun  you  shall  prove. 
Is  one  link  broken  in  the  chain  of  love. 
Soon^  with  their  objects,  other  woes  are  past. 
But  pains  from  those  we  love  are  pains  that  last 
Though  fiaults  or  follies  from  reproach  may  fly. 
Yet  in  its  shade  the  tender  passions  die. 
Love,  like  the  flower  that  courts  the    Sun's 
^undray. 
Will  flourish  only  in  the  smiles  of  day ; 
Distrust's  cold  air  the  generous  plant  annoys. 
And  one  chill  blight  of  dire  contampt  destroys. 
O  shun,  my  (Kend,  avoid  that  dangerous  coast. 
Where  peace  expires;  and  &ir  aflfection's  lost; 
By  wit,  by  grief,  by  anger  urg'd,  forbear 
The  speech  contemptuous,  and  the  sconiful  air. 

If  hearUfelt  quiet,  thoughts  unmixM  with  pain. 
While  Peace  weaves  flowers  o'er  Hymen's  golden 

chain. 
If  tianquU  days,  if  hours  of  smiling  ease, 
Tlie  sense  of  pleasure,  and  the  power  to  please, 
If  charm's  like  these  deserve  your  serious  care. 
Of  one  dark  foe,  one  dangerous  foe  beware ! 
Like  Hecla's  mountain,  while  his  heart's  in  flame, 
His  aspect's  cold, — and  Jealousy's  his  name. 
His  hideous  birth  his  wild  disorders  prove. 
Begot  by  Hatred  on  despairing  Love  ! 
Her  throes  in  rage  the  frantic  mother  bore. 
And  the  foil  sire  with  angry  curses  tore 
His  sable  hair.— J>i8tru9t  beholding  smil'd. 
And  lov'd  her  image  in  her  (bture  child. 
With  cruel  care,  industrious  to  impart 
Each  painful  sense,  each  soul-tormenting  art. 
To  Doubt's  dim  shrine  her  hapless  charge  she  led, 
Where  never  sleep  reliev'd  the  burning  bead. 
Where  never  grateful  fancy  sooth'd  suspense. 
Or  the  sweet  charm  of  easy  confidenoe. 
Hence  fears  eternal,  ever-restless  care. 
And  all  the  dire  associates  of  despair. 
Hence  all  the  woes  he  found  that  peace  destroy. 
And  dash  with  pain  the  sparkling  stream  of  joy. 
When  love's   warm  breast,    from   rapture's 
trembling  height, 
Flills  to  the  temperate  measures  of  delight ; 
Wlien  calm  delight  to  ea^y  friendship  turns. 
Grieve  not  that  Hymen's  torph  more  gently  bums. 
Unerring  Nature,  in  each  purpose  kind, 
Forbids  long  transports  tb  usurp  the  mind ; 
For,  oft  diseolT'd  in  joy's  oppressive  ray. 
Soon  would  the  finer  faculties  decay. 

True  tender  love  one  even  tenour  keeps ; 
'Tisreaaou's  fl^me,aiid  bunis  when  ptMion  sleeps, 
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The  charm  connubial,  like  a  stream  that  glides 
Through  life's  fair  vale,  with  no  unequal  tides. 
With  many  a  plant  along  its  genial  side. 
With  many  a  flover  that  blows  in  beanteoas  pride. 
With  many  a  shade,  where  Peace  in  rapturous 
Holds  sweet  Affiance  to  her  fearless  breast,  [rest 
Pure  in  its  source,  and  temperate  in  its  way. 
Still  flows  the  same,  nor  find  its  urn  decay. 

O  bliss  beyond  what  lonely  life  can  know. 
The  soul-felt  sympathy  of  joy  and  woe ! 
That  magic  charm  which  makes  e'en  sorrow  dear, 
And  turns  to  pleasure  the  partaken  tear  ! 

I^ng,  beauteous  friend,  to  you  may  Heaven  im- 
The  soft  endearments  of  the  social  heart !    [part 
Ix>ng  to  your  lot  may  every  blessing  flow. 
That  pense,  or  taste,  or  virtue  can  bestow  ! 
And  oh,  forgive  the  zeal  your  peace  inspires, 
To  teach  that  prudence  which  itself  admires. 


OWEN  OF  CARRON. 

There  is  something  romantic  in  the  story  of 
the  following  poem;  but  the  author  has  his  rea- 
sons for  believing  that  there  is  something  like- 
wise authentic  On  the  simple  circumstances  of 
the  ancient  narrative,  from  which  he  first  borrowr 
ed  his  idea,  those  reasons  are  principally  foimded; 
and  they  are  supported  by  others,  with  which. 
In  a  work  of  this  kind,  to  trouble  bis  readers 
would  be  superfluous. 

This  poem  is  inscribed  to  a  lady,  whose  ele- 
.    gant  taste,   whose  amiable  sensibility,    ahd 
.    whose  unaffected  friendship,  have  long  con- 
tributed to  the  pleasure  and  happiness  of 

THB   AUTHOR. 

On  Carron's  side  the  primrose  pale. 

Why  does  it  wear  a  purple  hue  ? 
Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale, 
,    Why  stream  your  eyes  with  pity's  dew  ? 
'Tis  all  with  gentle  Owen's  blood 

That  purple  grows  the  primrose  pale.j 
That  pity  pours  the  tender  flood 

Fr6m  each  fair  eye  in  Marlivale. 
The  evening  star  sate  in  his  eye. 

The  Sun  his  golden  tresses' gave. 
The  North's  pure  mom  her  orient  dye. 

To  him  who  rests  in  yonder  grave  I 
Beneath  no  high,  historic  stone, 

Tho'  nobly  bom,  is  Owen  laid, 
Stretch'd  on  the  green  wood's  lap  alone. 

He  sleeps  beneath  the  waving  shade. 
There  many  a  flowery  race  hath  sprung, 

And  fled  before  the  mountain  gale. 
Since  first  his  simple  dirge  ye  sung, 

Ye  maidens  fair  of  Marlivale ! 
Yet  still,  when  May  with  fragrant  feet 

Hath  wander'd  o'er  your  meads  of  gold, 
Tliat  dirge  I  hear  so  simply  sweet 

Far  echoed  from  each  evening  ft)ld. 
»Twas  in  the  pride  of  William's  « day. 

When  Scotland's  honours  flourish'd  still. 
The  Moray's  eari,  with  mighty  sway. 

Bore  rule  b*er  many  a  Highland  hill. 

'  William  the  Uon,  king  of  Scotland. 


And  far  for  him  their  fruitful  store 
The  fairer  plains  of  Camm  spread  ; 

(n  fortune  rich,  in  offspring  poor. 
An  only  daughter  crown'd  his  bed. 

Ob !  write  not  poor — the  wealth  that  flcym. 
In  waves  of  gold  round  India's  throne. 

All  in  her  shining  breast  that  glows. 
To  Bllen's  *  charms^  were  earth  and  stone* 

For  her  the  youth  of  Scotland  sigh'd. 
The  Frenchman  gay,  the  Spaniacd  grawj 

And  smoother  Italy  apply'd. 
And  many  an  pnglidi  b^ron  brave. 

In  ^ain  by  foreign  arts  assaii'd. 
No  foreign  loves  her  breast  beguile. 

And  England's  honest  x'alour  feil'd. 
Paid  with  a  cold,  but  courteous  smil^ 

<<Ah!  woe  to  thee,  young  Nithisdale, 
'    That  o'er  thy  cheek  those  roses  stray'd. 
Thy  breath,  the  violet  of  the  vale. 
Thy  vdce,  the  music  of  the  shade ! 

<'  Ah !  woe  to  thee,  that  FJIen's  love 
Alone  to  thy  soft  tale  would  yield  ! 

For  soon  those  gentle  arms  shall  prove 
The  conflict  of  a  rader  field." 

'Twas  thus  a  wayward  sister  spoke. 

And  cast  a  rueful  glance  behind. 
As  from  her  dim  wood  glen  she  broke. 

And  mounted  on  the  moaning  wiud. 

She  spoke  and  vanish'd — more  unmov'd 
Than  Morajr's  rocks,  wheu  storms  invest^ 

The  valiant  youth,  by  Ellen  lov'd. 
With  aught  that  fear  or  fate  suggest. 

For  Love,  methinks,  hath  power  to  raise 

The  soul  beyond  a  vulgar  state  ; 
Tb'  unconqaer'd  banners  he  displays 

Control  our  fears,  and  fix  our  fate.  , 

'Tifas  when,  on  summer's  softest  eve. 
Of  clouds  that  wander'd  west  awa^. 

Twilight  with  gentle  hami  did  weave 
Her  fairy  robe  of  night  and  day ; 

When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  still, 
And  the  wave  slept  against  the  shore. 

And  the  Sun,  sunk  beneath  the  hill. 
Left  his  last  smile  on  Lemipenpore  '  ; 

Led  by  those  ivaking  dreams  of  thought 

That  warm  the  young  unpractis'd  breast. 
Her  wonted  bower  sweet  Ellen  sought. 

And  Carron  raurmur'd  near,  and  socth'd  her 
into  rest. 
There  is  some  kind  and  courtly  sprite 

That  o'er  the  realm  of  Fancy  reigns. 
Throws  sunshine  on  the  mask  of  night. 

And  smiles  at  slumber's  powerless  chains  ; 

2  The  lady  Ellen,  only  daughter  of  John  carl 
of  Moray,  betrothed  to  the  eari  of  Nithisdale, 
and  afterwards  to  the  earl  Baraaid,  was  es- 
teemed one  of  the  finest  women  in  Europe,  in- 
somuch that  she  had  several  suitors  and  admirers 
from  foreign  courts. 

«  A  chain  of  monntains  running  through  Scot- 
land from  east  to  west. 
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•Ti8  told,  and  I  believe  the  tale, 

At  this  soft  hour  that  ^rite  was  there. 

And  spread  with  fairer  flowers  the  vale. 
And  fiU'd  with  sweeter  sounds  the  air. 

A  bower  he  firam'd  (for  he  could  frame 
What  long  might  weary  mortal  wight: 

Swift  as  the  lightning's  rapid  flame 
Darts  on  the  unsuspecting  sight) ; 

Such  bower  he  fram'd  with  magic  hand. 

As  well  that  wizard  bard  hath  wove. 
In  scenes  where  fair  Armida*s  wand 

Wav'd  all  the  witcheries  of  love : 
Yet  it  was  wrought  in  simple  show  ; 

Nor  Indian  mines  nor  orient  shores 
Had  lent  their  glories  here  to  glow. 

Or  yielded  here  their  shining  stores. 

All  round  a  poplar's  trembling  arms 
The  wild  rose  wound  her  damask  flower; 

The  woodbine  lent  her  spicy  charms. 
That  loves  to  weave  the  lover's  bower. 

The  ash,  that  courts  the  mountam-air. 

In  all  her  painted  blooms  array'd, 
The  wildings  blossom  blushing faiir, 

Couibto'd  (ofbrm  the  flowery  shade. 
With  thyme  that  loves  the  brown  hill's  breast, 

The  cowslip^s  sweet  reclining  head> 
The  violet  of  sky-woven  vest. 

Was  all  the  fkiry  ground  bespread. 

But  who  is  he,  whose  locks  so  fair 
Adown  his  manly  shoulders  flow  ? 

Beside  him  lies  the  hunter's  spear. 
Beside  him  sleeps  the  warrior's  bow,. 

He  bends  to  Ellen— (gentle  sprite, 

1  by  sweet  seductive  arts  forbear)^ 
He  courts  her  arms  with  fond  delight, 

And  instant  vanishes  in  air. 
Hast  thou  not  found  at  early  dawn 

Some  soft  ideas  melt  away, 
If  o'er  sweet  vale,  or  flowery  lawn, 

The  sprite  of  dreams  bath  bid  thee  stray? 

Hast  thon  not  some  fair  object  seen. 
And,  when  the  fleeting  form  was  past. 

Still  on  thy  memory  found  its  mieq. 
And  felt  the  fond  idea  last  ? 

Thou  hast-- and  oft  the  pictur'd  view, 
Seen  in  some  vision  counted  vain. 

Hast  struck  thy  wondering  eye  anew. 
And  brought  the  long-lost  dream  again. 

With  warrior-bow,  with  hunter's  spear. 
With  locks  adown  his  shoulders  spread, 

Young  Nithisdale  is  ranging  near- 
He's  ranging  near  yon  mountain's  hea4* 

Scarce  had  one  pale  Moon  pass'd  away, 
And  fill'd  her  silver  urn  again. 

When  m  the  devious  chase  to  stray. 
Afar  from  all  bis  woodland  t<ain. 

To  Canon's  banks  his  fate  oonsign'd  ^ 

And,  all  to  shun  the  fervid  hour. 
He  sought  some  friendly  shade  to  find. 

And  toond  the  visionary  bower. 
Led  by  the  golden  star  of  love. 

Sweet  Ellen  took  her  wonted  way, 
And  in  the  deep-defending  grove 

Sought  refuge  from  the  fervid  day«-i 


Oh !— who  is  he  whose  ringlets  fair 

Disordered  o'er  his  green  vest  flow, 
Reclin'd  in  rest — whose  sunny  hair 

Half  hides  the  fair  cheek's  ardent  glow  > 

'Tis  he,  that  sprite's  illusive  guest, 

(Ah  me !  that  sprites  can  fote  control  I^ 

That  lives  still  imag'd  on  her  breast, 
That  lives  still  pictui-'d  in  her  soul. 

As  when  some  gentle  spirit  fled 

From  Eaith  to  breathe  elysianair. 
And,  iif  the  train  whom  we  call  dead, 

Perceives  its  loog-lov'd  partner  there  ; 

Soft,  sudden  pleasure  rushes  o'er, 

Resistless,  o'er  its  airy  fram^ 
To  find  its  future  fate  restore 

The  object  of  its  former  flame : 

So  Ellen  stood — less  power  to  move 

Had  he^  who,  bound  in  Slumber's  chain, 

Seem'd  hap'ly  o'er  his  hills  to  rove, 
And  wind  his  woodland  chase  again. 

She  stood,  but  trembled— mingled  fear» 
And  fond  delight,  and  melting  fove, 

Seiz'd  all  her  soul — she  came  not  near. 
She  came  not  near  that  fated  groye. 

She  strives  to  fly— from  wizzard's  wand 
As  well  might  powerless  captive  fly— 

The  new-cropt  flower  falls  from  her  hand— 
Ahl.faUnotwith  thatflowertodie! 

Hast  thon  not  seen  some  azure  gleam 
Smile  in  the  Morning*s  orient  eye. 

And  skirt  the  r^dening  cloud's  soft  beam. 
What  time  the  Sun  was  hasting  nigh  I 

Thou  hast — and  thou  canst  fancy  well 
As  any  Mifse  that  meets  thine  ear. 

The  souUset  eye  of  Nithisdale, 

When,«rak'd,  it  fix'd  on  Ellen  near. 

Silent  they  gaz'd— that  silence  broke ; 

"  Hail  gcxldcasofthcse  groves,"  he cry'd, 
"  O  let  m^  wear  thy  gentle  yoke  ! 

O  let  me  in  thy  service  bide  ! 
**  For  thee  I'll  climb  the  mountain  steep. 

Unwearied  chase  the  destin 'd  prey ; 
For  thee  I'll  pierce  the  wild-wood  deep. 

And  part  the  sprays  that  tcx  thy  way. 

"  For  thee*^ — «0  stranger,  cease,"  she  said. 

And  swift  away,  like  Daphne,  flew ; 
But  Daphne's  flight  was  notdelay'd 

By  aught  that  to  her  bosom  grew. 
'Twas  Atalanta's  golden  fruit. 

The  fond  idea  that  confin'd 
Fair  Ellen's  steps,  and  bless'd  his  suit. 

Who  was  not  far,  not  far  behind. 

OLove !  within  those  golden  vales. 

Those  genial  airs  where  thou  wast  bom. 
Where  Nature,  listening  thy  soft  tales, 

I<eans  on  the  rosy  breast  of  Mom ; 
Where  the  sweet  Smiles,  the  Graces  dwell. 

And  tender  sighs  the  heart  remove. 
In  silent  eloquence  to  tell 

Thy  tale,  O  soul-subduing  liove ! 
Ah  I  wherefore  should  grim  Rage  be  nigh. 

And  dark  Distrust,  with  changeful  foce. 
And  Jealousy's  reverted  eye 

Be  near  thy  ftur,  thy  favour'd  |}Uce  ? 
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Earl  Bamard  was  of  high  d«gree. 
And  lord  of  many  a  lowland  bind. 

And  long  for  Ellen  love  bad  he. 
Had  lore,  but  not  of  g<entle  kind. 

From  Moray's  halls  her  absent  hoar 
He  watchM  with  all  a  miser's  care  $ 

The  wide  domain,  the  princely  dower 
Made  Ellen  mere  than  Ellen  f&ir. 

Ab  wretch  !  to  thinlk  the  liberal  soal 
May  tbafi  with  .fair  affection  part ! 

Though  Lothian's  vales  thy  sway  control. 
Enow,  Lothian  is  not  woith  one  heart 

Studious  he  marks  her  absent  hour. 
And,  winding  hr  where  Carron  flows. 

Sudden  he  sees  the  fated  bower. 

And  red  rage  on  his  dark  brow  glows. 

For  who  is  he  ? — 'Tis  Nithisdale ! 

And  that  iair  form  wHh  arm  reeUn'd    - 
On  his  ? — 'Tis  EUen  of  Uie  vale, 

'Tis  she  (O  powers  of  vengeance  I)  kind. 

Should  he  that  vengeance  swift  pursne  ? 

No— that  would  all  his  hapes  destroy  ; 
Moray  would  vanish  ffom  his  view. 

And  rob  him  of  a  miser^s  joy. 


Uoseen  to  Moray's  halls  he  1 

He  calk  his  slaves,  his  rufllan  band, 

And|  <^  Haste  to  yonder  groves,**  he  cries, 
<*  And  ambush'4  lie  by  Carron^  strand. 

«  What  time  ye  mark  from  bower  or  glen 

A  gentle  lady  take  her  way. 
To  distance  due,  and  far  firom  ken. 

Allow  her  lenglh  of  time  to  stray* 

*'  Then  ransack  ttraight  that  range  of  groves,* 

With  hunter's  spear,  andvestof  gpreen. 
If  chance,  a  rosy  stripling  roves,—- 

Ye  well  can  aim  your  arrows  keen.  ^ 
And  now  the  ruAati  slaves  are  nigh. 

And  Ellen  takes  her  homeward  way : 
Though  sUfd  fay  many  a  tender  sigh. 

She  can  no  longer,  longer  stay. 

Pensive,  against  yon  poplar  pale 

The  lover  leans  his  gentle  heart. 
Revolving  many  a  tender  tale, 

And  wondering  stiH  how  they  conM  part. 

Three  arrows  pierc'd  the  detertair, 
Ere  yet  his  tender  dreams  depart ; 

And  one  struck  deep  his  fbrebead  fair. 
And  one  went  through  his  gentle  heart 

Love's  waking  dreatti  is  lost  in  sleep- 
He  lies  beneath  yon  poplar  pale  ; 

Ah  !  could  we  marvel  ye  should  weep^ 
Ye  maidens  fair  of  Mariivale ! 

When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  stall. 
And  the  wave  slept  againftt  thesho««y 

And  the  Sun,  sunk  beneath  the  hiH, 
Left  his  laM  smite  on  Lemmermore ; 

Sweet  Ellen  takes  her  wonted  way 

Along  the  fairy-featur'd  vale^ 
Bright  o'er  his  wave  does  Carron  play, ' 

And  soon  she'll  meet  her  Nithisdale. 

She'U  meet  him  soon — ^for  at  her  sight 
Swift  as  the  moimtain  deer  he  sp^  ; 

The  evening  shades  will  sink  in  night, — 
Where  art  thou,  loitering  lover,  fled  ? 


O  I  she  will  chide  tfiy  triftmg  slay, 
Fen  now  the  soft  reptoacb  she  framet : 

"  Can  lovers  brook  such  long  delay  ? 
Lovers  that  boast  of  avdoit  flames !  *' 

He  comes  not— weary  with  the  ohase. 
Soft  SIfllaber  o'er  his  eyelids  throws 

Her  veil — ^we'U  steal  one  dear  embvaoe, 
We'll  gently  steal  on  hde  lepoae. 

This  is  the  bo#er— we'll  softly  tread — 
He  sleeps  beneath  yon  poplar  pale— 

Lov«r,  if  e'er  thy  heart  has  bled. 
Thy  heart  will  far  fotego  my  tale  I 

Ellen  is  not  in  princely  bower. 
She's  not  in  Moray's  splendid  train  j 

Their  mistress  dear,  at  midnight  hour. 
Her  weephig  maidens  sed:  in  vain. 

Her  pillow  swells  not  deep  with  down  ; 

For  her  no  balms  their  sweets  exhale  : 
Her  limbs  are  on  the  pale  turf  thrown, 

Press'd  by  her  lovely  cheek  as  pale. 

On  that  fair  cheek,  that  flowing  hair, 
The  broom  itayettow  leaf  hatb  shed. 

And  the  chill  mountain's  eaily  air 
Blows  wildly  o'er  her  beauteous  bead. 

As  <be  soft  star  of  orient  day. 
When  clouds  involve  his  rosy  light,   . 

Darts  thro^  the  gloom  a  transient  ray. 
And  leavesthe  world  once  more  to  night ; 

Returning  life  illumes  her  eye, 
And  slow  its  languid  orb  unfolds — 

What  are  those  bloody  arrows  nigh  > 
Sure,  bloody  arrows  she  beholds ! 

What  was  that  form  so  ghastly  nale. 
That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ? — 

'Twas  some  poor  youth — **  ah  Nithisdale  !" 
She  said,  and  silent  sunk  away. 

The  mom  is  on  the  mountains  spread, 
.  The  wood-lark  trills  his  liquid  strain—* 
Can  mom's  sweet  music  rouse  the  dead, 
Give  the  set  eye  its  soul  again  ? 

A  shepherd  of  that  gentler  mind 
Which  Nature  not  profusely  yields, 

Seeks  in.  these  lonely  shades  to  find 
Some  wanderer  from  his  little  fields. 

Aghast  he  stands— and  simple  fear 
O'er  all  his  paly  visage  glides — 

'<  Ah  me  !  what  means  this  misery  here. 
What  fate  this  lady  fair  betides  ?" 

He  bears  her  to  hfs  firiendly  hotne. 
When  life,  he  finds,  has  but  retir'd  ;— 

With  haste  he  frames  the  lover's  txAnb* 
For  his  is  quite,  is  quite  expired  I 

"  O  hide  me  m  my  humble  bower," 

Returning  late  to  life  she  saidj 
<*  I'll  bind  thy  crook  with  many  a  floweri 

With  many  a  rosy  wreath  thy  head. 

'*  Good  shepherd,  haste  to  yonder  grove. 

And,  if  my  love  asleep  is  laid. 
Oh!  wake  him  not;  but  softly  move 

Some  pillow  to  that  gentle  head. 

"  Sure,  thou  wilt  know  him,  shepherd  swam. 
Thou  know'st  the  sun-rise  o'er  the  a 

But  oh !  no  lamb  in  all  thy  train 
Was  e'er  so  mild,  so  mUd  as  he." 
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<«  Hlifaead  is  ontte  voo^kMnhad  ; 
I  did  DOtin^eliM  ilnplwrdwik- 

Sweet  tings  the  teibtmatiMT  the  shade- 
Why,  geade  lady»  noold  yoa  weep  i^ 

As  flovers  that  tede  in  iMsninf  day. 
At  evening  find  the  dew-drap  dear^ 

But  fiercer  feel  ihe  naoa^ida  ray. 
When  softened hy  the Mghtiyteari 

Retnming  in  the  iomif  tear, 

This  loiely  floiMr,  more  sanet  than  tbey. 
Found  her  (air  8onl»  aad»  wandering  near. 

The  stranger,  lleason,  larotfd  her  way. 

Found  her  ihhr  son!-*  Ah  I  so  to  Ibid 
Was  hut  more  dreadfiii  grief  to  know  i 

Ahl  siune  thepririiegeof  mind 
Can  not  be  warth  the  wish  of  #Qe. 

On  mdancholy's  silent  urn 

A  softer  shade  of  sorrow  iaUsy 
But  Ellen  can  no  more  return. 

No  more  return  to  Mocay^faalhb 

Beneath  the  low  and  lonely  shade 
The  slow,  oeosiMiing  hour  she'll  weep. 

Till  Nature  seeks  her  last^eft  aid. 
In  the  sad,  sombrous  annsof  Slnap. 

'<  These  jewels,  all  unmeet  fiir  mt, 

'Sha]tthou,Vsbesaid,  «  good  shepherd,  take; 
Hiese  gems  will  purchioe  gold  ftnr  tihee, 

•And  these  be  thine  for  EUcn's  srira. 

**  So  fail  thou  not,  at  era  and  moim. 
The  rosemary's  pale  hough  to  bring<Np- 

Thou  know*st  where  I  was  found  forhMrn^ 
Where  thou  hastheard  the  redhrsast  shig« 

<«  Heedful  PU  Uxd  thy  flocks  the  while. 

Or  aid  thy  sbeperdess's  care, 
for  I  will  share  her  hombie  toU, 

And  I  her  friendly  roof  will  share.  ** 

And  now  two  longsome  yean  aie  past 

In  luxury  o^onely  pain — 
Tlie  lovely  mourner,  fbnad  at  last. 

To  Momy's  haHs  is  borne  again. 

"Vet  has  she  left  one  olject  dear. 

That  wears  Levels  suni^  eye  of  joy- 
Is  Ntthisdale  reviving  here  ? 
-   Or  is  it  hut  a  shepherd's  boy  ? 

By  Carron*s  side,  a  shepherd's  bey» 
'    He  binds  his  vale-flowers  with  the  reed  2 
He  wears  Lnve's  sunny  eye  of  joy, 
And  birth  he  little  seems  ta  heed. 

But  ah  !  no  more  his  infant  sleep 

doees  beneath  a  mother's  smile, 
Who,  onl^  when  it  clos'd,  would  weep, 
'^'And  yield  to  tender  woe  the  while. 

No  mor^  with  fond  attention  dear. 
She  peks  th'  unspoken  wish  to  find ; 

No  mc^  shall  she,  with  pleasure's  tear. 
See  thesoul  waxing  into  mind. 

Does  Nature  bear  a  tyrant's  breast  ? 
>    Is  me  the  friend  of  stem  Controul  ? 
WeanUi^  the  despot's  purple  vest  } 
•  Or  fmrs  she  the  free-bom  soul  ? 

Where,  i^rst  of  tyrants,  is  thy  claim 

In  chain  thy  diildren's  breasts  to  bind  ^ 
pav'st  thM  the  Promethean  flame  ? 
' .  The  mmununicable  mind  ? 


itKatnxe's— free. 
And  of  her  fisir  dominion  heirs  | 
Each  ptirilege  die  gives  to  thee; 
Know,  that  each  privilege  is  tlidrs. 

They  have  thy  feature,  wear  f  bine  eye. 
Perhaps  some  feelings  of  thy  heart ; 

And  wilt  thou  their  lov*d  hearts  deny 
To  act  their  lair,  their  proper  part  ? 

The  knrd  of  Lothian's  fpitile  vale, 

Ul-fiBited  Ellen,  didms  thy  hand  ; 
Thou  know'st  not  that  thy  Nfthisdale 

Was  low  laid  by  his  rufflan-band. 
And  Moray,  with  tmfiither'd  eyes, 

Fix'd  on  foir  Lothian's  fertile  dale. 
Attends  bis  fariman  sacrifice, 

Without  the  Grecian  painter's  veil . 

O  married  Love !  thy  bard  shall  own. 

Where  two  congenial  souls  unite. 
Thy  golden  chain  inlaid  with  down, 

Tl^  lamp  with  Heaven's  own  splendour  bright; 

But  if  no  rsdiaat  star  of  love, 

O  Hymen !  smile  on  thy  fkir  rite. 
Thy  chain  a  wretched  weight  rtiall  prove. 

Thy  lamp  a  sad  sepulchral  U^ 
And  now  haalinw's  stow  wandering  wing 

Borne  many  a  year  mimaiM  with  sp«d'--> 
Where  is  the  boy  by  Otnon's  ^ng^ 

Who  bound  his  nil»-flowefs  w4th  the  reed  } 

Ah  me !  those  flowers  he  hinds  no  more; 

No  early  charm  retains  agam  ; 
The  parent.  Nature,  keeps  in  stove 

Her  best  joys  for  her  little  train. 
No  kmger  heed  the  soiwbeam  bright 

That  plays  en  Carron's  breast  hecaui 
Reason  has  lent  heripuveriag  light. 

And  shown  the  obaqner'd  fiekl  of  man. 
As  the  first  human  heir  of  Earth 

With  pensivn  eye  hiassdf  survey'd. 
And,  all  nnoonseiaus  of  his  birth. 

Sate  thoughtfcd  aft  in  Eden's  shade ; 

In  pensive  thought  so  Owen  stmy'd 
Wild  Carron's  hmely  woads  aosong. 

And  once,  within  their  greenest  glade. 
He  fondly  fram'd  this  sunple  song : 

«  Why  is  this  cvoAadem'd  with  gold  f  ' 
Why  am  I  tales  of  ladies  tald  ? 
Why  does  no  labour  me  employ. 
If  1  am  but  a  shepherd's  hoy  } 

<*  A  silken  vest  like  mme  so  green 
In  shepherd's  hut  I  have  not  seen*- 
Why  should  I  in  sucfti  vesture  joy. 
If  1  am  but  a  ihepherft  bey  ) 

<<  I  know  it  is  no  riiepherd*s  art 
His  written  saenniRg  to  impart— 
They  teach  me,  sure,  an  idle  toy, 
If  I  am  hot  a  shepherd's  boy. 

"  This  bracelet  bright  that  binds  my  arm«> 
It  could  not  come  from  sheperd^s  fium  ; 
It  only  would  that  arm  annoy. 
If  I  were  but  a  shepherd's  boy. 

**  And  O  thou  silent  picture  fair, 
That  lov'st  to  smile  upon  me  there, 
O  say,  and  fill  my  heart  with  joy. 
That  I  am  not  a  shepherd's  boy  '* 
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Ah,  lovely  yooth !  thy  tender  Uy 
May  not  thy  gentle  life  prolong : 
See*st  thou  yon  nightingale  a  prey  ? 
The  fierce  hawk  hovering  o*er  hit  song  ? 

His  little  heart  is  large  with  lure : 
He  sweetly  hails  his  evening  star. 

And  iate's  more  pointed  arrows  move. 
Insidious,  from  his  eye  afar. 

T 
he  shepherdess,  whose  kindly  care 

Had  watchM  o'er  Owen's  infant  breath. 
Must  now  thejr  silent  mansions  share. 

Whom  time  leads  calmly  down  to  death. 
"  O  tell  me,  parent  if  thou  art. 

What  is  this  lovely  picture  dear  ? 
Why  wounds  its  mournful  eye  my  heart  ? 

Why  flows  from  mine  th'  unbidden  tear  V* 

"  Ah  !  youth  !  to  leave  thee  loth  am  I, 
Tho^  1  be  not  thy  parent  dear ; 

And  would'st  thou  wish,  or  ere  1  die, 
Hie  story  of  thy  birth  to  hear  ? 

**  But  it  will  make  thee  much  bewail, 

And  it  will  make  thy  fair  eye  swell ;"— > 
She  said,  and  told  the  woesome  tale, 
As  sooth  as  sheperdess  mig^it  tell. 

The  heart,  thit  sorrow  doomM  to  share, 
Has  worn  the  fr^uent  seal  of  woe. 

Its  sad  impressions  learns  to  bear. 
And  finds  full  oft  its  ruin  slow. 

But  when  that  seal  is  first  imprest. 
When  the  young  heart  its  pain  shall  try. 

From  the  soft,  yieMing,  trembling  breast. 
Oft  seems  the  startled  soul  to  fly. 

Yet  fled  not  Owen*s— wild  amase 
In  paleness  cloth'd,  and  lifted  hands. 

And  borrour's  dread,  unmeaning  gaze, 
Mark  the  poor  statuet,  as  it  studs. 

The  simple  guardian  of  bis  life 

Look'd  wistful  for  the  tear  to  glide ; 
But  when  she  saw  bis  teadess  strife. 

Silent,  die  leot  ltt»oae,«>iml  died. 
"  No,  I  am  not  a  shepbeid>s  boy,'' 

Awaking  from  his  dream,  he  said : 
'*  Ah,  where  is  now  the  promised  joy 

Of  this  ? — ^fcr  ever>  ever  fled  ! 
•«  O  pictune  dear  !--4br  her  k>v»d  sake 

How  fondly  could  my  heart  bewail ! 
My  friendly  shepherdess,  O  wake. 

And  tell  me  more  of  this  sad  tale : 

"  O  tell  me  more  of  this  sad  tale- 
No  ;  thon  eqjoy  thy  gentle  sleep ! 

And  I  will  go  to  Lothian's  vale. 
And  more  than  all  her  waters  weep. " 

Owen  to  Lothian's  vale  is  fled— 
Earl  Barnard's  k>fiy  towers  appear— 

**,0  !  ait  thou  there,"  the  full  heart  said, 
'<  O  art  thou  there,  my  parent  dear  ?" 


Yes,  she  is  there;  from  idle  state 

Oft  has  she  stole  her  hour  to  weep ; 
Thmk  how  she  *  by  thy  ervdle  satA, ' 

And  how  she  '  fondly  saw  thee  sleep  • .  r 
Now  tries  his  trembling  hand  to  fmme 

Full  many  a  tender  line  of  k>ve ; 
And  still  he  bloto  the  panmes  name. 

For  that,  he  fears,  might  &tal  prove. 
O'er  a  fsir  foonUin's  smiling  side 

Reclin'd  a  dim  tower,  clad  with  moss, 
Where  every  bird  was  wont  to  bide. 

That  languish'd  for  iU  partner'^  Ion. 
This  scene  he  chose,  this  scene' assign'd 

A  pansnt's  first  embrace  to  wait. 
And  numy  a  soft  fear  fiU'd  his  miad, 

Anak>us  fer.  his  fbnd  letter's  fate. 
The  hand  that  bore  those  lines  of  love. 

The  welUinfonning  bracelet  bore— 
Ah  !  may  they  not  unprosperoos  prove ! 

Ah !  safely  pass  yon  dangerous  door « 
"  She  comes  not  ;--can  she  then  delay  !  •» 

Cried  the  fair  youth,  and  dropt  a  tear— 
**  Whatever  filial  love  could  say. 

To  her  I  said,  and  cali'd  her  dear." 

•'  She  comes— Oh !  no-r^circled  round 

'Tis  some  rude  chief  with  many  a  spear. 
My  hapless  tale  that  earl  has  found— 

Ah  me  I  my  heart  1— for  her  Ifcar. » 
His  tender  talethat  earl  had  read. 

Or  era  it  reach 'd  his  lady's  eye. 
His  dark  brow  wears  a  cloud  of  red, 

Injrage  he  deems  a  rival  nigh. 
Tis  o'ep-;those  kicks  that  wav'dingoW, 

That  waVd  adpwn  those  cheeks  so  fair, 
Wreath'd  in  the  gloomv  tyrant's  hold, 

fiang  from  the  sever'd  head  in  air ! 
That  streaming  head  be  joys  to  bear 

In  horrid  guise  to  Lothian *s  halls  ; 
Bids  his  grim  ruffians  place  it  there, 

Erect  upon  the  frowning  walls.     . 
The  fatal  tokens  forth  hedrew— 

"  Know'stthou  these— Ellen  of  the  vale  *'*' 
The  pictur'd  bracelet  soon  she  knew. 

And  soon  her  lovely  cheek  grew  pale. 
The  trembling  victim  straight  he  led. 

Ere  yet  her  soul's  first  fsar  was  o'er  • 
He  pointed  to  the  ghastly  head- 
She  saw— andsunk  to  rise  no  more. 

^«  Sec  the  ancient  Scottish  ballad,  called  GiU 
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THE 

FABLES  OF  FLORA* 


Sylvas,  saltusqne  sequamar 
iDtactog         I    '  Vino. 


FABLE  I. 
THE  SUNtFLOHTER  AND  THE  IFT. 

Ji§  duteous  to  the  place  of  prayer. 

Within  thecoovent'i  lonely  walls. 
The  holy  sisters  still  repair, 

"What  time  the  rosy  morning  calls: 
So  fiiir,  each  mom,  so  full  of  gnrace. 

Within  their  litUe  garden  rewr'd. 
The  flower  of  Phcebos  tum'd  her  fisce 

To  meet  the  power  she  lov*d  and  fear'd. 

And  where,  along  the  rising  sky. 

Her  god  |n  hrighter  glory  buni*d» 
Still  there  her  food  oliserrant  eye. 

And  there  herj^olden  breast  she  tum'd. 
When  calling  from  their  weary  height 
'   On  western  waves  his  beams  to  rest. 
Still  there  she  sought  the  parting  sight, 

And  there  she  tum'd  her  golden  breast 
But  soon  as  night'^  invidious  shade 

Afar  his  lovely  Icwks  had  borne, 
With  folded  leaves  and  drooping  head. 

Full  sore  Shcgriev'd,  as  one  forlorn, 
3uch  duty  in  a  flower  display'd 

The  holy  sisters  smil'd  to  see. 
Forgave  the  pagan  rites  it  paid, 
'    And  lov'd  its  fond  idoUtry. 

JJut  painful  still,  though  meant  for  kind. 

The  praise  that  fells  on  Envy's  ear. 
O'er  the  dim  window's  arch  entwin'd. 

The  canker'd  Ivy  chanc'd  to  hear. 
And  "See,"  she  cried,  "  that  specious  flower. 

Whose  flattering  bosom  courts  the  Sun, 
The  pageant  of  a  gilded  hour. 

The  convent's  sample  hearts  bath  won  1 

"  Obseqobus  meanness !  ever  prone 

To  watch  the  patron's  turning  eye ; 
No  will,  no  motion  of  its  own  I 

>Tis  this  they  love,  for  this  they  sigh : 
««Go,  splendid  sycophant !   no  more 

Display,  thy  soft  seductive  arte ! 
The  flattering  clKne  of  courts  explore. 

Nor  spoil  the  convent's  simple  hearts. 
"  To  me  their  praise  more  justly  due. 

Of  longer  bloom,  and  happier  grace ! 
Whom  changing  months  unaltered  view. 

And  find  them  in  ray  fond  embrace." 
"  How  well,"  the  modest  flower  replied, 

«•  Can  Envy's  wrested  eye  elude 
The  obvious  bounds  that  still  divide 

Fowl  Flattery  from  fair  Gratitude. 


*«  My  duteous  praise  each  hour  I  pay, 
For  few  the, hours  that  I  must  live. 

And  give  to  him  my  littie  day. 

Whose  grace  another  day  may  give. 

«  When  low  this  golden  form  shall  fall 

And  spread  with  dust  its  parent  plain ; 
That  dust  shall  hear  bis  genial  call. 

And  rise,  to  glory  rise  again. 
'<  To  thee,  my  gracious  power,  to  thee 

My  love,  my  heart,  my  life,  are  due  1 
Thy  goodness  gave  that  life  to  be ; 

Thy  goodness  shall  that  life  renew. 

«  Ah  me!   one  moment  from  thy  sight 
That  thus  my  truant-eye  should  stray  1 

The  god  of  glory  sets  in  night ! 

His  tiiihless  flower  has  lost  a  day." 

Sore  griev'd  the  flower,  and  dnx>p'd  her  bead ;. 

And  sudden  tears  her  breast  bedew'd*: 
Consenting  tears  the  sisters  shed, 

And,  wrapt  in  holy  wonder,  view'd. 

With  joy,  with  pious  pride  elate, 
«*  Behold,"  the  aged  abbess  cries, 

*'  An  emblem  of  that  happier  fate 
Which  Heaven  to  all  but  us  denies. 

<'  Our  hearts  no  foars  but  duteous  fears. 

No  charm  but  duty's  charm  can  move  ? 
We  shed  no  tears  but  holy  tears 

Of  tender  penitence  aud  love. 
"  See  there  the  envious  world  ponrtray'd 

In  that  dark  look,  that  creeping  pace  I 
No  flower  can  bear  the  Ivy's  shade ; 

No  tree  support  its  cold  embrace. 

'<  The  oak  that  rears  it  from  the  gn>nnd. 
And  bears  its  tendrils  to  the  skies. 

Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  Found, 
And  iu  its  poisonous  arms  he  dies." 

Her  moral  thus  the  matron  read. 
Studious  to  teach  her  children  dear. 

And  they  by  love,  or  duty  led,  > 
With  pl^fiure  heard,  or  seem'd  to  hear. 

Yet  one  less  duteous,  not  less  feir, 

(In  convents  still  the  tale  is  known) 
The  feble  beard  with  silent  care. 

But  found  a  moral  of  her  own. 
The  flower  that  smil'd  along  the  day, 

And  droop'd  in  tears  at  evenings  fall  ; 
Too  -well  she  found  her  life  display, 

Too  well  her  fatal  lot  recall. 
The  treacherous  Ivy's  gloomy  shade^ 

That  murder'd  what  it  most  embrac'd. 
Too  well  that  cruel  scene  convey'd 

Which  all  her  fairer  hopes  effaced. 
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Her  heart  with  nlent  honour  shook ; 

With  sighs  she  sought  her  lonely  ciaU : 
To  the  dim  light  she  cast  one  look; 

And  hade  once  mere  the  world  farewelU 


FABLE  II.   ' 
THE  EFENING  PRIMROSE. 

Tuns  are  that  love  the  shades  of  life, 
.    And  shun  the  splendid  walks  of  fame ; 
There  are  that  hold  it  raefol  strife 
To  risk  ambitioD*s  loeing  game  ; 

That  fiu*  from  Envy's  lurjd  eye 

The  fairest  fruits  of  genius  rear. 
Content  to  see  them  Moom  and  die. 

In  Friendship's  small  but  kindly  sphere. 

Than  vainer  flowers  tho*  sweeter  far. 
The  evening  Primrose  shuns  the  day ; 

Blooms  only  to  the  western  star. 
And  loves  its  solitary  ray. 

In  Eden's  vale  an  aged  bind. 

At  the  dim  twilight's  closing  hour. 
On  his  time-smoothed  staff  reclin'd, 

With  wtmder  view'd  the  opening  flower. 

«  Ill-fated  flower,  at  eve  to  blow/' 

In  pity's  simple  thought  he  ones, 
**  lliy  bosom  must  not  fieel  the  glow 

Of  splendid  snns,  or  smiling  skies. 

**  Nor  thee,  the  vagrants  of  the  field. 

The  hamlet's  little  train  behold ; 
Their  eyes  io  sweet  oppression  yield,  ^ 

When  thine  the  falhng  shades  unfold. 

"  Nor  thee  the  hasty  shepherd  heeds» 
When  love  has  filPd  his  heart  with  cares. 

For  flowers  he  rifles  aH  the  meadai 
For  waking  flowers— but  thine  forbean. 

<*Ahl  waste  no  more  that  beauteous  bksem 
On  night's  chill  shade,  that  fragrant  breath ; 

Let  smiling  suns  those  gems  illume  ! 
Fair  flower,  to  live  unseen  is  death.'' 

Soft  as  the  voice  of  vernal  gales 
That  o'er  the  bending  meaiow  blow. 

Or  streams  that  steal  thro'  even  vales. 
And  murmur  that  they  move  so  slow : 

Deep  in  her  nnlraquentad  bower. 
Sweet  Philomela pow'd  her  strain; 

The  bird  of  eve  approved  her  flower. 
And  answered  thus  the  anxious  swaio. 

"  Live  unseen! 
By  moonlight  shades,  in  valleys  green. 

Lovely  &wer,  we'll  lite  unseen* 
Of  our  pleasures  deem  not  lightly. 
Laughing  Day  may  look  more  sprigbUy, 
Bat  I  love  the  modest  mien, 
Still  I  love  the  modest  mien 
Of  gentle   Evenmg  fair,    and  her  star-train'd 
queen.  * 

**  Didst  thou,  shepherd,  never  find. 
Pleasure  is  of  pensive  kind  } 
Hast  thy  cottage  never  known 
That  she  loves  to  Kve  alone  ? 
Dost  thon  not  at  evening  hour 
Feel  some  soft  and  secret  power, 
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Gliding  o*er  thy  yidding  mind^ 

Leave  sweet  serenity  behmd. 

While  all  disarm'd,  the  cares  of  day 

SteaJ  thro'  the  falling  gloom  away  ? 

Lore-to  think  thy  kt  was  laid 

In  this  undistUnguish'd  shade. 

Far  from  the  world's  infectious  view. 

Thy  little  virtues  safely  blew. 

Go,  fuid  in  day's  itiore  dangerous  hour, ' 

Guard  thy  emblematic  flower." 


FABLE  IIL 
rarj?  LAUREL  AND  THE  REED. 

Tya  reed  *  that  once  the  shepherd  blew 

On  old  Cepbisus^  hallow'd  side. 
To  Sylla's  cruel  bow  apply'd, 

Its  inoffensive  master  slew. 

Stay,  bloody  ooldier,  stay  thy  hand, 
Nor  take  the  shepherd's  gentle  breath  x 

Thy  rage  let  innocence  withstand  ; 
Let  music  sootiie  the  thirst  of  death* 

He  frown'd*-he  bade  the  arrow  fly — 
The  arrow  smote  the  tuneful  swain  ; 

No  more  its  tone  his  lip  shall  try. 
Nor  wake  its  vocal  soul  again. 

Cephisns,  from  bis  sedgy  urn. 

With  woe  beheld  the  sanguine  deed ; 

He  mourned,  and,  as  they  heard  him  mount. 
Assenting  sigh'd  each  trembling  reed. 

"  Fair  offspring  of  my  waves,"  he  cried; 

*'That  bind  my  brows,  my  banks  adora. 
Pride  of  the  plains,  the  river's  pride. 

For  music,  peace,  and  beauty  bom ! 

<<  Ah  !  what,  unheedful  have  we  done  ? 

What  demons  here  in  death  delight  ?J 
What  fiends  that  curse  the  social  Sun? 

What  furies  of  infernal  night  ? 

<<  See,  see  my  peaceful  shepherds  bleed! 

Each  heart  in  hannonv  that  vy'd. 
Smote  by  its  own  melodioufl  roed. 

Lies  cold,  along  my  blushing  side* 
"Back  to  your  urn,  my  waters,  fly; 

Or  find  in  earth  some  secret  way; 
For  honour  dins  yon  conscious  sky. 

And  Hell  has  issu'd  into  day." 

Thro'  Ddphi's  holy  depth  of  shade 

The  sympathetic  sorrows  ran; 
While  in  bis  dim  and  mournful  glade 

The  Genius  of  her  groves  began : 
"  In  vam  Cephisus  sighs  to  save 

The  swain  that  loves  his  watiy  mead. 
And  weeps  to  see  his  reddening  wav^e, 

And  mourns  for  his  perverted  reed : 
<<  In  vain  my  violated  groves 

Must  I  with  equal  grief  beanul. 
While  desolation  sternly  roves, 

And  bids  the  sanguine  hand  «ge«fl, 

iThereedson  the  baafcsof  the Cephiaw^  of 
which  the  shepherds  made  thfir  pip«|,  ^Ua'a 
soldiers  uded  for  arrows. 
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*<  God  of  the  genial  itrMm,  behold 
My  laurel  shades  of  leaves  so  bare ! 

Those  leaves  no  poet's  brows  enfold, 
Nor  bind  Apollo's  golden  hair. 

Like  thy  fidr  ofispring,  misapply'dj 
Far  other  porposc  they  supply ; 

The  murderer's  burning  cheek  to  hide, 
And  on  his  froirnftil  tetnptes  die* 

«  Yet  doenn  not  these  of  Pinto's  race. 
Whom  wonnded  Nature  sues  in  vain  ; 

Pluto  disclaims  the  dire  disgrace. 
And  cries,  indignant,  They  are  men.** 


FABLE  IV. 

THE  GARDEN  ROSE  AND  TBE 
WILD  ROSE. 

'*  As  Dee,  whose  current,  free  from  stain, 
Glides  &ir  o'er  Merioneth's  plain, 
By  mountains  forc'd  his  way  to  steer. 
Along  the  take  of  Pimbie  Mere, 
Darts  swiftly  thro'  the  stagnant  mass. 
His  watcrs'^tremWing  as  they  pass. 
And  leads  his  lucid  waves  below, 
Unmix'd,  unsullied  as  they  flow — 
So  clear  thro'  life's  tumultuous  tide, 
So  free  conld  Thought  and  Fancy  glides 
Could  Hope  as  sprightly  bold  her  course. 
As  first  she  teft  her  native  source, 
Uuooght  ia  her  romantic  cell 
The  keeper  of  her  dreams  might  dwell. 

<*  But  ah !  they  will  not,  will  not  last^ 
IVhen  Vde*  first  Mry  stage  is  past. 
The  glowii^  band  of  ¥ifvpt  is  cold ; 
And  Fancy  lives  not  to  be  old. 
Darker,  and  dariicr  aM  before  ; 
We  turn  the  former  prospect  o'er ; 

And  find  in  Memory's  foithful  eye 
Our  little  rtock  of  pleasures  lie 

««  Come,  then ;  thy  kind  recesses  ope ! 
Fair  keeper  of  the  dreams  of  Hope ! 

Cbme  with  thy  visioaary  tnua. 
And  bring  my  morning  scenes  again ! 
To  Enon's  wild  and  silent  shade, 
Where  oft  my  loody  youth  was  laid ; 
What  time  the  woodland  Genius  canie, 

AnH  toocVd  me  with  his  holy  flame. — 
•*  Or,  where  the  hermit,  Bela,  leads 

Her  waves  thro^  soliUry  meads; 

And  only  foods  the  desert-flower. 

Where  once  she  sooth'd  my  slumbering  hour : 

Or  roos'd  by  Stainmore's  wintry  sky, 

She  wearies  Echo  with  ber  cry  ; 

And  oft,  what  scoims  her  bosom  tear, 

Her  deq[>ly-wouDded  banks  declare. — 
**  Where  Eden's  fisirer  waters  flow. 

By  Milton's  bower,  or  Osty's  brow. 

Or  Bioekley's  aldei^shaded  cave. 

Or,  winding  roond  the  Druid's  grave. 

Silently  glidf ,  with  pious  fear 

To  soODdhis  holy  slambers  near.— • 

<«  To  these  fair  scenes  of  Fancy's  reign, 
O  Memory  \  bear  me  once  again: 
For,  when  life's  varie^l  scenes  are  past, 
Tis  simple  Nature  clianus  at  last." 


'Twas  thus  of  (rfd  a  poet  prayed ; 

Th'  indulgent  power  his  pray*r  appro>v'd» 
And,  ere  the  gathered  .rose  could  fhde, 

Restor'd  him  to  the  scenes  he  lovM. 

A  rose,  the  poet's  favoarite  flower. 
From  Flora's  cultor'd  walks  he  bore ; 

No  fiurer  bloomM  in  Esber's  bower. 
Nor  Prior's  charming  Chloe  wore. 

No  fairer  flowers  codld  Fancy  twine 

To  hide  Anacreon's  snowy  hair  j 
For  there  Almeria's  bloom  divine, 

And  Elliot's  sweetest  blush  was  there. 

When  she,  the  pride  of  courts,  retires. 
And  leaves  fbr  shades  a  nation's  love. 

With  awe  the  village  maid  admires,  . 

How  Waldegrave  looks,     how    Waldegrave 
moves. 

Somarvell'd  much  in  Ehon's  shade 
The  flowers  that  all  uncultur'd  grew. 

When  there  the  splendid  Rose  display'd 
Her  swelling  breast  and  sbiniBg  hue. 

Yet  one,  that  oft  adom'd  the  place 
Where  now  her  gaudy  rival  reign'd. 

Of  simpler  bloom,  but  kindred  race. 
The  pensive  Eglantine  oomplain'd.— 

"  Mistaken  youth,"  with  sighs  she  said, 
'*  From  Nature  and  from  me  to  stray ! 

The  bard,  by  splendid  forms  betray'd. 
No  more  shall  frame  the  purer  lay. 

*<  Luxuriant,  like  the  flaunting  Rose« 
And  gay  the  brilliant  strains  may  be. 

But  far,  in  beauty,  fsx  from  those. 
That  flow'd  to  Nature  and  to  oe.*' 

The  poet  felt,  with  fiMod  surprise. 

The  truths  the  sylvan  critic  told ; 
And,  *«  Though  this  courtly  Rose,"  he  Cries, 

«  Is  gay,  is  beauteous  to  behold; 

«' Yet,  lovely  flower,  I  find  in  the« 
Wild  sweetness  which  no  words  express. 

And  charms  in  thy  simplicity. 
That  dwell  not  m  the  pride  of  dress." 


FABLE  V. 
THE  FIOLST  AND  THE  PANSY, 

Shbpbero,  if  near  thy  artless  breart 

l*he  god  of  fond  desires  repair  j 
Implore  hi  m  for  a  gentle  guest. 

Implore  him  with  unwearied  prayer. 

Should  beauty's  soul-enchanting  smile, 

Love-kindiing  looks,  and  features  gay, 
Should  these  thy  wandering  eye  beguile, 

And  sleal  thy  wareless  heart  away ; 
That  heart  shall  soon  with  sorrow  swell, 

And  soon  the  erring  eye  deplore. 
If  in  the  beauteous  bosom  dwell 

No  gentle  virtue's  genial  store. 

Far  from  his  hive  one  summer-day, 
A  young  and  yet  unpnictis'dbee. 

Home  on  his  tender  wings  away. 
Went  forth  the  flowery  world  to  see. 
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The  moniy  the  nooD  in  pUy  he  pass'd, 
Biat  when  the  shades  of  evening  came. 

No  paaenthroughithe  doe  repast. 
And  faintness  seiz'd  hb  Bttle  6anB. 

By  nature  urg'd,  byimtiactled, 
The  bosom  of  a  flower  besought, 

M'here  streams  moun'd  round  a  mossy  bed. 
And  violets  all  the  bank  enwniugbt. 

Of  kindred  race,  but  brighter  dies, 
On  that  fiur  bank  a  Paiisy  grew. 

That  borrowM  from  indulgent  skies 
A  velvet  shade  and  purple  hoe* 

The  tints  that  stream*d  with  glossy  gold. 
The  velvet  shade,  the  purple  hue, 

The  stranger  wonder'd  to  behold, 
And  to  its  bounteous  bosom  flew. 

Not  fonder  haste  the  lover  speeds,- 
At  evening's  fall,  his  fair  to  meet ; 

When  o'er  the  hardly-bending  meads 
He  springs  on  more  than  mortal  feet. 

Nor  glows  his  eyes  with  brighter  glee. 
When  stealing  near  her  orient  breast. 

Than  felt  the  fond  enamour'd  bee. 
When  flist  the  golden  bloom  he  prest. 

Ah !  pit)'  much  his  youth  untry*d, 
His  heart  in  beauty's  magic  spell ! 

So  never  passion  thee  betide, 

But  where  the  genial  virtues  dwell. 

In  vain  he  seeks  those  vhlnes  there; 

No  soul-sustaining  charms  abound  ^ 
No  honey'd  sweetness  to  repair 

The  languid  waste  of  life  is  found. 

An  aged  bee,  whose  labours  led 

Thro'  those  fair  springs,  and  meads  of  gold,. 
His  feeble  wing,  his  drooping  head 

Beheld,  and  pitied  to  behold. 

*<  Fly,  fond  adventurer,  fly  the  art 
That  courts  thine  eye  with  fair  attire ; 

Who  smiles  to  win  the  heedless  heart. 
Will  smiTe  to  see  that  heart  expire. 

*'  This  modest  flower  of  humbler  hue« 
That  boasts  no  depth  of  glowing  dyes, 

Array 'd  in  uiibespangled  blue, 
Hie  simple  clothing  of  the  skies — 

**  This  flower,  with  bslmy  sweetness  blest. 
May  yet  thy  languid  life  renew:" 

He  said,  atid  to  the  Violet's  breast 
The  little  vagrant  faintly  flew. 


FABLK  VI. 

THE    QUEEN   OF    THE  AfEJDOW 
AND  THE  CHOfFN  IMPEttfJL. 

From  Bactria's  vales,  where  beauty  blows 

Luxuriant  in  the  genial  ray; 
Where  flowers  a  bolder  gem  disclose. 

And  deeper  drink  the  golden  day. 

From  Dactria's  vales  to  Britain's  shore 
What  time  the  Crown  Imperial  came. 

Full  high  the  stately  stranger  bore 
The  honours  of  his  birth  and  name. 


In  all  the  pomp  of  eaatefil  tfcal^. 

In  all  the  eastern  gkiry  gay. 
He  bade,  with  native  pride  elate. 

Each  flower  of  humUer  birth  obey. 

O,  that  the  child  unborn  might  hear. 
Nor  hold  it  strange  in  distant  time. 

That  freedom  e'en  to  flowers  was  dear, 
To  flowers  that  bkx>m'd  in  Britain's  clime  f 

Through  purple  meads,  and  spicy  gales. 
Where  Strymon's'  silver  waters  play. 

While  iar  from  hence  their  goddess  dwells^ 
She  rules  with  delegated  sway. 

That  sway  the  Crown  Imperial  sought. 
With  high  demand  and  haughty  mien  t 

But  equal  claim  a  rival  brought, 
A  rival  call'd  the  Meadow's  Oueeo. 

*•  In  climes  of  orient  glory  bom. 
Where  beauty  first  and  empire  grew  ;- 

Where  flrst  unfolds  the  golden  mom, 
Where  richer  falls  the  fragrant  dew : 

'*  In  light's  ethereal  beauty  drest. 
Behold,"  he  cried,  "  the  AiToarM  flo#er. 

Which  Flora's  high  commands  invest 
With  ensigns  of  imperial  power  I 

**  Where  prostrate  vales,  and  blushing  meads. 
And  bending  mountains  own  his  sway. 

While  Persia's  lord  his  empire  Icsds, 
And  bids  the  trembling  world  obey ; 

"  While  blood  bedews  the  straining  bow. 
And  conquest  ^ends  the  scatter'd  air, 

'TIS  mine  to  bind  the  victor's  brow. 
And  reign  in  envy 'd  glory  there. 

"  Then  lowly  bow,  ye  British  flowers ! 

Confess  your  monarch's  mighty  sway. 
And  own  the  only  glory  yours. 

When  fear  flies  trembling  to  obey.'*' 

He  said,  and  sudden  o'er  the  plain. 
From  flower  to  flower  a  murmur  ran. 

With  modest  air,  and  milder  stntln. 
When  thus  the  Meadow's  Queen  began : 

<*  If  vain  of  birth,  of  glory  vain. 

Or  fond  to  bear  a  regal  name. 
The  pride  of  fully  brings  disdain. 

And  bids  me  urge  a  tyrant's  claim : 

"  If  war  my  peaceful  realms  assail. 
And  then,  unmov'd  by  pity's  call, 

I  smile  to  see  the  bleeding  vale. 
Or  feel  one  joy  in  Nature's  faff; 

**  Then  may  each  justly  A'engefol  flower 
Pursue  her  queen  with  gen'rous  strife,. 

Nor  leave  the  hand  of  lawless  power 
Such  compass  on  the  scale  of  life. 

'*  One  simple  virtue  all  my  pride ! 

llie  wish  that  flies -to  mis'ry's  aid ; 
The  balm  that  stops  the  crimson  tide*. 

And  heals  the  womids  that  war  has  made.* 

Their  free  cohsent  by  zephyrs  borne, 
The  flowers  their  Meadow's Quaenobey  -, 

iUid  foirer  blushes  crown'd  the  mom. 
And  sweeter  fragrance  fill'd  the  day. 

'  The  Ionian  Strymon. 

«  The  property  of  that  flfower. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FABLES  OP  FLORA. 


44T 


fABT.E  VII. 
THE  fFALL'FLOWER. 

*'  ^' HY  loves  my  floirer,  the  iweetest  flower 
That  swelU  the  golden  breast  of  May, 

Thrown  rudely  o*er  this  ruioM  tower, 
To  waste  her  solitary  day  ? 

'*  Why,  when  the  mead,  the  spicy  vale. 

The  grove  and  genial  garden  call, 
WilJ  she  her  fragrant  soul  exhale, 

Uiiheeded  on  the  lonely  wall  ? 

«*  For  never  sure  was  beauty  bom 
To  live  in  death's  deserted  shade  ! 

Come,  lovely  flower,  my  banks  adorn. 
My  banks  for  life  and  beauty  made.** 

Thus  Pity  wak'd  the  tender  thongfat. 

And  by  her  sweet  penuaskm  led. 
To  seize  the  bennit-flower  I  nought. 

And  bear  her  from  her  stony  tel 

I  songht>— but  sudden  on  mhie  ear 
A  voice  in  hollow  murmurs  broke. 

And  smote  my  heart  with  holy  fear — 
The  Genius  of  the  Ruin  spoke. 

*'  Frr»m  thee  be  far  th'  ungentle  deed. 
The  honours  of  the  dead  to  spoil. 

Or  take  the  sole  remaining  meed. 

The  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toil ! 

"  Nur  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  foe. 
Or  fond  to  grace  this  barren  shade  j 

^ris  Nature  tells  her  to  bestow 
Her  honours  on  the  lonely  dead. 

*'  For  this,  obedient  zephyrs  bear 

Her  light  seeds  round  yon  turret's  mould. 

And  undispers'd  by  tempests  there, 
lliey  rise  in  vegetable  gold. 

"  Nor  shall  thy  wonder  wake  to  see 
Such  desert  scenes  distinction  crave  ; 

Oil  have  tliey  been,  and  oft  shall  be 
Truth's,  UoDour's,  Valour's,  Beauty's  grave. 

•*  Where  longs  to  fall  that  rifted  spire, 

As  weary  of  th'  insulting  air; 
The  poet's  thought,  the  warrior's  fire. 

The  lover's  sighs  are  sleeping  there. 

"  When  that  too  shakes  the  trembling  ground, 
Borne  down  by  some  tempestuous  sky. 

And  many  a  slumbering  collage  round 
Startles — how  still  their  hearts  will  lie  I 

*<  Of  them  who,  wrapt  in  earth  so  cold, 
No  more  the  smiling  day  shall  view. 

Should  many  a  tender  tale  be  told ; 
For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due. 

*'  Hast  thou  not  seen  some  lover  pale. 
When  evening  brought  the  pensive  hour. 

Step  slowly  o'er  the  shadowy  vale. 
And  stop  to  pluck  the  frequent  flower  ? 

*'  Thoee  flowers  he  surely  meant  to  strew 

On  lost  affection's  lowly  ceil ; 
Tho'  there,  as  fond  remembrance  grew. 

Forgotten,  from  his  hand  they  fell. 

**  Has  not  for  thee  the  fragrant  thorn 
Been  taught  her  first  rose  to  resign  ? 

With  vain  but  pious  fondness  borne 
To  deck  thy  Nancy's  honour'd  shrine  ! 


"  Tis  Nature  pleading  tn  the  breast,        ' '   ~  '^ 
Fair  memory  of.  her  works  to  find ; 

And  when  to  fate  she  yields  the  rest. 
She  cUims  the  monumental  mind. 

*•  Why,  else,  the  overgrown  paths  of  time 
Would  thus  the  lettered  sage  explore. 

With  pain  these  crumbling  ruins  climb. 
And  on  the  doubtfol  sculpture  pore  ? 

"  Why  seeks  he  with  unwearied  toll 
Through  death's  dim  walks  to  urge  his  way, 

Reclaim  his  long^sserted  spoil. 
And  lead  oblivion  into  day  > 

"  >Tis  Nature  prompts,  "by  toil  or  fear 
Unmov>d,  to  range  through  death's  domain : 

The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear 
Her  children's  story  told  again. . 

<■  Treat  not  with  scorn  his  thoughtful  hours. 
If  haply  near  these  haunts  he  stray; 

Nor  take  the  fair  enlivening  flowers 
That  bloom  to  cheer  his  lonely  way." 


FABLE  Vni. 
THE  TULIP  AND  THE  MYRTLE. 

'Tw  AS  on  the  border  of  a  stream 

A  gaily-painted  Tulip  stood. 
And,  gilded  by  the  morning  beam, 

Survey'd  her  beauties  in  the  flood. 

And  sure,  more  lovely  to  behold. 
Might  nothing  meet  the  wistful  eye. 

Than  Crimson  fading  into  gold. 
In  streaks  of  fairest  symmetry. 

The  beauteous  flower,  with  piide  elate. 
Ah  me !  that  pridie  with  beauty  dwells ! 

Vainly  affects  superior  st»te. 
And  thus  in  empty  fancy  swells : 

**  O  lustre  of  unrivall'd  bloom ! 

Fair  paijntiog  of  a  hand  divine  I 
Superior  far  to  mortal  doom. 

The  hues  ot  Heav'n  alone  are  mine  1 

*«  Away,  ye  worthless,  formless  race ! 

Ye  weeds,  that  boast  the  name  of  flowers  ? 
No  more  my  native  bed  disgrace. 

Unmeet  for  tribes  so  mean  as  yours  I 

<*  Shall  the  bright  daughter  of  the  Sun 
Associate  with  the  sbnibs  of  Earth  ? 

Ye  sla%'es,  your  sovereign's  presence  shun ! 
Respect  her  beauties  and  her  birth. 

^*  And  thou,  dull,  sullen  ever-green ! 

Shalt  thou  my  shining  »phere  invade  ? 
My  noon-day  beauties  beam  unseen, 

Obscur'd  beneath  thy  dusky  shade !" 

<*  Deluded  flower ! "  the  MyrUe  crits. 
Shall  we  thy  moment's  bloom  adore? 

The  mean'st  shrub  that  you  despise. 
The  meanest  flower  has  merit  more. 

**  That  daisy,  in  its  simple  bloom. 
Shall  last  along  the  changing  year; 

Blush  on  the  snow  of  Winter's  gfloom. 
And  bid  the  smiling  Spring  appear. 
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««TheTiolet,  tiiat,  thoM  b«iks  beiieatb» 
Hidef  IroiB  thy  locNrii  ite  modest  hMul, 

Shall  fill  the  air  wilh  fngiaiit  Iweulb, 
When  thoQ  ait  in  thy  Ottsty  iMd. 

'<FeoI,whobQaBtBOgoldMitha4e,    , 
Am  of  DO  sbioiiig  tiatt  poana'd. 

When  low  thy  lucid  fonn  k  laid. 
Shall  bloom  on  mai^  a  lovaly  breaaL 

'*  And  he,  whose  kind  and  fostcrii^  care 

To  thee,  to  me,  our  baii^  gave. 
Shall  near  his  breast  myfiowrats  wear. 

And  walk  regardless  o'er  thy  grave. 
"  Deluded  flower,  the  friendly  screen 

lliat  hides  thee  firom  the  noon-Ude  ray. 
And  mocks  thy  passion  to  be  seen. 

Prolongs  thy  transitory  day. 

«  But  kindly  deeds  with  aoom  repaid. 
No  more  by  virUie  need  be  done : 

I  now  withdraw  my  dusky  shade. 
And  yield  thee  to  thy  darUng  Sun.*' 

Fierce  on  the  flower  the  scorching  beam 
.     With  a)l  its  weight  of  gbry  fell ; 
The  flower  exulting  caught  the  gleam. 
And  lent  its  leaves  a  bolder  swelL 

IZs^anded  by  the  searching  fire. 
The  curling  leaves  the  breaatnltaclosM; 

The  mantling  bloom  waapainted  higher, 
And  every  latent  charm  expas'd* 

But  when  the  Sun  was  slidiqg  low 
And  ev'ning  came,  with  dews  so  cold; 

The  wanton  beauty  oeas'd  to  blow. 
And  sought  her  bending  leaves  to  fold. 

Tbose  leaves,  alas  I  no  more  would  dose; 

Relax'd,  exhausted,  sickening,  pale. 
They  left  her  to  a  parent's  woes, 

And  fled  before  the  rising  gale. 


FABLE  UL 
THE  BEE  FLOWER  K 

Comb,  let  us  leave  tins  paiated  plain; 

lliis  waste  of  flowers  that  palls  the  eye  t 
The  walks  of  Nature's  wilder  reign 

Shall  please  in  plainer  majesty. 

Through  those  feir  scenes,  where  yofc  she 
Superior  charms  to  Brodanan's  art. 

Where,  crown'd  with  elegant  repose. 
He  cherishes  the  social  heart*- 


1  This  is  a  species  of  the  orchis,  which  is  found 
in  the  barren  and  mountainous  parts  of  lincoln- 
sbire,  Worcestershire,  Kent,  aud  Herefordshire. 
Nature  has  formed  a  bee  apparently  feeding  on 
the  breast  of  a  flower  with  so  much  exactness, 
that  it  is  impossible  at  k  very  small  distance  to 
distinguish  the  imposition.  For  this  purpose  she 
has  observed  an  economy  different  from  what  is 
fouad  in  most  other  flowery,  and  has  laid  the 
petals  horizontally.  The  genias  of  the  erchls,  oe 
satyrion,sbe«cans  profiMsedly  tohavemadeuse  of 
for  her  paintinfl^  and  oa  the  difierent  species  has 
drawn  the  perfea  forms  of  different  insects,  such 
as  bees,  flies,  butterflies,  &c. 


Through  thoae  fiiir  seenee  weHI  wander  wild. 
And  on  yon  pMtui'd  mountains  rest  I 

Come,  brother  dear !  come,  Nature's  child  ! 
Wtdi  sfll  her  simpte  vhtMS  blast 

The  Son  Hir-seen  on  distant  towers. 
And  clouding  groves  and  peopled  seas^ 

And  ruins  pale  of  princely  bowers 
On  Beacbb'rongh's  airy  hcighU  shall  plenae. 

Nor  lifeless  there  ttie  lonely  scene ; 

The  little  labourer  of  the  hive. 
From  flower  to  flower,  from  green  to  green. 

Murmurs  and  makes  the  wild  alive. 

See,  on  that  flowret*«vdvet  breast 

How  close  the  busy  vagrant  lies ! 
His  thin-wrought  plume,  his  downy  breast, 

Th' ambraoal  fald  thMt  swells  his  thighs  i 

^gardless,  while  we  wander  near, 

Thrifty  of  time,  his  task  he  plies  ; 
Or  sees  he  no  intruder  near  ? 

And  rest  in  sleep  hia  weary  eyes? 

Periiaps  his  firagrant  load  may  bind 

His  limbs ;— we'll  set  the  captive  ftec    ■ 
I  sought  the  living  Bee  to  bind. 

And  found  the  picture  ef  a  Bee. 
Attentive  to  oar  trifling  selves, 

From  thence  we  plan  the  rule  of  all; 
Thus  Nature  with  the  fabled  elves ' 

We  rank,  and  these  her  spoits  we  calL 

Be  far,  my  Iriend,  from  you,  from  me, 
Th'  unhallow'd  term,  the  thoo^t  profane^ 

That  life's  majestic  source  may  be 
In  idle  foncy's  trifling  vein. 

I  Remember  still,  'tis  Nature's  plan 
'     Beligion  in  your  love  to  find  ; 
And  know,  for  this,  she  first  in  man 
Inspir'd  the  imitative  mind. 

As  conscious  that  aifectien  grow*, 
Pleas'd  with  the  penciPs  mimie  power^ 

That  power  with  leading  hand  she  shows. 
And  paints  a  Bee  upon  a  fiower. 

Mark,  how  that  rooted  mandrake  weara 
His  human  feet,  his  human  hands ! 

Oft,  as  his  shapely  form  he  rears. 
Aghast  the  frighted  pfeagfamaa  stands. 

See  where,  in  yonder  orient  stone. 

She  seems  e'en  with  heradf  at  strife. 
While  fairer  from  her  hand  is  shown 

The  pictui'd,  than  the  native  life. 
Helvetia's  lodu,  Sabrina's  waves. 

Still  many  a  shining  pebble  bear, 
Where  oft  her  studious  hand  engraves 

The  perfect  form,  and  leaves  it  there. 

O  long,  my  Paxton^  boast  her  ait ; 

And  long  her  laws  of  love  fulfil : 
To  thee  she  gave  her  hand  and  heait. 

To  thee,  her  kindness  and  her  skill ! 

s  The  well-known  febles  of  the  Painter  and  the 
Statuary  that  MV  in  fove  with  objects  of  their 
own  creation,  plainly  arose  from  the  idea  of  that 
attachment,  which  follows ,  the  imitation  oC 
agreeable  objects,  to  the  ol^ects  imitated. 

1  An  ingenio\i9  portnut-painter  in  Rathbone 
Place. 
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FABLE  X. 


THE  WILDING  AND   THE  BROOM. 

In  yonder  green  -wood  Mows  the  broomj 
Shepherds  weMl  Uust  our  flocks  to  stray. 

jCouit  Nature  in  her  sweetest  bloom. 
And  steal  from  care  one  sammer-day. 

Rom  him '  whose  gay  and  graceful  brow 

Fair-handed  Hame  with  roses  binds, 
wen  learn  to  breathe  thetcpder  vow. 

Where  slow  the  iiury  Fortha  winds. 
And  oh  1  that  be*  whose  gentle  breast 

In  Nature's  softest  mould  was  made. 
Who  left  her  smBing  works  imprest 

In  characters  that  cannot  fade ; 
That  he  might  leave  his  lowly  shrine, 

Ih^  softer  there  the  seasons  lall — 
They  come,  the  sons  of  verse  divine, 

They  oome  to  Fancy's  magic  calK 

**  What  airy  sounds  invite 
My  steps  not  unreluctant,  from  the  depth 
Of  Shene's  delightful  groves  >  Beposing  there 
No  more  I  hear  the  busy  voice  df  men 
Far-toiling  o'er  the  globe — save  to  the  call 
Of  sool-e;ca1ting  poetry,  the  ear 
Of  death  denies  attention.    Rous'd  by  her, 
The  genius  of  sepulchral  silence  opes 
His  drowsy  cells,  and  yields  us  to  the  day. 
For  thee,   whose  iiand^    whatever   paints  the 

Spring, 
Or  swells  on  Summei's  breast,  or  loads  the  lap 
,Of  Autumn,  gathers  heedful— Thee  whose  rites 
At  Nature's  shrine  with  holy  care  are  paid 
Paily  and  nightly,  boughs  of  brightest  green. 
And  every  fairest  rose,  the  god  of  groves, 
The  queen  of  flowers,  sh«Lll  sweeter  save  for  thee. 
Yet  not  if  beauty  only  claim  thy  lay, 
Tnneftilly  triflii^.  Fair  philosophy. 
And  Nature's  love,  and  every  mortal  charm 
That  leads  in  sweet  captivity  the  mind 
To  virtue— -ever  in  thy  nearest  cares 
Be  these,  and  animate  thy  living  page 
With  troth  resistles^  beaming  from  the  source 
Of  perfect  hght  immortal— Vainly  boasts 
That  golden  Broom  its  sunny  robe  of  flowers : , 
Fair  are  the  sonny  flowers ;  but,  fading  soon 
And  fruitless,  yield  the  forester's  regard 
To  the  well-loaded  wilding— Shepherd,  there 
Behold  the  fhte  of  song,  and  lightly  deem 
Of  all  but  moral  b^uty.'* 

— "  Not  in  ?ain"— » 

I  bear  my  Hamilton  reply. 

(The  torch  of  fiuicy  in  his  eye) 

•*  'Tis  not  in  vain,"  1  hear  him  say, 

•'  That  Nature  pajnts  her  works  so  gay  j 

For,  fruitless  though  that  ftiry  broom. 

Yet  still  we  bve  her  lavish  bloom. 

Cheer'd  with  that  bloom,  yon  desert  wild 

Its  native  honours  lost,  and  smii'd  ^ 

And  oft  we  mark  her  golden  r^y 

Along  the  dark  wood  scatter  day. 

"  Of  moral  uses  take  the  strife ; 
Leaye  me  the  elegance  of  life. 

I  William  Hamilton  of  Bangonr. 
•  Thomson. 
VOL.  XTf. 


Whatever  charms  the  eiar  or  eye. 
All  beauty  and  all  barmony ; 
If  sweet  sensations  these  produce, 
I  know  they  have  their  moral  use  ; 
I  know  that  Nature's  charms  can  move 
The  springs  that  strike  to  virtue's  love.^' 


FABLE  XI. 
THE  MJSLETOE  AND  THE  PASSION- 
FLOWER. 

In  this  dim  cave  a  druid  sleeps, 

Where  stops  the  passing  gale  to  moan; 
The  rock  he  hollow'd  o'er  him  weeps, ' 

And  cold  drops  wear  the  fretted  stone. 
In  this  dim  cave,  of  different  creed. 

An  hermit's  holy  ashes  rest : 
The  school-boy  finds  the  frequent  bead. 

Which  many  a  formal  matin  blest. 

That  truant-time  full  well  I  know. 
When  here  I  brought,  in  stolen  hour. 

The  druid's  magic  misletoe. 
The  holy  hermit's  passion-flower. 

The  ofiPrings  on  the  mystic  stone 
Peqsive  I  laid,. in  thought  profound. 

When  from  the  cave  a  deep'ning  groan 
.Issued,  and  froze  me  to  the  ground* 

{  hear  it  still— dost  thou  not  bear  ? 

Does  not  thy  haunted  fancy  start? 
The  sound  still  vibrates  through  mine  ear, 

The  horrour  rushes  on  my  heart. 

Unlike  to  living  sounds  it  cape, 
Unmix'd,  unmelodis'd  with  breath ; 

But,  grinding  through  some  scrannel  frame, 
Creak'd  from  the  bony  lungs  of  death. 

I  hear  it  still-^"  Depart,"  it  cries ; 

*'  No  tribute  bear  to  shades  unblest : 
Know,  here  a  bloody  druid  lies. 

Who  was  not  nurs'd  at  Nature's  breast 

"  Associate  he  with  demons  dire, 
O'ertiuman  victims  held  the  knife. 

And  pleas'd  to  see  the  babe  expire, 
SmiI'd  grimly  o'er  its  quiy' ring  life. 

*<Behold  his  crimson-streaming  hand 
Erect  I — ^his  dark,  fix'd,  murd'rous  eye !" 

In  the  dim  cave  1  saw  him  stand ; 
And  my  heart  died — I  felt  it  die. 

I  see  him  still— Dost  thou  not  see 
The  haggard  eye-bairs  hallow  glare  ? 

And  gleams  of  wild  ferocity 
Dart  through  the  sable  shade  of  hfiir? 

What  meagre  form  behind  him  moves. 
With  eye  that  rues  th'  invading  day; 

And  wrinkled  aspect  wan,  that  provSs 
The  mind  to  pale  remorse  a  prey? 

What  wretched — Hark — the  voice  replies, 
"  Boy,  bear  these  idle  honours  heuce  1 

For,  here  a  guilty  htrmit  lies,  ' 

Untrue  to  Nature,  Virtue,  Sense. 

<'  Though  Nature  lent  him  powers  to  aid 
The  moral  cause,  the  mutual  weal ; 

Those  powers  he  sunk  in  this  dim  shadej 
The  desp' rate  suicide  of  ze«t 


Digitized  by 


Google 


450 


LANOflORNE'&  POEMS. 


*<  Go,  teach  the  imat  of  Mkitly  haunts, 
Whose  cell's  the  Mpakshre  of  tldM  *, 

Thoagh  many  a  holy  hynm  he  ehattti, 
His  life  IB  one  oootino'd  orime. 

**  And  bear  theth  hence,  the  plant,  the  flower 
No  symbols  those  of  systems  vain  1 

They  have  the  duties  of  their  hour ;  i 

Some  bird,  some  insect  to  sostain." 


THE  COtNTRY  JUSTICE. 

BY  ONI  OF  HIS  MAJBSTY'S  JU8TICB8  OF  THB   PBACB 
fOti  '^%  COUMTT  OF  80MBBSBT. 

PART  THE  FIRST. 


TO  RICHJRD  ^ffklf,,  LI.  D. 

OMB  OF  BIS  MAJE^I^'S  JOmCBS  09  THB  PBACB  FOR 
THB  COUMTIBS  OF  WESTMOBLAKO  AND  CVMBSaLAMD. 

DBAB  SlB, 

A  rOBM  written  i>rofesse41y  at 
your  request,  naturally  addresses  itself  to  you. 
The  distinction  you  have  acquired  on  the  subject, 
and  your  tAite  fot  the  arts,  give  that  address 
every  kind  of  propriety.  If  I  have  any  particu- 
lar salisfiiotSoil  in  this  publication,  beside  what 
arises  from  my  copnplianoe  with  your  commands, 
it  must  be  ia  the  idea  of  that  testimony  it  bears 
to  our  friendship.  If  you  believe  that  1  am  more 
concerned  for  Uie  duration  6f  that  than  of  the 
Poem  itself,  you  will  not  be  mistaken;  for  J  am, 

DEAR  SIB, 

your  truly  affectionate. brother 

and  iisithful  humble  scrrant^ 

THE  AOTHOR. 
Somersatahire, 
April  25,  1774. 

THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 
INTRODUCTION. 
In  Richard's  days,  when  lost  his  pastur>d  plain, 
the  wandering  Briton   sought  the  i»ild  wood's 
With  great  disdain  beheld  the  feudal  bord,[reign. 
Poor  life -let  vassals  of  a  Normaai  lord ; 
And,  what  no.bmve  man  ever  kat,  poasess'd 
Himself— for  Freedom  bound  him  to  her  breast 
"     Lov'stthou  that  Freedom  ?  By  her  holy  shrine, 
If  yet  one  drop  of  British  blood  be  thine. 
See,  I  ccmjure  thee,  in  the  desert  shade. 
His  bow  unstrung,  his  little  hottsehold  laid. 
Some  brave  forefather;  ^hile   his  ft^s  they 

share, 
By  Saxon,  Bane,  or  Norman,  banish*d  there  1 
And  think  he  teUs  thee,  as  his  soul  withdraws, 
As  his  heart  swells  against  a  tyrant's  laws, 
The  war  with  iate,  though  fruitless  to  maintain, 
To  guard  that  liberty  he  lovM  in  vain. 

Were  thoughts  like  these  the  dreams  of  ancient 
PecuFiar  only  to  some  age,  or  clime  ?  [time  ? 
And  does  not  Nature  ihou|fat8  like  these  impart, 
Breathe  in  the  soul,  and  wnte  upon  the  heart  ? 

Ask  on  their  mountain  yon  ^serted  band, 
That  point  to  PaaU  witk  no  plBi^sive  hand  ^ 


Despismg  still,  their  frMton  aonb  anbrakp. 
Alike  the  Gallic  and  Ugurian  yoke. 

Yet  while  the  patriot^  geli*roaS  rage  we  i 
Still  civil  safety  ealls  vs  \mk  t^  oaie  ;— 
To  Britain  Ipst  ib  either  Henry*!  day, 
Her  woods  her  monntains  one  wild  sceoe  of  picy  i 
Fair  Peace  from  all  her  bounteous  vbIIim  iod. 
And  Law  beneath  the  barbed  arrow  bled. 

In  happier  days,  with  more  auspicious  late. 
The  far.famM  Edward  heaPd  his  wounded  state  ; 
Dread  of  his  foes,  but  to  his  subjects  dear. 
These  learn 'd  to  love,  as  those  are  taught  to  fear. 
Their  lanrenM  prince  with  British  pride  6bey» 
His  glory  Shone  their  discontent  away. 

With  care  the  tender  flower  of  love  to  save. 
And  plant  the  olive  on  Disorder's  grave, 
For  civil  storms'  fresh  barriers  to  provide. 
He  caught  the  fov'riug  calm  and  falling  tide. 

THB  APPOINTMBNT,  AND  HS  PUBFOSES. 

The  social  laws  from  insult  to  protect ; 
To  cherish  peace,  to  cultivate  respect ; 
The  rich  from  wanton  <Aruelty  restrain. 
To  smooth  the  bed  of  penury  and  pain  ; 
The  hapless  vagrant  to  his  rest  restore. 
The  maze  of  fraud,  the  haunts  of  theft  explore  i 
The  thoughtless  maiden,  when  subduM  by  art. 
To  aid,  and  bring  her  rover  to  her  heart ; 
Wild  riot's  voice  with  dignity  to  quell, 
Forbid  unpeaceful  passions  to  rebel, 
Wrest  frokn  revenge  the  meditated  hartaa. 
For  this  fair  Justice  rais'd  her  sacred  ai«i; 
Fur  this  the  rural  magistrate,  of  yore. 
Thy  honours,  Edward,  to  his  mansion  bore^ 

ANCtBNT  JUSnCS'S  ilALl. 

Oft,  where  ohl  Air  in  conscious  glory  sails. 
On  silver  waves  that  flow  thro'  smiling  vales. 
In  Harewood's  groves,  where  long  ny  yoaCh  was 

laid. 
Unseen  beneath  their  ancient  worid  of  sbada. 
With  many  a  groupe  of  antique  oQlumns  cro«a*dy 
In  Gothic  guise  such  mansion  >ave  I  found. 

Nor  lightly  deem,  ye  apes  of  modem  moe^ 
'  Ye  cits  that  sore  bedizen  Nature's  ihos^ 
Of  the  more  manly  structures  hers  yaview; 
They  rose  for  greatness  that  ye  never  hnaw  I 
Ye  reptile  cits,  that  oft  have  mov'd  my  spleen. 
With  Venus,  and  the  Graces  on  your  green  i 
Let  Piutus,  growling  o'er  his  iil-g^t  weallh» 
Let  Mercniy,the  tbriringgod  of  sisalth. 
The  shopman,  Janus,  with  his  double  looks. 
Rise  on  yoUr  mounU,  and  perCh  Qpoa  your  books  I 
But,  spare  my  Venus,  spare  each  sister  Orace, 
Ye  cits,  that  sore  bedizen  Nature's  fmbt. 

Ye  rvyal  architects,  whose  antic  taste. 
Would    lay  the  realm*  of  Sense  and  Nature 

waste ; 
Forgot,  whenever  from  h*r  steps  ye  stray. 
That  folly  only  points  each  other  way  ; 
Here,  tho'  your  eye  no  courtly  creature  sees ; 
Snakes  on  the  ground,  or  monkie^  in  the  trees; 
Yet  let  not  too  severe  a  censure  fell, 
On  the  plain  preciticts  of  the  ancient  hall. 

For  tho'  no  sight  your  chjldish  fancy  meets. 
Of  Thibet's  dogs,  or  China's  perroqoets ; 
Tho'  apes,  asps,  lizards,  things  without  a  Uil^ 
And  all  the  tribes  of  foreign  monstcWl  Cail ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


theTcountry  justice,  part  I. 


451 


Hen  ihaS  ye  sifffa  to  see,  with  rust  Q*ergniwa, 
'  The  iron  griffin  and  the  sphyiuc  of  stone ; 
And  mourn,  neglected  in  their  waste  abodes. 
Ftre-breathiqg:  dcakes,  and  water-sponting  gods. 

LoQg  have  these  mighty  monsters  known  dis- 
grace. 
Yet  still  some  trophies  hold  their  ancient  place  ; 
Where,  round -the  hall,  the  oak's  high  surbase 

rears 
The  field-day  triumphs  of  two  hundred  years. 

Th**  enonmws  antlers  here  recall  the  day 
-  That  saw  the  forest-monarch  forc'd  away ; 
Who,  many  a  flood,  and  many  a  mountain  past, 
Nor  finding  those,  nor  deeming  these  the  last, 
0*er  floods,  o*er  moanuins  yet  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Long  ere  the  deatb-dro{^  fiU'd  hi?  fiailiag  eye  ! 

Itere,  fiim'd  for  ciuming,  and  in  crimes  grown 
old, 
Hangs  his  grey  brush,  the  felon  of  the  fold. 
Oft,  as  the  rent  feast  swells  the  midnight  cheer. 
The  mandling  fcrmer  kens  him  o'er  his  beer. 
And  tails  his  old,  traditionary  tale, 
Tho*  known  to  every  tenant  of  the  vale. 

Here,  where,  of  old,  the  fesUl  ox  has  fed, 
MarkVi  with  his  weight,  the  mighty  horns  are 

spread: 
B-mA  OK,  O  Marshall,  for  a  board  like  thine. 
Where  the  vast  master  with  the  vast  sirloin 
Vied  in  round  magnitude— Respect  I  bear 
To  thee,  tho' oft  the  ruin  of  the  chair. 

These,  and  such  antique  tokens,  that  record 
The  manly  spirit,  and  the  bounteous  board. 
Me  more  delight  than  all  the  gew-gaw  train. 
The  whims  and  zigzag  of  a  modern  brain, 
More  than  all  Asia's  marmosets  to  view 
^rin,  frisk,  and  wate.',  in  the  walk*  of  Kew. 

^CaiaACTEB  OF    A   COUKTZT  JUSTICB. 

Thro'  these  fsir  Tallies,  stranger,  bast  tboa 
strand, 
fly  ay  efaanoa  to  visit  Harewood's  shade. 
And  seen  with  honeft,«ntiqoated  air, 
In  the  plain  hall  the  magtstratial  chair  ? 
There  Heibert  sate— <he  love  of  human  kind, 
PuTO  li|^t  of  truth,  and  temperanoe  of  mind, 
la  the  ftue  eye '  the  featured  soul  display  'd. 
Honour's   strong  beam,  and  Moray's   melting 


JttStioe,  that,  in  the  rigid  paths  of  law, 
Wosdd  still  SQme  drops  flrom  Pity's  fomitain  draw, 
Beod  o'er  her  urn  with  many  a  gen'rons  fear. 
Ere  bis  Arm  seal  should  force  one  orphan's  tear  ^ 
Fair  Equity,  and  Reaaoo,  soonang  ml. 
And  all  Ibe  sober  virtues  of  the  hearts 
Theseaate  with  Herbert,  these  shall  best  avail. 
Where  statalies  order,  or  where  statutes  faiL 

OBMSaAL  MOTtVBS  ffOa  IkBHITT* 

Be  this,  ye  mral  Magistrates,  your  plan  : 
Tarn  be  your  juatioe,  but  be  friends  to  man« 

He  whom  the  mighty  master  of  this  ball. 
We  fondly  deem,  or  faroically  cal  1,  « 

1\»owa  tbe  patriarch's  truth  however  loth, 
UoMs  but  a  mansion  erutHCd  before  the  moth. 

Fraii  in  bis  genius,  in  his  heart,  too,  frail, 
Bora  but  toerr,  and  erring  to  bewail ; 
Shalt  thou  his  €sults  with  eye  severe  explore, 
And  give  to  lifo  one  human  weakness  more  ? 


I      Still  mark  if  vice  or  nature  prompts  the  deed ; 
Still  mark  the  strong  temptation  and  the  need  r 
On  pressing  want,  on  famine's  powerful  call. 
At  least  more  lenient  let  thy  justice  fall. 

ATOLOGY   POK   VAORAMTS. 

For  him,  who,  lost  to  ev'ry  hope  of  life. 
Has  long  with  fortune  held  unequal  strife. 
Known  to  no  human  love,  no  human  care. 
The  friendless,  homeless  object  of  despair; 
For  the  poor  vaprant,  feel,  while  he  complains. 
Nor  from  sad  freedom  send  to  sadder  chains. 
Alike,  if  folly  or  misfortune  brought 
Those  last  of  woes  his  evil  days  have  wrought; 
Believe  with  social  mercy  and  with  me, 
Polly's  misfortune  in  the  first  degree. 

Perhaps  on  some  inhospitable  shore 
The  houseless  wretch  a  widow'd  parent  bore,   ' 
Who,  then,  no  more  by  gulden  prospects  led. 
Of  the  poor  Indian  begg'd  a  leafy  bed, 
Cold  on  Canadian  hills,  or  Minden's  plain,' 
Perhaps  that  parent  moum'd  her  soldier  slain  ; 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eye  dissolv'd  in  dew. 
The  big  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  dcew^ 
Gave  the  sad  presage  of  his  future  years, 
The  child  of  i^isery,  baptiz'd  in  tears  I 

APOsraoPHS  to  ebwakd  'fuR  tribo* 

O  Edward,  here  thy  fturest  laurels  fode  I 
And  thy  long  glories  darken  into  shade  ; 

While  yet  the  palms  thy  hardy  veterans  won. 
The  deeds  of  valonr  that  for  thee  were  done. 
While  yet  the  wreaths  for  which  they  bravel  >'  b\ed, 
Fir'dthy  high  soul,  and  flourish'd  on  thy  head. 
Those  veterans  to  their  native  shores  retum'd^ 
Like  exiles  wandec'd  and  like  exiles  oaourn'd  ; 
Or,  left  at  large  no  kMiger  to  bewail. 
Were  vagrants  deem'd  and  destiu'd  to  a  jail  t 

Were  there  no  royal,  yet  uncultur'd  lands. 
No  wastes  that  wanted  snob  subduing  hands  ^ 
Were  Cressy's  heroes  such  abandon'd  things  i 
O  fate  of  war  and  gratitade  of  kings  \ 

TBB  OTPS^T-LIFE. ' 

The  gjrpsey-race  my  pity  rarely  move  ; 
Yet  their  strong  thirst'of  liberty  I  lore. 
Not  Wilkes,  our  freedom's  holy  martyr,  more  ^ 
Nor  his  firm  phalanx,  of  the  common  shore. 

For  this  in  Norwood's  patrimonial  groves. 
The  tawny  father  with  his  ofEspring  roves  ^ 
When  summersuns  lead  slow  the  sultry  day. 
In  mossy  caves,  where  welling  waters  play, 
Fann'd  by  eaeh  gale  that  cools  the  fervid  sky. 
With  this  in  ngg&A  luxury  they  lie. 
Oft  at  the  son  the  dusky  elfins  stran 
The  sable  eye,  then,  snugging,  sleep  again  ; 
Oft,  as  the  dews  of  cooler  evening  fail. 
For  their  prophetic  mother's  mantle  call. 

Far  other  cares  (hat  wandering  mother  wait, 
The  mouth,  and  oft  the  minister  of  Fate  ! 
From  her  to  hear,  in  evening's  friendly  shade. 
Of  future  fortune,  flies  the  viHage^uiaid, 
Draws  her  longrhoarded  copper  from  its  hold  ; 
And  rusty  halfpence  purcfiase  hopes  of  gold. 

But,  ah !  ye  maids,  beware  the  gypsey's  lores  I 
She  opens  not  the  womb  of  Time,  but  yooit. 
Oft  has  her  bands  the  hapless  Marian  irrung, 
Marian>  whom  Gay  ui  sweetett  ttrains  bat  aung  ( 
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The  panon^s  maid — sore  cause  had  ihe  to  rue 
The  gypsey^s  tongue  ;  the  parson's  daughter  too, 
Long  had  that  anxious  daughter  Mghed  to  know 
What  VeUum*ssprucy  clerk,  the  valley's  heau. 
Meant  by  those  glances,  which  at  church  he  stole, 
H^  father  nodding  to  the  psalms  slow  drawl ; 
Long  had  she  sigh'd,  at  length  a  prophet  came, 
By  many  a  sure  prediction  known  to  feme, 
To  Marian  known,  and  all  she  told,  fur  true  : 
She  knew  the  future,  for  the  past  she  knew. 

Where,  jn  the  darkling  shed,  the  Moon^s  dim 
rays 
BeamM  on  the  ruins  of  a  one-horse  chaise, 
Villaria  sate,  while  faithful  Marian  brought 
The  wayward  prophet  of  the  woe  she  sought. 
Twice  did  her  hands,  the  income  of  the  week, 
Oq  either  side,  the  crooked  sixpence  seek  ; 
Twice  were  those  hands  withdrawn  from  either 

side. 
To  stop  the  titt'ring  laugh,  the  blush  to  hide. 
The  wayward  prophet  made  no  long  delay, 
No  novice  she  in  Fortune's  devious  way  ! 
*'  £re  yet,  "  she  cried,  **  ten  rolling  months  are 

o'er, 
ATustyebe  mothers ;  mairls  at  least  no  more. 
With  you  shall  soon,  O  lady  fair,  prevail 
A  gentle  youth,  the  flower  of  this  fair  val^j 
To  Mi^rian,  once  of  Colin  Clout  the  scorn. 
Shall  bumpkin  come,  and  bumpkinets  bebom" 

Smote  to  the  heart,  the    maidens  inarvell'd 
sore, 
Than  ten  short  months  had  such  eventr  in  store ; 
But  holding  firm,  what  village-maids  believe, 
*  *  That  strife  with  fate  is  milking  in  a  sieve  ;" 
To'prove  their  prophet  true,  tho*  to  their  cost, 
ThKy  justly  thought  no  time  was  to  be  lost 

These  foes  to  youth,  that  seek,  with  dang'roos 
To  aid  the  native  weakness  of  (he  heart ;  [art. 
These  miscreants  from  thy  hankiless  village  drive, 
M  wasps  fdonious  from  the  laboring  hive. 


THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

PART  IL 

TO  ROBERT  WILSON  CRACROPT,  B8Q. 

Born  with  a  gentle  heart,  and  bom  io  pleasis 
With  native  goodness,  of  no  fortune  vain, 

The  Soteial  aspect  of  inviting  ease. 
The  kind  opinion,  and  the  sense  humane ; 

To  thee,  my  Cracroft,  whom,  in  early  youth. 
With  lenient  hand,  and  anxious  love  1  led 

Thro'  iiaths  where  science  points  to  manly  truth : 
And  glory  gilds  the  mansions  of  the  dead  : 

To  theo  this  offering  of  maturer  thought, 
That  since  wild  Fancy  flung  the  lyre  aside, 

With  heedful  hand  the  moral  Muse  hath  wrought, 
That  Muse  devotes,   and  bears  with  honest 
pride. 

Yet  not  that  period  of  the  human  year, 

When  Fancy  reign'd,  shall  we  with  pain  review, 
All  Nature's  seasons  different  aspects  wear, 
*   And  now  her  powers,  and  now  her  fruits  are  due: 

Not  that  in  youth  we  rang'd  the  smiling  meads. 
On  h'jBsex*  shores  the  trembling  angle  play'd, 

tJrging  at  noon  the  slow  boat  in  the  reeds,  - 
That  wav'd  their  green  uncertainty  of  shade ; 


Nor  yet  the  days  conaom'd  in  Haektboni^s  vale. 
That  lonely  on  the  heath*B  widebomm  lies* 

Should  we  with  stem  severity  bewail. 
And  all  the  lighter  hours  of  life  i 

For  Nature's  seasons  different  aspects  wear. 
And  DOW  her  flowers^  and  pow  her  fruits  are  daa  ^ 

Awhile  she  freed  us  from  the  scourge  of  Care, 
But  told  us  then— for  social  ends  we  grew. 

To  find  some  virtue  trac'd  on  lifers  short  page. 

Some  mark  of  service  paid  to  human  kind, 
Alooe  can  cheer  the  wintry  paths  of  age. 

Alone  support  the  far-reflecting  mind. 
Oh  !  often  thought— when  Smith's  disoemingcare 

To  further  days  prolong'd  this  failing  fmme  ! 
To  die,  was  little — But  ^zt  heart  could  bear 

To  die,  and  leave  an  undistinguish'd  name 
Blagdon- House, 

Feb.  22,  1775. 

raOTBCTIOII  OF  TBS    POOR* 

Yet  ^  while  thy  rod  restrains  the  needy  crew, 
Remepiber  that  thou  art  their  monarch  too. 
King  of  the  beggars ! — Lov'st  thou  not  the  name^ 
O,  great  from  Ganges  to  the  golden  Tamel 
Far-ruling  sovereign  of  this  beggmg  ball. 
Low  at  thy  footstool  other  thrones  shall  fiilU 
His  alms  to  thee  the  whiskered  Moor  convey  ', 
And  Prussia's  sturdy  beggar  own  thy  sway  ; 
Coprts,  senates— 4iirto  Baal  that  bend  the  knce«. 
King  of  the  beggars,  these  are  fiefii  to  thee ! 

But  still,  forgot  the  grandeur  of  thy  reign. 
Descend  to  duties  meaner  crowns  disdain; 
That  worst  excrescency  of  power  forego, 
That  pride  (ff  kings,  humanity's  first  fok 

Let  age  no  longer  toil  with  foeUe  strife. 
Worn  by  long  service  in  the  war  of  life  j 
Nor  leave  the  head,  that  time  hath  whitea'd,bare 
To  the  rude  insolts  of  the  searcfaitigatr; 
Nor  bid  the  knee,  by  labour  hasdea'd,  bend, 
O  thou,  the  poor  man's  hope,  the  pour  .man's 
friend ! 

If,  when  from  Heav*ii  severer  seamiB  fall. 
Fled  from  the  frozen  roof,  and  mouldering  wall. 
Each  fece  the  picture  of  a  winter-day,    [tmy  ;-r- 
More  strong  than  Teniers'  pencil  ooald  pour- 
Jf  then  to  thee  resort  the  shivering  train. 
Of  cmd  days,  and  crael  man  complain. 
Say  to  thy  heart  (remembering  him  who  said} 
**  These  people  come  from  for,    and  have  na 

bread." 
,  Nor  leave  thy  venal  clerk  empowered  to  hear; 
The  voice  of  want  is  sacred  to  thy  ear. 
He,  where  no  fees  his  sordid  pen  invite. 
Sports  with  their  te^rs,  too  indolent  to  write; 
Like  the  fed  monkey  in  the  feble,  vahi 
To  hear  more  helpless  animals  complain. 

But  chief  thy  notice  shall  one  monster  claim, 
A  monster  fi^roish'd  with  a  human  framed 

*  Refers  to  the  conclusion  of  the  first  part. 

<  The  Mahometan  princes  seem  to  ba\e  a  re- 
gular system  of  begging.  Nothing  so  common 
as  to  h^ar  that  the  dey  uf  Algiers,  &c  &c.  are 
diseiatisfied  with  their  presents.  It  mnst  be 
owned,  it  would  be  for  the  welfare  of  the  world, 
if  princes  in  general  would  adhere  to  the  I 
that  **  it  is  better  to  beg  than  to  steal.'* 

3  -^^—  Tu  poscis  vilia  reram, 
Quamvis  fcrs  te  nuUius  egentem. 
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T\»  patish-oAoer  !-^-«ho'  venm  difdain 
Terms  that  deform  the  tpleodour  of  the  strain; 
It  stoops  to  bid  thee  btad  the  brow  severe 
On  the  sly,  pilfenng,  cruel  overseer ; 
^e  shnffliDg  fanner,  laithfal  to  no  trust, 
JUithle%s  as  rocks,  insatiate  as  the  dust! 

When  the  poor  hind,  with  len^  of  years  de- 
cay'd. 
Leans  feebly  on  his  once  subduing  spade. 
Forgot  the  service  of  his  abler  days, 
iiis  prpfltal)le  toil,  and  honest  praise. 
Shall  this  low  wretch  abridge  his  scanty  bread, 
This  slave,  whose    board   his   former   labours 
spread? 

When  harvest's  burning  sons  and  8ick*ning  air 
From  labour's  onbrac'd  hand  the  grasp*d  hook 

tear, 
"Uliere  shall  the  hapless  family  be  fed. 
That  vainly  languish  for  a  father's  bread  ? 
See  the  pale  mother,  sunk  with  grief  add.  care. 
To  the  proud  farmer  fearfully  repair ; 
Soon  to  be  sent  with  insolence  away, 
Referred  to  vestries,  and  a  distant  day ! 
Referred— 40  perish  I— Is  my  verse  severe? 
Unfriendly  to  the  human  character  ? 
Ah  !  to  this  sigh  of  sad  experience  trust: 
The  truth  Is  rigid,  but  the  tale  is  just 

If  in  thy  courts  this  (Saitiff  wretch  appear, 
Think  not  that  patience  were  a  virtue  here. 
HisJow..  bom  pnde  with  honest  rage  control, 
Smite  his  hard  heart,  and  shake  his  reptile  soul. 

But,  hapless  !  oft  thro'  fear  of  future  woe. 
And  certain  vengeance  of  th'  insulting  foe. 
Oft,  ere  to  thee  the  poor  prefer  their  pray'r. 
The  last  extremes  of  penury  tliey  bear. 

Wouldst  thou  then  raise  thy  patricft  office 
higher, 
To  something  moro  than  magistrate  aspire  ? 
And,  left  each  poorer,  pettier  chace  behind. 
Step  nobly  forth,  the  friend  of  human  kind  ? 
The  game  1  start  courageously  pursue ! 
Adieu  to  fear  1  to  indolence  adieu ! 
And,  first  we'll  range  this  mountain's  stormy 
side,  [ride, 

Where  the  rude  winds  the  shepherd's  roof  de- 
As  meet  no  more  the  wintry  blast  to  beaf, 
And  all  the  wild  hostilities  of  air. 
• — ^That  roof  have  I  remember'd  many  a  year; 
It  once  gave  refuge  to  a  hunted  deer — 
Here,  in  those  days,  we  found  an  agedplur;-^ 
But  Time  untenants — Hah  1    what   seest  thou 

there?— 
*•  Honour ! — ^By  Heav'n,  extended  6n  a  bed 
Of  naked  feam,  two  hunian  ttreatnres  dead  I 
Embracing  as  alive ! — ah,  no ! — no  life ! 
Cold,  breathl^s!"— 

'TIS  the  shepherd  and  his  wife. 
I  knew  thd  scene,  and  brought  thee  to  behold 
IVhat  sp^kks  HHtre  strongly  than  the  story  told. 
'    They  died  thro*  want —  ,  ^ 

"  By  every  poorer  I  swear. 
If  the  wretch  treads  the  earth,  or  breathes  the 
Thro'  whose  default  of  duty,  or  design,         [air. 
These  victims  fell,  he  dies." — 

They  fell  by  thine. 
«« Infernal  !^Mine!*-by— " 

Swear  on  no  pretence  : 
A  swearing  justice  wants  both  grace  and  sense. 

When  thy  good  fkther  held  this  wide  domain, 
The  voice  of  sorrow  never  mottm'd  m  vain. 


Sooth'd  by  his  pity,  by  his  bounty  fed, . 
The  sick  found  med'cine,  and  the  aged  bread. 
He  left  their  interest  to  no  parish-care. 
No  bailiff  urg'd  his  little  empire  there : 
No  village-tyrant  sUrv'd  them,  oroppreas'd; 
He  learnt  their  wants,  and  be  those  wanu  re- 
dress'd. 
E'en  these,  unhappy !  who,  beheld  too  late. 
Smote  thy  young  heart  with  horrour  at  their  fate. 
His  bounty  found,  and  desUn'd  here  to  keep 
A  small  detachment  of  his  mountain  sheep. 
Still  pleas'd  to  see  them  from  the  annual  fair 
Th'  unwritten  history  of  their  profiu  bear  ; 
More  nobly  pleas'd  those  profits  to  restoro. 
And,  if  their  fortuue  fail'd  them,  make  it  more. 

When  Nature  gave  her  precept  to  romove 
His  kindred  spirit  to  the  realms  of  love. 
Afar  their  anguish  from  thy  distant  ear. 
No  arm  to  save,  and  no  protection  near. 
Led  by  the  lure  of  unaccounted  gold. 
Thy  bailiff  seiz'd  their  little  flock,  and  sold, 
llieirwant  contending  parishes  survey 'd. 
And  this  disown'd,  and  that  refus'd  to  aid: 
A  while,  who  should  not  sucQour  them,  they  tried. 
And  in  that  while  the  wretched  victims  died. 
"  I'll  scalp  that  bailiff— sacrifice— *» 

In  vain 
To  rave  at  misehief,  if  the  cause  remain. 
O  days  long  lost  to  man  in  each  degree  1 
The  golden  days  of  hospitality ! 
When  liberal  fbrcunes  vied  with  liberal  strife 
To  fill  the  noblest  offices  of  life ;  [gate 

When  Wealth  was  Virtue's  handmaid,  and  her 
Gave  a.free  refuge  from  the  wrongs  of  fate ; 
The  poor  at  hand  their  natural  patrons  saw. 
And  lawgivers  were  supplements  of  law. 

Lost  are  those  days,  and  Fashion's  boundless 
Has  inroe  the  guardian  magistrate  away:  [sway 
Save  in  Augusta's  streets,  on  Gallia's  shoie. 
The  rural  patron  is  beheld  no  more. 
No  more  the  poor  his  kind  protection  share. 
Unknown  their  wants,   and    unreceiv'd  their 
pray'r. 
Yet  has  that  Fashion,  long  so  light  and  vain, 
Reform'd  at  last,  and  led  the  moral  train  } 
Have  her  gay  vot'ries  nobler  worth  to  boast 
For  Nature's  love,  for  Nature's  virtue  lost  ? 
No— fled  firom  these,  the  sons  of  fortune  find 
What  poor  respect  to  wealth  remains  l^hind. 
The  mock  regard  alone  of  menial  slaves. 
The  worship'd  calves  of  their  outwitting  knaves ! 

Foregone  tHe  social,  hospitable  days. 
When  wide  vales   echo'd    with    their  owner's 
Of  all  thst  ancient  consequence  bereft,    [praise. 
What  has  the  modern  man  of  fashion  left  ? 

Does  he,  perohanoe,  to  rural  scenes  repair. 
And  "  waste  his  sweetness*'  on  the  essenc'd  air  ? 
Ah !  gently  lave  the  feeble  frame  he  brings. 
Ye  scouring  seas !  and  ye  solpbureous  springs ! 
'   And  thou,  Brigbtelmstone,  where  no  cits  annoy 
(All  borne  to  Margate,  in  the  Margate-hoy,) 
Where,  if  the  hasty  creditor  advance. 
Lies  the  light  skiff,  and  ever,  bailing  France, 
Do  thou  defend  him  in  the  dog-day  suns  ;  , 
Setnire  in  wi  nter  from  the  rage  of  duns  !     . 
AVhile  the  grim  catcbpcle,    the  grim  porter 
swear. 
One  that  he  is,  and  one,  he  is  not  there. 
The  tortur'd  us'rer,  as  he  murmurs  by. 
Eyes  the  Venetian  blinds^,  and  heaves  a  sigh« 
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O,  from  each  title  fbfly  ever  took, 
Blood  !  MaocaroDe !  Cicisbeo  1  or  Rook ! 
From  each  tow  passion,  from  each  low  resort, 
Tlie  thieying  alley,  uay,  the  righteous  ooort, 
'    From  Bertie's,  Aimack's,  Arthur's,  and  the  riest 
Where  JudaVs  ferrets  earth  with  Charles  un- 

blest! 
From  these  and  all  the  garimgeof  the  great, 
At  Honour's,  Freedom's,  Virtue's  call-*retreat  1 

Has  the  fair  vale,    where .  rest,  cooceaPd  in 
flowers,  * 

Lies  in  sweet  ambush  for  thy  careless  hours  ; 
'  The  breeze,  that,  balmy  fragrance  to  infose. 
Bathes  its  soft  wing  in  aromatic  dews  ;     [breast. 
The  stream,  to  soothe  thine  ear,  to  cool  (by 
That  mildly  mnrmurs  fk>m  its  crystal  rest ; — 
Have  these  less  charms  to  win,   less  power  to 

please, 
Than  haants  of  rapine,  harbours  of  disease  ? 

Will  no  kind  slumbers  o'er  thine  eyelids  creep, 
Save  where  the  sullen  watchman  growls  at  sleep  ? 
Does  mora  no  sweeter,  purer  breath  diffuse. 
Than  streams  thro*  alleys  from  the  Ipngs  of  Jews? 
And  is  thy  water,  pent  in  putrid  wood, 
Bethesda  like,  wbep  troubled  rjnly  good  ? 

Is  it  thy  passion  Lintey's  voice  to  hear. 
And  has  no  mountain-lark  detained  thine  ear? 
Song  marks  alone  the  tribes  of  airy  wing; 
For,  tmsr  me,  roan  was  never  meant  to  siog: 
And  all  his  mimic  organs  e'er  cxprest 
Was  but  an  imitative  howl  at  best 

Is  it  on  Garrick's  attitude  you  doat ; 
See  on  the  pointed  cliif  yon  lordly  goat! 
like  Lear's,  his  beard  descends  in  graoefbl  snow, 
And  wild  he  looks  upon  the  world  below. 

Superior  here^  the  scene  in  every  part ! 
Bere  reigns  great  Nature,  end  there  little  art  \ 
Here  let  thy  life  assume  a  nobler  plan, 
To  Nature  ftiithful,  and  the  friend  of  man ! 

Unnumber'd  objects  ask  thy  honest  care, 
Beside  the  orphan's  tear,  the  widow's  prR3r^r. 
Far  as  thy  power  can  save,  thy  bounty  hlesB, 
Unnumber'd  evils  call  for  thy  redress. 

Seest  thon  afhr  yon  solitary  thorn,  [torn  ? 
Whose  aged  limbs  the  heath's  wild  winds  have 
While  yet  to  cheer  the  homeward  shepherd's  eye, 
A  few  seem  straggling  in  the  ev'ning  sky  ! 
Kot  many  sans  have  hastenM  down  the  day, 
Or  blushing  moons  immers'd  in  clouds  their  way, 
Since  there  a  scene,  that  stain'd  their  sacred 

light. 
With  horrour  stopp'd  a  felon  in  his  flight ; 
A  babe  just  born  that  signs  of  life  exprest, 
,< .  Lay  naked  o'er  the  mother's  lifeless  breast. 
The  pitying  robber,  oonsdoos  that,  pursu'd. 
He  had  no  time  to  waste,  yet  stood  and  viewed  ^ 
To  the  next  oot  the  trembling  infant  bOre; 
And  gave  a  part  of  what  he  stole  before ; 
Nor  known  to  him  the  wretches  were,  nor  dear ; 
He  felt  as  man,  and  dropp'd  a  human  tear. 

Far  other  tr«^tment  she  who  breathless  lay 
Found  from  a  viler  animal  of  prey. 

Worn  with  long  toil  on  many  a  painful  road, 
Tha't  toil  increas'd  by  i^itore's  growing  load. 
When  ev'ning  brought  the  friendly  hour  of  rest, 
And  all  the  mother  throngM  about  her  breast. 
The  ruffian  officer  oppos'd  her  stay. 
And,  cruel,  bore  her  in  her  pangs  away; 
So  far  beyond  the  town*s  last  limits  drove. 
Thai  to  return  were  hopeless,  had  the  strove. 


Abandon  *d  tbere-*«rith  fhmine,  pain  and  ooU; 
And  anguish,  she  expir'd — the  rest  I've  told. 

*'  Now  let  me  swear — ^For,  by  my  8oiii*a  last 
sigh. 
That  thief  shall  lire,  that  oreneer  shall  die." 

Too  late!— Hn  Yt^  the  gen'rons  robber pak^ 
Lost  by  that  pity  which  hit  steps  delay'd ! 
No  soul-discerningldansfield  sate  to  hear. 
No  Hertford  bore  his  prayer  to  mercy*8  ear  ; 
No  lib'ral  justice  first  assigned  the  jail. 
Or  urg'd,  ae  Campf  in  would  have  urg'd,  his  tale* 

Hie  living  object  of  thy  honest  nge, 
Old  in  parochial  crimes,  and  sted'd  with  agi^ 
The  grave  church-warden  !  unabash'dhe  bears 
We^ly  to  church  his  book  of  wicked  prayers. 
And  pours,  with  all  the  blasphemy  of  praisa, 
Uis  creeping  soul  in  Sternhold's  creeping  lays ! 


TEE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

PART  THE  THIKB. 

To  Thomas  Smith,  M.  D.  of  WriagtOD,  in  Um 
county  of  SoiBmiet,  this  last  of  the  little 
poems,  intended  to  oaltivate,  in  the  provin- 
cial admtaistratioo  of  justice,  that  humanity 
by  which  he  is  so  aiiliaUy  distingmahedy  n 
gratefttUy  inscribed  by  his  noetabligcd, 
affectionate^  andoMftfaithfiii  tarfaat. 


DfiPKBDATION. 

Of  No ! — sir  John— the  Muse's  gentle  art 
Lives  not  to  blemish,  but  to  mend  the  heart. 
While  Gay's  brave  robber  grieves  us  ibr  his  fate. 
We  hold  the  harpies  of  his  life  in  hate. 
Ingenuous  youtB,  by  Nature's  voice  addrest. 
Finds  not  the  hardea'd,  but  the  feeling  breast; 
Can  form  no  wish  the  dire  effects  to  prove 
Of  lawless  valour,  or  of  venal  love. 
Approves  Uie  fcndness  of  the  fiiitbfu!  maid. 
And  mourns  a  gcn'rous  passion  unrepaid. 

Yet  would  I  praise  the  pious  zeal  that  saves 
Imperial  London  from  her  world  of  knaves  ; 
Yet  would  I  count  it  no  inglorious  strife 
To  scourge  the  pests  of  property  and  life. 

Come  then,  long  skill'djn  theft's  illuave  ways. 
Lord  of  the  clue  that  threds  her  mighty  maze ! 
Together  let  us  beat  all  Giles's  Gelds, 
Try  what  the  night-house,  what  the  round-house 

yields. 
Hang  when  we  must,  be  candid  when  we  pleas^ 
But  leave  no  bawd,  unlicens'd,  at  her  ease. 

Say  first,  of  thieves  above,  or  thieves  bckMr, 
What  can  we  order  till  their  haunts  we  know  ? 
Far  from  St.  James's  let  your  Nimrod^  stray. 
But  stop  and  call  at  Stephen's  in  their  way. 
That  ancient  victualler,  we've  been  told,  of  late. 
Has  kept  bad. hours,  encourag'd  hi^  debate? 
lliat  those  without  still  pelting  those  within^ 
Have  stunn'd  the  peaceKil  neighbours  with  their 
That  if  you  close  his  private  walls  invest,    [din  ^ 
'Tisodds,  you  meet  with  some  unruly  guest — 
Oood  Lord,  sir  John,  how  would  the  people  ftare. 
To  see  the  present  and  the  late  lord  mayor  \  ^ 
Bow  to  the  ms^esty  of  Bow-street  chair ! 

1  Thii  wu  written  about  tiM  yenr  ITMb 
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.  illastrioQi  diisb  \  caal  your  hftontt  pui  by. 
^r  give  my  kmg.kiVd  liberty  » tigb  ? 
TM  hemv'nly  pUqt    which  kmg    unblemU'd 
DishonourM  only,  only  hurt  by  you  I      fblew; 
Pttbonour'd,  vhen  with  hardened  front  you  claim 
To  deeds  or  darkness  het  diviner  name ! 
For  you  ^im  licence  strove  with  hydni  breath 
To  8|iread  the  Uasto  of  pestilence  and  death  : 
Here  for  poor  rice,  for  dark  lui^bition  there , 
She  scatter'd  poison  thro*  the  social  air. 

Yet  here,  in  vain— Ob,  had  her  toil  been  vain, 
When  with  Uaok  wing  she  swept  the  western 
When  With  low  laMr,  wd  inAdioos  f rt,  [main  : 
bhe  tore  a  daughter  from  her  parent's  heart ! 

Oh,  patriots,  jiver  patriots  out  of  place, 
Jur  honour's  foil,  and  libf  i^g  di«gntoe  I 
With  i;pleen  I  see  your  wild  illusions  spread 
pny  the  long  region  of  a  knd  misled ; 
See  commerce  sink,  see  cultivation's  channf 
lost  inlhe  rageof  anaichy  andarms  t 

And  thou,  O  C%— m*  once  a  nation's  pride. 
Borne  on  the  brightest  wave  of  glory's  tide  > 
^isttW  theparentspum'd,  the  erring  child 
With  prospects  vain  to  ruin's  arms  beguil'd  ? 
Hast  thon  th^  plans  of  dire  defection  pmis'd 
For  the  poor  pleasure  of  a  statue  rais'd  ? 

Oh,  patriots,  ever  patrioU  out  of  place. 
From  Charles  quite  grMeleas,  up  ttf  Qralton's 

Where  iwrty^vo  onoe  mark'd  the  dirty  door, 
Add  the  obain'd  knife  i  inrites  the  paltry'  whore ; 
!**?*,!?.«'  "?«**"nks,  the  cboic«t  guests  are  fled. 
And  Wiikes  and  Humphrey  number'd  with  the 

dead, 
Wilkes,  who  in  death  would  friendship's  vows 

fulfil, 
TiHe  to  his  cause,  and  dines  with  Humphrey 

stiO—  *^     ' 

Where  sculks    each  dark,  where  roams  each 

desp'raje  wight. 
Owls  of  the  day  and  vultures  of  the  night,— 
Shall  we,  O  Knight,  with  cruel  pains  explore. 
Clear  these  k>w  walks,  and  think  the  business 

o'er? 
No— much,  alas  !  for  you,  for  me  remains. 
Where  Justice  sleeps,  aud  DepredatuMi  reigns. 

Wrapt  in  kind  darkness,  you  no  spleen  betny. 
When  the  gUt  N^boblaoqueys  all  the  way  : 
Harmless  to  you  his  towers,  his  forests  nse. 
That  swell  with  anguish  mj  indignant  eyeei 
While  in  those  toweis  raz'd  villages  1  se6. 
And  tears  of  orphans  watering  every  tree. 
Are  these  mock^ruinstliat  invade  my  view  ? 
These  are  the  entrails  of  the  poor  Gentoo. 
Ttiat  column's  trophied  base  his  bones  supply ; 
That  lake  the  tears  that  swell'd  his  sable  eye  1 
LH  here,  O  Knight,  their  steps -terrific  steer 
Thy  hue  and  cry,  and  loose  thy  bloodhounds  here. 

Oh,  Merey  I  thran'd  on  His  eternal  breast. 
Who  breath'd  the  savage  waters  into  rest; 
By  each  soft  pleasure  that  thy  bosom  smote» 
When  first  creation  started  from  his  thought  j 
By  each  warm  tear  that  melted  o'er  thine  eye. 
When  on  bis  works  was  written  "  These  must  die;'* 
If  secret  slaughteryet,noreruelwar 
Have  from  these  mortal  regions  forc'd  thee  far. 
Still  to  our  follies,  to  our  frailties  blind,      . 
Ob,  stretch  thy  healing  wins*  O'er  hninan  kind  I 

>  Cbaii^d  tQ  the  table,  to  pwrntt  depredations. 
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—For  them  I  ask  not,  hostile  to  thy  sway. 
Who  calmly  on  a  brother's  vitals  prey; 
For  them  I  plead  not,  who',  in  blood  embm'd, 
Have  ev'ry  softer  septiment  subdu'd. 


Yet,  gentle  power,  thy  absence  I  bewaif , 
W^ien  seen  the  dank,  dark  regions  of  a  Jail ; 
When  Ibund  alike  in  chains  and  night  enclosed. 
The  thief  detected,  and  the  thief  supposed  I 
Sure,  the  foir  light  and  the  salubrious  air 
Each  yet-snspected  prisoner  might  share. 
— ^To  lie,  to  languish  in  some  dreary  cell, 
Some  loathed  hold,  where  guilt  and  horrourdw^ll» 
Ere  yet  the  truth  nf  seeming  facts  be  tried. 
Ere  yet  their  country's  sacred  voice  decide 
Britain,  behold  thy  citizens  expos'd. 
And  blush  to  think  the  Gothic  age  unclos'd  f 


Oh,  more  than  Goths,  who  yet  decline  to  rete 
That  pest  of  James's  puritanic  days. 
The  savage  law '  that  barb'rously  ordains 
For  female  virtue  lost  a  felon's  pains  I 
Dooms  the  poor  maiden,  as  her  fate  severe. 
To  toil  and  chains  a  long-enduring  year. 

Th'  unnatural  monarch,  to  the  sex  unkind. 
An  owl  obscene,  in  learning's  sunshine  blind ! 
Councils  of  pathics,  cabinets  of  tools. 
Benches  of  knaves,  and  parliaments  of  fools. 
Fanatic  fools,  that,  in  those  twilight  times. 
With  wild  religion  cloak'd  the  worst  of  crimes !— * 
Hope  we  from  such  a  crew,  in  such  a  reign. 
For  equal  laws,  or  policy  humane  ? 

Here,  then,  O  Justice !  thy  own  power  forbear; 
The  sole  protector  of  th'  unpitied  fair. 
Tbo'  kMig  entreat  the  ruthless  overseer ; 
Tho*  the  loud  vestry  tease  thy  tortur'd  ear; 
Tho*  all  to  acts,  to  precedents  appeal, 
Mute'  be  thy  pen,  and  vacant  rest  thy  seal. 

Yet  shalt  thou  know,  nor  is  the  diff'rence  nice. 
The  casual  fall,  from  impudence  of  vice. 
AbandonM  guilt  by  active  laws  restrain. 
But  pause if  virtue's  slightest  spark  re- 
main. 
Left  to  the  shameless  lash,  the  hardning  iail. 
The  fairest  thoughts  of  modesty  would  foil. 

I1ie  down-cast  eye,  the  tear  Uiat  flows  amain. 
As  if  to  ask  her  innocence  again  ; 
The  plaintive  babe,  that  slumb'ring  seem'd  to  lie. 
On  her  soft  breast,  and  wakes  at  the  heav'd  sigh  ; 
The  cheek  that  wears  the  beauteous  robe  of 

shame ; 
How  loth  they  leave  a  gentle  breast  to  blame  I 

Here,  then,  O  Justice !  thy  own  power  for* 
bear j — 
The  sole  protector  of  th'  unpitied  frdr ! 


THE  ORIGIjr  OF  THE  VEIL, 

Wabsi  from  this  heart  whileflowsthe  feitbful  line. 
The  meanest  friend  of  beauty  shall  be  nrine. 
What  Love,  or  Fame,  or  Fortune  could  bestow. 
The  charm  of  praise,  the  ease  of  life,  I  owe 
To  beauty  present,  or  to  beauty  fled. 
To  Hertford  living,  or  Caernarvon  dead, 

l7Jac.c.4. 
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To   Ti7e;edale*8  tsstei    to:  Edgecumbe's 

serene. 
And  (^vy  spare  this  boast)  to  Brita'm*s'  queen ; 
Kind  to  the  lay  that  all  unlabour'd  flowed, 
What  Fancy    caught,   where   Nature's  pencil 

glow'd  *, 
She  saw -the  path  to  new,  the'  humble  fiime. 
Gave  ine  her  praise,  and  left  me  fools  to  blame. 

Strong  in  their  weakness  are  each  woman's 
charms. 
Dread  that  endears,  and  softness  that  disarms. 
The  tim'rous  eye  retiring  from  applause. 
And  the  mild  air  that  fearfully  withdraws. 
Murks  of  our  power  these  humble  graces  prove. 
And,  Jash'^d  with  pride,- we  deeper  drink  uf  love. 

Chief  of  those  charms  that  bold  the  beart   in 
At  thy  ftiir  shrine,  O  ^iodesty,  we  fiBill..    [thrall. 
Not  Cynthia  rising' o'er  the  wat'ry  way, 
'\\1)en  on  the  dim  wave  falls  her  friendly  ray  ; 
Not  the  pure  ether  of  iEolian  skies, 
*rhat  drinks  the  day's  first  glories  as  they  rise  ; 
Nor  all  the  tints  from  evening-douds  that  break. 
Burn  in  the  beauties  of  the  virgin^'s  cheek  ; 
When  o'er  that  cheek,  uodisciplin'd  by  art. 
The  sweet  suffusion  rushes  from  the  heart* 

Yet  the  soft  blush,  untutor'd  to  control. 
The  glow  that  speaks  the  susceptible  soul. 
Led  by  nice  honour,  and  by  decent  pride. 
The  voice  of  ancient  virtue  taught  to  hide; 
Taught  beauty's  bloom  the  searching  eye  to  shun. 
As  early  flowers  blow  fesirful  of  the  Sun. 

Far  as  the  long  records  of  time  we  trace  • 
Still  flow'd  the  veil  o'er  modesty's  fair  face  : 
The  guanl  of  beauty,  in  whose  friendly  shade. 
Safe  from  each  eye  the  featured  soul  is  laid, — 
'the  pensive  thought  that  paler  looks  betray. 
The  tender  grief  that  steals  in  tears  away. 
The  hopeless  wish  that  prompts  the  frequent  sigh 
Bleeds  in  the  blush,  or  melts  upon  the  eye. 

The  man  of  faith  thro'  Gerar  doom'd  to  stray, 
A  nation  waiting  his  eventful  way, 
His  fortune's  fair  companion  at  bis  side, 
'  The  world  his  promise.  Providence  his  g^ide ; 
Once,  more  than  virtue  dar'd  to  value  life, 
And  call'd  a  sister  whom  he  own'd  a  wife.     . 
Mistaken  father  of  the  faithful  race. 
Thy  fears  alone  could  purchase  thy  disgrace. 
**  Go"  to  the  fair,  when  conscious  of  the  tale. 
Said  Gerar's  prince,  "thy  husliand  is  thy  veil  »." 

O  ancient  faith  !  O  virtue  mourn'd  in  vain  { 
"VThen  Hymen's  altarnever  held  a  stain  j 
When  his  pure  torch  shed  andiminish'd  rays. 
And  fires  unholy  died  beneath  the  blaze ! 
For  faiih  like  this  fair  Greece  was  early  known, 
And  claim'd  the  veil's  first  honours  as  her  owa 

"  The  Fable*  of  Flora. 

•  Plato  mentions  two  provinces  in  Persia,  one 
of  which  was  called  the  Queen's  Girdle,  the  other 
the  Queen's  Veil,  the  revenues  of  which,  no 
doubt,  were  employed  in  purchasing  those  parts 
of  jher  .majesty's  dress.  It  was  about  the  middle 
of  t*he  third  century,  that  the  eastern  women,  on 
taking  the  vow  of  virginity,,  assumed  that  veil 
which' had  before  been  worn  by  the  Pagan 
priAtesses,  and  which  is  used  by  the  religious 
among  the  Romanists  now. 

3  *<  He  is  the  veil  of  thine  eyes  to  all  that  are 
with  thee,  and  to  all  others."— Gen.  xx.  16.  Vet. 
Trans. 


*    Ere  Half  her  sobs,  o^rAsm'stremiblingcoaafi^ 
Arm'd  to  revenge  one  woman's  viitoe  lost ; 
Ere  he,  whom  Civoe  sought  t&  charm  in  vain, 
FoUow'd  wild  fortune  o'er  the  Tariocis  main. 
In  youth's  gay  bloom  he  plied  th'  eznltinqg  oar. 
From  Ithaca's  white  rocks  to  Spcrta's  shore : 
Free  to  Neridan  gales  *  the  vesed  glides. 
And  wild  EurotasS  smoothes  his  warrior  tide?  ; 
For  am'rous  Greece,  when  Love  oondacts  the  wmy. 
Beholds  her  waters,  and  her  winds  obey. 
No  object  ben  hot  Lore's  Impression  knows. 
No  wave  that  wanders,  and  no  breeze  that  blows» 
Her  groves  S  her  mountains  have  his  power  oon« 

fest. 
And  Zephyr  sigh'd  not  but  far  Flora's  breasL 

'Twas  when  his  sighs  in  sweetest   wKispen 
stray'd 
Far  o'er  Laooaia'» plains  from  Eva's  ''shade ! 
When  soft-ey'd  Spring  resum'd  his  mantle  gay. 
And  lean'd  lunrious  on  the  breast  of  ^ay. 
Love's  genial  banners  young  Ulysses  bore 
From  Itibaca's  white  rocks  to  Sparta's  shore. 
<  With  all  that  soothes  the  heart,  that  wms,  or 

warms. 
All  princely  virtues,  and  all  manly  diarms. 
All  love  can  urge,  or  eloquence  persuade. 
The  future  hero  woo'd  his  Spartan  maid. 
Yet  long  he  woo^d— 4n  Sparta,  slow  to  yield,  ' 
Beauty,  like  valour,  long  maintaiuM  the  field. 

"  No  bloona  so  fair  Messene's  banks  disdoeep 
No  breath  so  pure  o'er  Tempe's  bosom  Mows  i 
No  smile  so  radiant  throws  the  genial  ray 
Thro'  the  fair  eye-lids  of  the  op'nmg  day; 
But  deaf  to  vows  with  fondest  passion  prest. 
Cold  as  the  wave  of  Hebrus'  wint'ry  breast, 
Penelope  regards  her  lover's  pain. 
And  owns  Ulysses  eloquent  in  vain. 

"  To  vows  that  vainly  waste  their  waimth  im 
air. 
Insidious  hopes  that  lead  but  to  despair. 
Affections  lost,  desires  the  heart  must  rue, 
And  love,  and  Sparta's  joyless  plains,  adieu ! 

"  Yet  still  this  bosom  shall  one  passion  sharr. 
Still  shall  my  country  find  a  father  there. 
Ev*!)  now  the  children  of  my  little  reign 
Demand  that  father  of  the  faithless  m«n, 
Ev'n  now,  their  prince  solicitous  to  save, 
Climb  the  tall  cliff,  and  watch  the  cbangefol 
♦  wave. 

«  But  not  for  him  their  hopes  or  faars  alone  f 
They  seek  the  ptomis'd  partner  of  his  throne; 
For  her  their  incense  breathes,  their  altars  blaze. 
For  her  to  Heaven  the  suppliant  eye  they  raise. 
Ah !  shall  they  know  their  prince  impkn^d  in 

vain? 
Can  my  heart  Uve  beneath  a  nation's  pain  ?" 

There  spoke  the  virtue  that  her  soul  admir'd. 
The  Spartan  soul,  with  patriot  ardour  fir'd. 
*'  Enough '."  she  cried—"  Be  mine  to  boast  it 

part 
In  him,  who  holds  his  country  to  his  heart. 
Worth,  honour,  faith,  that  fair  affection  givesy- 
And  with  that  virtue,  ev'ry  virtue  lives.*" 

4  From  the  mountain  Nerites  in  Itliaca;  noi^ 
called  Nericra. 

4  Tlie  Spartan  river, 

*  Emerite  d'Alberghe  amore. — ^Tasso. 
9  A  mountain  in  Peloponnesus. 

*  Omnes  omnium  caritates,  &(?. — Oc. 
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V\tta?^  that  tbo  lioblfer  principles  coold 
His  dat^btef't  heart,  and  soften  it  to  love, 
Icarius  own'd  the  auspices  divine, 
Wove  the  ftir  cnrnn*,  and  blcss*d  the  holy 
shrine. 

Bat  ah  !  the  dreaded  parting  hoar  to  brave ! 
Then  strung  afTection  griev'd  (or  what  it  gave. 
Should  he  the  comfort  of  his  life's  dedine, 
His  life^  last  charm  to  Ithaca  resign  ?■ 
Or,  wand'ring  with  her  to  a  distant  shore, 
Behold  Eurotas'  long-Iov'd  banks  no  more? 
Expose  his  grey  hairs  to  an  alien  sky. 
Nor  on  his  country's  parent  bosom  die^*? 

" No,  prince,**  he  cried  ',  "for  Sparta's  hap- 
pier plain 
Leave  the  lovM  honours  of  thy  little  reign. 
The  grateful  change  shall  equal  honours  bring. 
— -Lofd  of  himself,  a  Spartan  is  a  king." 

When  thus   the   prince,  with  obvious  grief 
opprest, 
*'  Canst  tbou  not  force  the  father  from  thy  breast? 
Not  without  pain  beiiold  one  child  depart. 
Yet  bid  me  tear  a  nation  from  my  heart  ? 
— ^Not  for  all- Sparta's,  all  Euboea's  plains*' — 
He  said,  and  to  his  coursers  gave  the  reins. 

Still  theibndsire  pursues  with  suppliant  voice; 
Till,  mov'd,  the  monarch  yields  her  to  her 

choice. 
*'  Tho*  mine  by  vows,  by  fair  affection  mine. 
And  holy  truth,  and  auspices  divine. 
This  suit  let  har  Penelope  decide. 
Remain  t^e daughter,  or  proceed  the  bride." 

O'er  the  quick  bhish  her  friendly  mantle  fell. 
And  told  him  all  that  modesty  eeuld  tell. 
No  longer  now  the  father's  fondness  strove 
With  patriot  virtue  or  acknowledg'd  love. 
But  on  the  scene  that  paiting  sighs  endaar'd. 
Fair  Modesty 's*'  first  bonour'd  iane  he  rear>d. 

The  daughter's  form    the   pictur'd  goddess, 
wore. 
The  daughter's  veil  <>  before  her  blushes  bore, 

9  The  women  of  ancient  Greece,  at  the  mar- 
riage ceremony,  wore  garlands  of  flowers,  pro- 
bably as  emblems  of  purity,  fertility,  and  beauty. 
Thus  Euripides, 

^— — —  tfXX'  ofun 
£ei  Mgraat^cer^  i^mn  niftf,  m  fOfAMOfMfm'  I  ph. 
The  modem  Greek  ladies  wear  these  garlands  in 
various  forms,  whenever  they  appear  dressed ; 
and  frequently  adorn  themselves  thus  for  their 
own  amusement,  and  when  they  do  not  expect  to 
be  seen  by  any  but  their  domestics. 

Voyage  Litteraire  de  la  Grece. 
»  The  ancients  esteemed-  this  one  of  the 
matest  misfortunes  that  could  befall  tbein.  The 
Trojans  thought  it  the  most  lamentable  circum- 
stance attending  the  loss  of  their  pilot  Palinurus, 
that  his  body  should  lie  in  a  foreign  country. 

lgnot&,  Pal  inure,  jacebis  arena. 

"  Pausanias,  who  has  recorded  the  story  on 
i4iich  this  little  poem  is  founded,  tells  us  that 
this  was  the  first  temple  erected  to  Modesty  in 
Greece. 

i«  See  the  Veil  of  Modesty  in  the  Musnm 
Capitol iniim,  vol.  iii.j  and  for  further  proofs 
of  its  high  antiquity,  see  Horn.  Odyss.  lib.  vi. 
(jiaud.  tpiihai.  Honor,  where  be  says, 

£t  crines  festina  ligat;  pepluroqne  fluentem 
AJlevat — 


And  taught  the  maids  of  Greece  this  sovereigik 
law*— 

She  most  shall  conquer,  who  shall  most  with- 
draw. 


VERSES  IN  MEMORY  OF  A  LABr. 

WaiTTBN    AT  8AKDGATE  CA8TLB,    1768. 

Nec  tantum  ingenio,  quantum  servlre  dolori. 

Propcst. 

Lbt  others  boast  the  base  and  faithless  pride. 
No  nuptial  charm  to  known,  or  known,  to  hide. 
With  vain  disguise  from  Nature's  dictates  part, 
For  the  poor  triumph  of  a  vacant  heart ; 
My  verse  the  god  of  tender,  vows  inspires. 
Dwells  on  my  sool,  and  wakens  all  her  fires. 

Dear,,  silent  partner  of  those  happier  hours. 
That  pass'd  in  Hackthom*s  vales,  in  Blagdon's 

bowers  1 
If  yet  thy  gentle  spirit  wanders  here. 
Borne  by  its  virtues  to  no  nobler  sphere; 
If  yet  that  pity  which,  of  life  posaest» 
Fiird  thy  fair  eye,  and  lighten'd  thro'  thy  breast; 
If  yet  that  tender  thought,  that  gen'rous  care. 
The  gloomy  power  of  endless  night  may  spare ; 
Oh  !  while  my  soul  for  thee,  for  thee  complains,  ' 
Catch  her  warm  sighs,  aoMi,  kiss  her  bleeding 

strains.  [breath. 

Wild,  wr^hed  wish  I    Can  pray^  with  feeble 
Pierce  th^  pale  ear,  the  stata'd  ear  of  death  ?       t 
Let  patience  pray,  let  hope  aspire  to  prayer  I 
And  leave  me  the  stfoog  langaage  of  despair ! 

Hence,  ye  vain  painters  of  ingenious  woe. 
Ye  Lytteltons,  ye  shining  Petrarchs,  go ! 
I  hate  the  languor  of  your  lenient  strain,. 
Your  flow'ry  grief,  your  impotence  of  pain. 
Oh  1   bad  ye  known  what  I  have   known,  to 

prove 
The  searching  flame,  the  agonies  of  love ! 
Oh  1  had  ye  known  how  souls  to  souls  impart 
Their  fire,  or  mix  the  life-props  of  the  heart  I 
Not  like  the  streams  that  down  the  oMMintain 

side 
Tunefully  mourn,  and  sparkle  as  thy  glide ; 
Not  like  the  breese,  that  sighs  at  cv'ning-bour. 
On  the  soft  bosom  of  some  folding  flower  ; 
Your  stronger  grief,  in  stronger  aocents  borne. 
Had  sooth'd  the  breast  with  burning  anguish 

torn. 
The  voice  of  seas,  the  winds  that  rouse  the  deep. 
Far-sounding  floods   that  tear  the   mountain's 


Each  wild  and  melancholy  blast  that  raves 
Round  these  dim  towers,  and  smites  the  beating 
waves —  [breath. 

This  soothes  my  soul — 'Tis  Nature's  mournful 
'Tis  Nature  struggling  in  the  arms  of  death ! 

See,  the  last  aid  of  her  expiring  state. 
See  Love,  e^en  Love,  has  lent  his  darts  to  lirte  1^ 

Iphig.  inTaur.  Act  iv.;  and  Colut.  Hapt.  HeTeii. 
lib.  i.  V.  381,  where  Hermione  tears  her  gold- 
embroidered  veil  on  tbediiiappearanceof  Helen : 

—  Aureum  quoque  rupit  capitis  tegmen. 
*  The  lady  died  in  child-bed. 
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LANGHp»Nfi*8  POE¥S« 


Ob!  vbeo  bcnemliilitf  golden  abafU I bMr 
And  vainly  bound  his  trophies  round  my  head : 
When  cTiQwn'd  vitb  flowers,  be  led  Um  rosy  day, 
Liv'd  to  my  eye,  and  drew  my  soul  away-v 
Could  fear,  could  fancy,  at  that  tender  hour, 
See  the  dim  gi-ave  demand  the  nuptial  flower  ? 
There,    there   his  wreathes   dejected    Hymeo 

strew'd ; 
And  mourned  their  bloom  unfaded  as  he  view'd. 
There  each  fair  hope,  each  tenderness  of  life, 
Each  nameless  charm  of  soft  oUigiog  strjfe, 
Delight,  love,  fancy,  pleasure,  genius  fled, 
And  the  best  passions  of  my  soul  lie  dead ; 
All,  ail  is  there  incoldoUivioo  laid, 
But  pale  remembrance  bending  o'er  a  shade. 

O  come,  ye  softer  sorrows,  to  my  breast ! 
Ye  lenient  sighs,  that  shimber  into  rest !     [wave, 
Come,  soothing  dreams,   your  friendly  pinions 
We'll  bear  the  fresh  rone  to  yon  bonour'd  grave; 
For  once  this  paiiir  this  ft-aatie  pain  forego, 
And  feel  at  last  the  Inxary  of  woe ! 

Ye  holy  sufferers,  that  in  ^nlenee  wait 
The  last  sad  refage  of  relieving  fate ! 
That  rest  at  eve  beneath  the  cypresaP  gloom. 
And  sleep  familiar  on  your  future  tomb ; 
With  you  111  waste  the  siow-departiag  day. 
And  wear  wkb  you  th'  uncolour'd  hours  away. 

Ob  1  lead  me  to  your  cells,  your  lonely  ailes. 
Where  resignation  folds  ber  arms  and  smiles : 
Where  holy  Isitb  unwearied  vig^  keeps. 
And  guards  the  urn  where  fair  <>>n8tantia*  sleeps: 
There,  let  me  there  in  sweei  oblivion  lie, 
And  calmly  feel  the  tntor'd  paaaions  die. 


MONODY. 
SUNG  BY  A  REDBREAST. 

Tib  gentle  pair  that  in  these  lonely  shades, 
Wand'ring,  at  eve  or  mum,  I  oft  have  seen. 
Now,  all  in  vain,  I  seek  at  ore  or  mom» 
With  drooping  wing,  foriorut 
Along  the  grove,  along  the  daisied  green. 
For  them  I've  warbled  many  a  summer's  day. 
Till  the  light  dews  impearled  all  the  plain, 
And  the  ^ad  shepherd  shut  his  nightiy  fold ; 
Stones  ofkyve,  and  high  adventures  old 
Were  the  dear  subjects  of  my  tuneful  strain. 
Ah  I  tthere  U  now  the  hope  of  all  my  lay  ? 
Now  they,  perchance,  that  heard  them  all  are 

dead! 
With  them  the  meed  of  melody  is  fled, 
And  fled  with  them  the  list'ning  ear  of  praise. 
Vainly  I  dreamt,  that  when  the^rint'ry  sky 
Scatter'd  the  white  flood  on  the  wasted  plain. 
When  not  obe  berry,  not  one  leaf  was  nigh. 
To  sooth  keen  hunger^  pain; 
Vainly  I  dreamt  my  songs  might  not  be  vain. 
That  oft  wkfain  tbe  hoepitable  haU 
Some  scatter'd  fragment  haply  1  might  find, 
Somefriendly  cmmb  perchance  for  me  design'd. 
When  seen  despairing  cm  the  neighbouring  wall. 
Deluded  bird,  those  hopes  are  now  no  more ! 
Dull  Time  has  blasted  the  departing  yjear^ 
And  Winter  frowns  severet 
Wrapping  his  wan  limbs  in  his  mantle  hoar  ; 

«  SeeSptcUtor,>^o.  164. 


Yet  not  wiMun  thetoepitable  iud\ 

The  cheerfol  aound of  bumanioioe  Ihea^; 

1^0  j^iieoQS  eye  is  near. 

To  aee  BM  diooping  oo  the  lonely  wall 


719  A  RBDBREJSr. 

Lima  bird,  with  bosom  red, 
Welco;ne  to  my  humble  shed ! 
Courtly  domes  of  high  degree 
Have  no  rpom  for  thee  and  me ; 
Pride  and  pleasure's  fickle  throng- 
Nothing  mind  an  idle  song. 

Daily  near  my  table  steal. 
While  I  pick  my  scanty  meal. 
Doubt  not,  little  though  there  be. 
But  I'll  cast  a  crumb  to  thee  i 
Well  rewarded,  if  I  spy 
pleasure  in  thy  glancing  eye  ; 
See  thee,  when  thou'st  eat  thy  fill. 
Plume  thy  breast,  and  wipethy  bill* 

Come,  my  feather'd  firiend,  again/ 
Wen  thou  know'st  the  broken  pane. 
Ask  of  me  thy  daily  store  ; 
Go  not  near  Avaro's  door  j 
Once  within  his  iron  hall. 
Woeful  end  shall  thee  befall. 
Savage  1 — He  would  soon  divest 
Of  its  rosy  plumes  thy  breast; 
Then,  with  solitary  joy, 
Eat  thee,  'bones  and  all,  my  boy  I 


A  CONTEMPLATION. 

0  Natobb  !  grateful  for  the  gifts  of  mh)d« 
Duteous  I  bend  before  thy  holy  shrine ; 

To  other  hands  be  Fortune's  goods  assignM, 

And  thoa,  more  bounteous,  grant  me  onlf 
«  thine. 

Bring  gentlest  Love,  bring  Fancy  to  my  breast;- 
And  if  wild  Genius,  in  his  devious  way. 

Would  sometimes  deign  to  be  my  ev'ning  gOMl, 
Or  near  my  lone  shaide  not  unkindly  stray : 

1  ask  no  more  I  for  happier  gifts  than  these. 

The  su£Prer,  man,  woe  never  bom  to  prcyve^ 
But  may  my  soul  eternal  slumbers  seize. 
If  lost  to  Genius,  Fancy,  and  to  Love ! 


MENALCAS. 

A    PASTOtAL. 

Now  cease  yonr  sweet  pipes,  shepherds!  cease 

your  hys. 
Ye  warbling  train,  that  fill  the  echoing  groves 
With  your  melodious  love-notes !  Die,  ye  winds. 
That  o'er  Arcadian  valleys  blow  f  ye  streams. 
Ye  garrulous  old  streams,  suspend  your  course, 
Misten  to  Menakas. — 


^ndl 


Come,  fisirest  of  the  beauteous  train  that  sport 
On  Ladon's  ffow'ry  side,  my  Delia,  come ! 
For  thee  thy  shepherd,  silent  as  he  siU 
Within  the  green  weod^  sighs :  far  thee  preparef 
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The  vwow  wreathM  in  ▼•!•;   wqplores  the 

shade 
Wbere  lowly  larks  the  violet  Woe,  where  draopi, 
Id  tcDdtor  beaoty,  its  fair  spotted  beMs, 
the  cotrslip :  oft  nith  plainUve  voice  be  oalls 
The  vakeful  Echo— What  are  sbreanit  or  aowen. 
Or  tODgs  of  blithe  birds  ?  Wbat  the  blushins 

Young  health,  or  mosic,  or  the  voice  of  praise, 
The  smile  of  veroal  suns,  the  fragraut  bre^ 
Of  eT'MiBg  gales,  when  Delia  d^Us  afar  ? 


LYSCRiFTIONS  ON  A  BEECH  TREE, 

m    TBB    ISLAJID  OF  SICILY. 

Swirr  land  of  Muses!    o'er  whose  (hvottr»d 
plains/ 

Ceres  and  Flora  hfld  aKcmate  sway; 
By  Jove  refresh'd  with  life-diffusing  rams, 

Uy  Phoebus  blest  with  ef*ry  kinder  ray  ! 
O  with  what  pride  do  I  those  times  survey. 

When  Freedom,  by  her  rustic  minstrels  led, 
Panc'd  on  the  green  lawn  many  a  summer's 

While  pastoral  Ease  reclined  her  careless  head. 
In  these  soft  shades:  ere  yet  that  shephesdied, 
Whose  music  pierc»d  Earth,air,and  HeavTs  ana 
Hell 
And  call'dthe  ruthless  tyrant  of  the  dead 

From  the  dark  slumbers  of  his  iron  celU 
His  ear  unfolding  caught  the  magic  spell : 
He  felt  Che  sounds  glide  soaiy  through  his 
heart;  _     ttell; 

Th»  souiids  that  deign»d  of  Low'ssweet  powwto 
And,  as  they  told,  would  pomt.  his   golden 
dart 
Pix»d  was  the  god :   nor  power  had  he  to  part, 
For  the  fair  daughter  of  the  sheaf-crown  d 
queen, 
Pair  without  pride,  and  lovely  without  art, 

GatherM  her  wild  flowers  on  the  daisied  green. 
He  saw,  KesighM ;  and  that  unmelting  breast. 
Which  arms  the  hand  of  death,  the  poaer  of 
love  oonfest. 


A  MONODY, 

IMSCmSIO  TO   Wf  WORTHY  PaiBND 

JOHN  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

BKIMO  WaiTTlM   W  HIS  CAaUBH    AT  A»«*"^>     "» 
BBaTrORBSHISB,  TUB  BECIHNISO  OF  TUB  YBAB  1169. 

FaiBivn  of  my  genius!  on  whose  naUl  hour, 
Shone  the  same  star,  but  shone  with  brighter 

Oft  as  amidst  thy  Amwell's  shades  I  stray. 
And  mark  thy  tnie  taste  in  each  winding  bower, 
piom  my  f uU  eye  why  falls  the  tender  shower, 
While  other  thouf^ts  than  these  fair  scenes 

convey. 
Sear  on  my  trembling  mind,  and  melU  its 
powers  away  ? 


Ah  me  1  my  friend  1  in  happier  hours  I  spread. 
Like  thee,  tibe  wild  walk  o^er  the  Yaried  plain; 
The  faireit  tribe  of  Flora's  painted  train* 
Each  bolder  s)irub  that  grac'd  her  genial  bed. 
When  old  Sylvanus,  by  young  wishes  led. 

Stole  to  her  arms,  of  such  fair  offipring  vain. 
That  bote  their  mother's  beauties  on  their  head. « 
Like  thee,  inspir'd  by  love— ^twss  Delia^schanasl 
'Twas  Delia's  taste  the  new  creation  gave : 
For  her  my  groves  in  plaintive  sighs  would 
wave. 
And  call  her  a^went  to  their  master's  arms. 

She  comes— Ye  flowers,  your  ^rast4>looiiis  un« 
ibid. 

Ye  waving  groves*  your  plaintive  sighs  foibear. 

Breathe  all  your  fragranoe  to  the  am'vousair* 
Ye  smiling  shrubs  whose  heads  are  cloti^'d  wHb 
goldl 

She  comes,  by  truth,  by  fair  affection  led. 
The  bng  lov*d  mistress  of  my  fisithftil  heart  I 
The  mistress  of  my  soul,  no  more  to  part) 

And  all  my  hopes  and  all  my  vows  are  sped. 

Vain,  vain  delusions !  dreams  for  ever  flad  * 
Ere  twice  the  spring  had  wak'd  the  genial  hoiir* 
The  lovely  parent  bore  one  beauteous  flower. 

And  droop'd  her  gentle  head. 

And  sunk,  for  ever  sunk,  into  her  silent  bad. 

Friend  of  my  genius  1  partner  of  my  fete  I 
To  equal  sense  of  painful  sulfering  bomt 
From  whose  fond  breast  a  k>vely  parent  toAf 
Bedew'd  thy  pale  cheek  with  a  tear  so  late— 
Oh  !  lei  us  mindful  of  theshort,  short  date. 
That  bears  the  spoil  of  human  hopes  away. 
Indulge  sweet  mem'ry  of  each  happier  day  I 

No,  close,  for  ever  close  the  iron  gate 
Of  cold  oblivion  on  that  dreary  cell. 
Where  the  pale  shades  of  pest  enjoyments  dwell. 
And,  pointing  to  their  bleeding  besoms,  say, 
<*  On  life's  disastrotts  hour  what  varied  woes 
await!" 

Let  scenes  of  softer,  gentler  kind. 

Awake  to  fancyls  soothing  call. 
And  milder  on  the  pensive  mind» 

The  shadowed  thought  of  grief  shall  laU. 

Oft  as  the  slowly-closing  day 
Draws  her  pale  mantle  from  the  dew-star'f  eye, 
What  time  the  shepherd's  cry 

Leads  from  the  pasturM  hills  his  flocks  away. 

Attentive  to  the  tender  lay 
That  steals  from  Philomela's  breast. 

Let  us  in  musing  silence  stray. 

Where  Lee  beholds  in  mazes  slow 
,    His  uncomplaining  waters  flow. 
And  all  bis  whispering  shores  invite  tbe  charms 
of rest 


IMITATION  OF  WALLER, 

WALLsa  TO  rr.  EvaBMOMn. 

O  VALKS  of  Penshurst,  now  so  long  unseen ! 
Forgot  each  shade  secure,  each  winding  gieea  ; 
These  lonely  paths,  what  art  have  1  to  tread, 
Whereonce  young  Love,the  blind  enthui«art,lcd? 
Yet  if  the  genius  of  your  conscious  groves 
His  Sidney  in  my  Sacharissa  loves ; 
Let  him  with  pnde  her  cruel  poWer  unfold  j 
By  him  my  pains  let  Evrcmond  be  told. 
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THE  DUCHESS  OF  MAZARINE. 

OS  BEft   RETIRIVG  INTO   A    CONTENT. 

Tb  holy  cares  that  haunt  these  lonely  cells, 
These  scenes  where  saJutary  sadness  dwells; 
Ye  sighs  that  minute  the  slow  wasting  day^, 
Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away; 
O  bid  these  passions  for  the  world  depart, 
"Riese  wild  desires,  and  vanities  of  heart. 
Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  past. 
And  yield  to  Heaven  the  victory  at  last. 
To  that  the  poor  remains  of  life  are  due, 
Tis  Heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  pursue. 
Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine, 
My  lore,  my  duly  greet  thy  holy  shrine : 
No  more  my  heart  to  vainer  hopes  I  give. 
But  live  for  thee,  whose  bounty  bids  me  live. 
Tlie  power  that  gave  these  little  charms  their 
grace, 
His  favours  bounded,  and  confined  their  space  • 
.  Spite  ofthose  charms  shall  time,  with  rude  essay 
Tear  flnom  the  cheek'  the  transient  rose  away.     ' 
But  the  free  mind,  ten  thousand  ages  past. 
Its  Maker's  form,  shall  with  its  Maker  last 

Uncertain  objects  still  our  homes  employ; 
Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy .' 
Of  all  that  foel  the  injuries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  the  search,  and  short  the  date. 
Yet  ev»n  thit  boon  what  thousands  wish  to  gam? 
That  boon  of  death,  the  sad  resource  of  pain  ! 
Once  on  my  path  all  Fortune's  gJory  fell, 
Her  ¥ain  magnificence,  and  courtly  swell : 
Love  touch'd  my  soul  at  least  with  soft  desires, 
And  vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires. 
This  truth  at  last  the  mighty  scenes  let  fall. 
An  hour  of  innocence  was  worth  them  all. 
^  Lord  of  my  life  I  O,  let  thy  sacred  lay 
Shme  o»er  my  heart,  and  break  iu  clouds  away, 
liMuding,  flattering,  faithless  world,  adieu  ! 
long  hast  thou  taught  me,  God  is  only  true; 
That  God  alone  I  trust,  alone  adore. 
No  more  deluded,  and  misled  no  more. 
Come,   sacred   hour,  when  wav'ring  doubts 
sl^all  cease ! 
Come,  holy  scenes  of  long  repose  and  peace ! 
Yet  shall  my  heart,  to  other  interests  true, 
A  moment  balance  'twixt  the  world  and  you  ? 
Of  pensive  nights,  of  long-reflecting  days. 
Be  yours,  at  last,  the  iriumph  and  the  praise. 
Great,  gracious   Mastfer,    whose   unbounded 
sway. 
Felt  thro*  ten  thousand  worlds,those  worlds  obey; 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  gloiies  shade. 
And  deign  V  espouse  the  creature   thou  hast 

made? 
All  other  ties  indignant  I  disclaim, 
Dishonoured  those,  and  infamous  to  name ! 
O  fatal  ties  for  which  such  tears  I've  shed. 
For  which  the  pleasures  of  the  world  lay  dead ! 
That  world's  soft  pleasures  you  aioiie  disarm ; 
That  world  without  you,  still  might  have  its 

charm. 
But  now  those  scenes  of  tempting  hope  I  close. 
And  seek  the  peaceful  studies  of  repose: 
look  on  the  past  as  time  that  stole  away. 
And  beg  the  blessings  of  a  happier  day. 

Ye  gay  saloons,  ye  golden-vested  halls. 
Scenes  of  high  treats,  and  heart-bewitching  ba»ls ! 


I  I>ren,^gare^gplendoar,  charms  ofplay,  farewtffl^' 
And  all  the  toilet's  science  to  excel ; 
E'en  Love  that  ambush  *d  in  this  beauteous  hair/ 
No  more  shall  lie,  like  Indian  arehen,  there. 
Go,  erring  Lore  I  for  nobler  objects  given ! 
Go,  beauteous  hair,  a  sacrifice  ta  Heaven  I 

Soon  shall  the  veil  these  glowing  features  hide. 
At  once  the  period  of  their  power  and  pride  I 
The  helpless  lover  shall  no  more  complaiik' 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  unrewarded  pain; 
While  calmly  sleep  in  each  untutcNr'd  breast 
My  secret  sorrow,  and  his  sighs  prafesLt 
'    Go,  flattering  train !   and,  sbves  to  me  w 

more. 
With  the  same  sighs  some  happier  fair  adore  t 
Your  alter'd  faith  I  blame  not,  nor  bewail — 
And  haply  yet,  (what  woman  is  not  fVail  ?) 
Yet,  haply,  might  I  cahner  mmutes  prove. 
If  he  that  lov'd  me  knew  no  other  love  I 

Yet  were  that  ardour,  which  his  breast  ia- 
spir'd, 
fiy  charma  of  more  than  mortal  beauty  fi^d ; 
What  nobler  pride  !  could  1  to  Heaven  resign 
The  zeal,  the  service  thact  I  boasted  mine ! 
O,  change  your  false  desifes,  ye  flattering  train^ 
And  love  me  pious,  whom  you  lov'd  profkne ! 

These  long  adieus  with  lovers  doom*d  to  go 
Or  prore  their  merit,  or  my  weakness  show  ' 
But  Heaven,  to  such  soft  frailUes  less  severe 
May  spare  the  tribute  of  a  female  tear^  ' 

May  yield  one  tender  moment  to  deplore 
Those  genUe  hearts  that  I  must  hold  no  more. 


THE  AMIABLE  KING. 

The  free-bora  Muse  her  tribute  rarely  brings. 
Or  burns  her  incense  to  the  power  of  kings ! 
But  Virtue  ever  shall  her  voice  command. 
Alike  a  spade  or  sceptre  in  her  hand. 
Is  there  a  prince  untainted  with  a  throne. 
That  makes  the  interest  of  mankind  his  own; 
Whom  bounty  knows  no  bounds  of  time  or  place* 
Who  nobly  feels  for  all  the  human  race  : 
A  prince  that  acts  in  reason's  steady  sphere. 
No  slave  to  passion,  and  no  d  upe  to  fear  • 
A  breast  where  mild  humanity  resides  ' 
Where  virtue  dictates,  and  where  wisdim  gnidesz. 
A  mmd  that,  stretch'd   beyond  the  y4«  ik 

youth,  ' 

Explores  the  secret  spring,  of  taste  and  troth  ? 
inese,  these  are- virtues  which  the  Muse  shalt 

«'Dg; 
And  plant,  for  these,  her  laurels  round  a  kins ' 

For  this  beerown'd  with  never-fiulingli^! 

THE  HAPPY  riLLAGER. 

Virtue  dwells  in  Arden's  vale: 
There  her  hallow'd  temples  rise, 
lliere  her  incense  greets  the  skies, 

Grateful  as  the  morning  gale  r 
There,  with  humble  Peace  and  her. 
Lives  the  happy  villager; 

There,  the  golden  smiles  of  morn 
Brighter  every  field  adorn,- 
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fflhen  tiie  Sun*t  declining  ray 

Fairer  paints  the  parting  day  : 

There  the  iroodlark  loader  sings^ 

Zephyr  moves  on  softer  wings, 

Grores  in  greener  honours  rise. 

Purer  aztare  spreads  the  skieis ; 

There  the  fountains  dearer  flow^ 

Flowers  in  hrighter  beauty  blow: 

For,  with  Peace  c^nd  Virtue,  there 

lives  the  happy  villager. 

Distant  still  from  Arden's  val^ 

Are  the  woes  the  bad  bewail ; 

DisUnt  fell  Remor^,  and  Pain, 

And  Frenzy  smiling  o'er  her  chain ! 

Griefs  quick  pang.  Despair's  dead  groan. 

Are  in  Arden's  vale  unknown : 

for,  with  Peace  and  Virtue,  ther* 

Lives  the  happy  villager ! 
In  his  hospiuble  cell, 
liove,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  dwell  ^ 
And,  with  aspect  mild  and  free. 
The  graceful  nymph.  Simplicity. 
Hail,  ye  liberal  graces,  hail  ! 
Nativ.es  all  of  Arden's  vale : 
For,' with  Peace  and  Virtue,  ther^ 
lives  the  happy  viljager, 


HYMENEAL. 


AM  TBB   MAiaiAGB  OF    Bit  PlESBITr  MAJISTT. 

Awake,  thou  everlasting  lyre! 

That  once  the  mighty  Pindar  strong, 
When  wrapt  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 

The  gods  of  Greece  he  sung !  Awake ! 
Arrest  the  rapid  foot  of  Time  again 
With  liquid  notes  of  joy,  and  pleasure's  melUng 
strain. 
Ciown'd  with  each  beauteous  flower  thatbbws 
On  Acidalia's  tuneful  side; 
With  all  Aonia's  rosy  pride. 
Where  numerous  Aganippe  flows  j 
From  Thespian  groves  and  fountains  wild, 
Come,  thoii  yellow-vested  boy. 
Redolent  of  youth  and  joy, 
Fair  Urania's  favoured  child'  I  , 
George  to  thee  devotes  the  day : 
lo  t  Hymen,  haste  away ! 

Daughter  of  the  genial  main ! 
Queen  of  youth  and  rosy  smiles. 
Queen  of  dimple -dwellmg  vnles ; 
Come  wiih  all  thy  Paphian  train : 
O,  give  the  ftiir  that  blooms  for  Britain's  throne, 
'Thy  melting  charms  of  love,  tby  soul-enchanting 
zone! 

Daughter  of  the  genial  main  ! 

Bring  that  heart-dissolving  power. 
Which  once  in  Ida's  sacred  bower 
The  soul  of  Jove  oppos'd  in  vain : 
*nienre  of  gods  thy  conquering  charms  confess'd; 
And,  vanqoish'd,  sunk,  sunk  down  of  Juuo't  fos- 
t'ringbreasL 
She  comes,  the  conscious  sea  subsides ; 
Old  Ocean  curbs  his  thund'ring  tides : 
Smooth  the  silken  surface  lies. 
Where  Venus'  flow'ry  chariot  flies: 

*  SeeCatoUos. 


Paphian  airs  in  ambnsh  sleefi 
On  the  still  bosom  of  the  deep; 
Paphian  maids  around  her  move, 
Keen-ey'd  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Love : 
Their  rosy  breasts  a  thousand  Cupids  lave,    « 
And  dip  their  wanton  wings,  and  beat  the  buxom 

wave. 
^  But  mark,  of  more  than  vulgar  mein, 
With  regal .  grace  and  radiant  eye, 
A  form  in  youthful  majeisty  1 
Britain,  hail  thy  favour»d  queen  ! 

For  her  the  conscious  sea  subsides  $ 
Old  Ocean  Cinrbe  his  thund'ring  tides. 
O'er  the  glassy-bosom'd  main 
Venus  leads  her  laughing  train ; 
The  Paphian  maids  move  graceful  by  her  side, 
Ai)d  o'er  the  buxom  waves  the  rosy  Cupids  ride. 
Fly,  ye  fairy-footed  hours ! 
Fly,  with  aromatic  flowers  I 
Such  as  bath'd  in  orient  dews, 
Beauty>  living  glow  diffuse^ 
Such  as  in  Idalia's  ^ve 
Breathe  the  sweets,  the  soul  of  love  I 

Come,  genial  god  of  chaste  delight. 
With  wreathes  of  festive  roses  crown'd, 

i^nd  torch  that  bums  with  radiance  bright, 
And  liberal  robe  that  sweeps  the  ground  t 
Bring  the  days  of  gulden  joy, 
Pleasures  pure,  that  never  cloy ! 
Bring  to  Britain's  happy  pair, 
All  that's  kind,  and  good,  and  foir! 
George  to  thee  devotes  the  day : 
lo  1  Hymen,  haste  away. 


Daughters  of  Jove !  ye  virgins  sage, 
"      That  wait  on  Camus'  hoary  age ; 
That  oft  his  windrog  vales  along 
H^ve  smooth'd  your  silver-woven  song; 
O  wake  once  more  those  lays  sublime. 
That  live  beyond  the  wrecks  of  time  ! 
To  crown  your  Albion's  t>oasted  pair, 
The  never-fading  wreath  prepare ; 

While  her  rocks  echo  to  this  strain, 

«  The  friends  of  freedom  and  of  Britain  reign." 


SONG. 


'Tis  o'er,  the  pleasing  prospect's  o'er ! 
My  weary  heart  can  hope  no  more — 
Then  welcome,  wan  Despair  I 
Approach  with  all  thy  dreadful  train ! 
Wild  Anguish,  Discontent  and  Pain, 
And  thorny-pillow'd  Care. 

Gay  Hope,  and  Ease,  and  Joy,  and  Rest, 
All,  all  thatrharms  the  peaceful  breast. 
For  ever  I  resign. 
Let  pale  Anx iety  instead, 
That  has  not  where  to  lay  her  head. 
And  lasting  woe,  be  mine. 

It  comes!  I  feel  the  painfull.. 
My  eyes  for  Solyman  will  flow 
In  silent  grief  again ; 
Who,  wand'ringo'er  some  moontain  drear. 
Now  haply  sheds  the  pensive  tear, 
And  calls  on  me  in  vain. 

Perhaps,  along  the  lonely  shores. 
He  now  the  sea's  blue  breast  explores. 
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To  watch  thediftant  nil ; 
Perhaps,  ooSundah*!  hiUalbrloni, 
He  fainu,  with  aching  toil  o'erboRi» 

Andlife'BiaatspiriueuL 

Ah,  no!  the  cruel  thought  foriwar! 
Amant,  thoa  fiend  of  f^H  desjtair. 
That  ooly  death  canst  give ! 
While  Hecr>n  eternal  rulM  abofie, 
Aimenayet  may  find  her  love. 
And  Solyman  may  live  1 


wurmv  tv 

A  COTTAQE^ARDEK^  ^ 

AT  A  VILLAGE  IN  LORRAIN. 

dCCASIOKSn  BY   A  TftADITlON  COMCEIWING  A 

tail  or  aoiSMAaT. 

/  * 

ArtNistnm  loquitur. 
O  TBou,  whom  love  and  fancy  lead 

To  wander  near  this  woodland  hill. 

If  ever  music  smoothed  thy  quill, 
Or  pity  wak'd  thy  gentle  reed. 

Repose  beneath  my  humble  tree, 

If  thou  lov'st  simplicity. 

Stnnger,  ifthylot  has  laid 

In  toilsome  scenes  of  busy  life. 

Full  sorely  may'st  diou  rue  the  strife 
Of  weary  passions  ill  repaid. 

In  a  garden  Vve  with  me. 

If  thou  lov*st  simplicity. 
Flowers  have  sprang  ibr  many  a  year 

O'er  the  village  maiden's  grave. 

That,  one  memorial  sprig  to  save. 
Bore  it  from  A  sistei^s  bier ; 

And,  homeward  walking,  wepto*erme 

The  true  tears  of  simplicity. 

And  soon,  her  cottage  window  near. 
With  care  my  slender  stem  she  plac'd  i 
And  fondly  thus  her  grief  embrac'd ; 

And  cherish 'd  sad  remembrance  dear : 
For  love  sincere  and  Ariendship  free 
Are  children  of  simplicity. 

When  past  was  many  a  painful  day, 
Slow-pacing  o'er  the  village  green. 
In  white  iv«re  all  its  maidens  seen, 

And  bore  my  guaitlian  friend  away. 
Ah  death  !  what  sacrifice  to  thee, 
The  ruins  of  simplicity. 

One  genVons  swain  her  heart  approv'd, 
A  youih  whose  fond  and  faithfol  breast, 
Witb  many  an  artless  sigh  confess'd, 

In  Nature's  language,  thathelov'd: 
But,  stranger,  'tis  no  tale  to  thee. 
Unless  thou  lov'st  simplicity. 

He  died— «nd  soon  her  lip  was  cold. 

And  soon  her  rosy  cheek  was  pale ; 

The  village  wept  to  bear  the  tale. 
When  for  both  the  slow  bell  toU'd^ 

Beneath  yon  flow'ry  turf  they  lie. 

The  lovers  of  simplicity* 

Yet  one  boon  have  I  to  crave ; 

Stranger,  if  thy  pity  bleed. 

Wilt  thou  do  one  tender  deed. 
And  strew  my  pale  fioweri  o*tr  their  grave  f 


So  ligbUy  lie  the  tmf  on  thee. 
Because  thou  lov'st  sioeiplicity* 


THE  PA^rOltAL  PART  OF 

MILTON'S  XPITAPfflUM  DAMOJilA 

O  Foa  the  soft  lays  of  Himeria's  maids ! 
The  strain^  that  died  in  Arethusa's  shades ; 
Tun'd  to  wild  sorrow  on  her  monrofbl  shore. 
When  Daphois,  Hylas,  Bion  breath  *d  no  more ! 
Thames'  vocal  wave  shall  ev*ry  note  prolong. 
And  all  his  villas  learn  the  Doric  song. 

How  Thyrsis  moum'd  his  long  lov'd  Damoil 
dead. 
What  sighs  he  ntter»d,  and  what  tears  he  shed— 
Ye  dim  retreats,  ye  wandering  fountains  know. 
Ye  desert  wilds  bore  witness  to  his  woe : 
Where  oft  in  grief  he  past  the  tedious  day. 
Or  lonely  languish^  the  dull  night  away. 

Twice  had  the  fields  their  blooming  honOan 
bore; 
And  Autumn  twice  resigned  his'golden  store. 
Unconscious  of  his  loss,  while  Tbjrrsis  stakl 
To  woo  the  sweet  Muse  in  the  Tuscan  shade: 
Crown'd  with  her  fiivoor,  when  he  sought  again 
His  flock  forsaken,  and  his  native  plain ; 
When  to  his  old  elm's  wonted  shade  return'd-^ 
Then--<then,  he  miss*d  his  parted  firiead    aD4 

moum'd. 
And  gp,  he  cry'd,  my  tender  Iambs,  adieu  1 
Your  wretched  master  has  no  time  for  you. 

Yet  are  there  pow'rs  divine  in  £arth  or  sky  ? 
Gods  can  they  be  who  destinM  thee  to  die  ? 
And  sbalt  thou  mix  with  shades  of  vulgar  name  ; 
Lost  thy  fisir  honours,  and  forgot  thy  fame? 
Not  he,  the  god  whose  golden  wai^  restrafait 
The  pale  ey*a  people  of  the  gloomy  plains^ 
Of  Damon's  fate  shall  thus  regardless  be. 
Or  suffer  vulgar  shades  to  herd  with  thee. 
Then  go,  hecry'd,  &c 

Yet  while  one  strain  my  trembling  tongo^ 
may  try. 
Not  unlamented,  shepherd,  sbalt  thou  die. 
Long  in  these'fields  thy  fame  shall  fiouriah  ^r, 
^d  Daphnis  only  greater  honours  share; 
To  Daphnis  only  purer  vows  be  paid. 
While  Pan  or  Pales  loves  the  Vulgar  shade. 
If  truth  or  science  may  sui^ive  the  grave. 
Or,  what  is  more,  a  poet's  friendship  save. 
Then  go,  fcc 

These,  these  are  thine:   fsr  tna  what  ^opt§ 

remain? 
Save  of  long  surrow,  andofanguUhvahi. 
For  who,  still  faithful  to  my  side,  shall  go. 
Like  thee,  through  regions,  dad  with  ahillinif 

snow? 
Like  thee,  the  rage  of  fiery  sommers  bear. 
When  lades  the  wan  fiower  in  the  homing  air? 
The  lurking  dangers  of  the  chase  essay. 
Or  sooth  with  song  and  various  tales  the  day? 
Then  go,  kc. 

To  whom  shall  I  my  hopes  and  fears jmpart? 
Or  trust  the  cares  and  follies  of  my  heart  ? 
Whose  gentle  councils  put  those  cares  to  flight  ? 
Whose  cheeriilloakTaffW  dmit  the  tedious  night  ? 
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J9b»  lodal  hearth  i»h«n  Mtunia^s  treasures  stons, 
^QiUi  blov  the  winds  without,  and  through  the 
Meak  ehn  roar* 
Then  gp,  lee* 

When  the  flerea  sdns  orsannner  boobs  iBvade^ 
And  Pan  repoeei  to  the  f  reen-wood  shade, 
The  Aapberds  hide,  the  nyaiphs  ptange  dovn 
tbedee|i,  [sleep. 

And  wave?  the  hedgo.row  o*er  the  ploughman's 
Ah !  who  sbnll  charm  with  sueh  address  reiiaM, 
Such  attic  wit,  and  elegance  of  Qiind^ 
Then  go,  kc 

Alas!  now  looely  roood  my  fields  I  stray. 
And  lonely  seek  the  pasture's  wonted  way. 
Or  in  sonie  dim  vale's  mourefiil  shade  repose-^ 
There  pensive  wait  the  weary  ds^'s  slowdosa, 
\¥hile  showers  descend,  the  gloomy  tempest 

rayes, 
And  o'er  my  head  the  struggling  tadlight  watres. 
Then  go,  8&c« 

Where  once  fair  harvest  cloth'd  pay  coltur'd 
plain. 
Now  weeds  obsokne  and  vexing  hrambles  reign ; 
The  groves  of  myrtle  and  the  clustering  vine 
l>elight  no  more,  fur  joy  ntfrnofeis  mine. 
My  flocks  no  k»ger  find  a  master's  oare ; 
^v*n  piteous  as  they  gaze  with  looks  of  dumb 


Then  go,  ibCf 

Thy  hafee),  Tyt^Tos,  has  no  eharms  for  me; 
Nory^t  thy  wild  ash,  lov'd  Alphesibee, 
No  more  shall  fiuicy  wave  her  rural  dream> 
By  Agati's  willow,  or  Amyuta's  stream, 
TbatUBmblingleaveiiy  the  fountains  cool  serene, 
The  mnrmttring  zephyr,  and  the  mossy  greeiH— 
These  smile  unseen,  and  those  unheeded  play, 
I  cut  my  shrubs,  and  careless  walk'd  auay. 
Then  go,  fce« 

Mopsus,  who  knows  what  iates  the  stars  dis- 
pense, 

And  solves  the  grove's  wild  wsrblings  into  sense. 

Thus  Mopsus  mark'd— "  what  thus  thy  spleen 
can  move? 

^me  l^lefiil  planet,  or  some  hopeless  love  ? 

The  star  of  Satuhi  oift  anooys  the  swaiu. 

And  hi  the  dull  oold  breast  long  holds  his  leadeh 
reign.'? 
Then  go,  fcc» 

The  aynphs  too,  pitaoos  of  their  shepherd's 
pame  the  sad  cause  solicitoits  to  know,      [woe, 
"  Is  this  the  port  of  jocood  youth,''  they  cry, 
TVat  look  diegvsted,  and  that  duwncast  eye  ? 
Gay  tmiles  and  le^  on  that  si>ft  season  wait; 
He's  twice  a  wretch  whom  beauty  wounds  too 
lat«^>' 
TheagOblit. 

t  Milton  seems  to  have  borrowed  this  senti- 
ment from  Guarini : 

.    CtaaseeasiaiealaeaaQtfietate 


HafiBi  doppio  tortUffnte^ 

E  di  qnel,  cba  ^^otendo  noB  vofasti, 

I  di  quel,  aha  folenda  non  potraW 


One  gentle  tear  the  British  Chloris  gave, 

Cbloriflthe  grace  of  Maldon's  purple  wav»-^ 

In  vain — ^my  grief  no  soothing  words  disarm. 

No  future  hopes,  nor  present  good  can  charm* 

Then  go,  &c. 

The  happier  fiooks  one  social  spirit  moves. 
The  same  their  spoits,  their  pastures  and  their 

loves; 
Their  hearts  to  no  peculiar  object  tend. 
None  koows  a  fav'rite,  or  selects  a  friend. 
So  herd  the  various  natives  of  the  mam. 
And  Proteus  drives  in  crowds  his  scaly  train  ; 
The  feather'd  tribes  too  find  an  easier  fate,  > 

The  meanest  sparrow  still  enjoys  his  mate ; 
And  when  by  diance  or  wearing  age  she  dies. 
The  transient  loss  a  second  choice  supplies. 
Man,  hapless  man,  for  ever  doom'd  to  know 
The  dire  vexations  that  from  discord  flow. 
In  all  the  countless  numbers  of  his  kind. 
Can  scarcely  meet  with  one  congenial  mind ; 
If  haply  found.  Death  wings  the  fotal  dart, 
Tbe  tender  union  breaks,  and  breaks  his  heart. 
Then  go.  Ice. 

Ah  me !  what  errour  tempted  me  to  go 
O'er  foreign  mountains,  and  thro'  Alpine  snow  ?    ' 
Too  great  the  price  to  mark  in  Tyber's  gk)Om 
The  moumful  im^ge  of  departed  Room  I 
Nay,  yet  immortal,  could  she  boast  again 
The  glories  of  herimiversa]  reign. 
And  all  that  Maro  left  his  fields  to  see, 
Too  great  the  purchase  to  abandon  thee ! 
To  leave  thee  in  a  land  no  longer  seen  ! — 
Bid  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll  between  !— 
Ah !  not  embrace  thee ! — not  to  see  thee  die ! 
Meet  thy  last  lo^ks,  or  close  thy  languid  eye  ! 
Not  one  fond  fiirewell  with  thy  shade  to  send. 
Nor  bid  thee  think  of  thy  surviving  friend ! 
Then  go,  &c 

Ye  Tuscan  shepherds,  pardon  me  this  tear  1 
Dear  to  the  Muse,  to  me  for  ever  dear ! 
Tbe  youth  I  mourn  a  Tuscan  title  bore-* 
See  Lydian  Lucca  *  for  her  son  deplore ! 
O  days  of  ecstacy !  when  wrapt  I  lay 
Where  Arnowaoders  down  bis  flowVy  way, — 
Pluck'd  the  pale  violet,  press'd  the  velvet  mead. 
Or  bade  the  myrtle's  balmy  fragrance  bleed ! — 
DeFigbted,  heard  amid  the  ruraJ  throng, 
Menalcas  strive  with  Lycidas  in  song.  « 
Oft  would  my  voice  the  mimic  strain  essay. 
Nor  haply  all  unheeded  was  my  lay. 
For,  shepherds,  yet  I  boast  your  gen'itMis  meed. 
The  osier  basket,  and  compacted  reed : 
Francino  cruwn'd  me  with  a  poet's  fame,   ' 
And  Dati  *  taught  bis  becchen  groves  my  name. 

3  The  Tuscans  were  a  branch  of  the  Pelasgi 
that  migrated  into  Europe,  not  many  ages  after 
the  disiiersion.  Some  of  them  marched  by  land 
as  far  as  Lydia,  and  from  thence  detached  a 
colony  under  tbe  conduct  of  Tyrsenus  to  Italy. 

s  When  Milton  was  in  Italy,  Carlo  Dati  was 
professor  of  philosophy  at  Florence— a  libera) 
friend  to  men  of  genius  and  learning,  as  well 
foreigners  as  his  own  countrymen.  He  wrote  a 
panegyric  and  some  poems  on  Lewis  XIV.  be- 
sides other  tracts. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


404 


LANGHORN&S  P0EM8. 


TO  THE  REF.  MR.  LAMB. 

Lamb,  could  the  Muse  that  boasts  thy  forming 
care, 

Unfold  the  grateful  fifieliogfl  of  my  heart, 
•Her  hand  for  thee  should  many  a  wreath  prepaid, 

And  cull  the  choicest  flowers  with  studious  art 

For  marked  by  thee  was  each  imperfect  ray 

TTiat  haply  wander'd  o'er  my  infant  mind  ; 
The  dawn  of  genius  brightenM  into  day, 
,     As  thy  skill  ppen*d,  as  thy  lore  refin'd. 

Each  uneouth  lay  thatiaulter'd  from  my  tongue. 
At  eve  or  mom  from  Eden's  murmurs  caught ; 

Whatever  I  painted,  and  whatever  I  sung, 
TM  rude  the  strain,  tho'    artless  was  the 
draught; 

You  wisely  prais'd,  and  fed  the  sacred  fire-- 
That  warms  the  breast  with  love  and  honest 
fame; 
You  swclPd  to  nobler  heights  the  infant  lyre, 
R^s'd  the  low  thought,  aud  checked  th'  exu- 
berant flame. 

O  could  the  Muse  in  future  times  obtain 
One  humble  garlaud  from  th*  Aonian  tree ! 

With  joy  rd  bind  thy  favonr'd  brows  again. 
With  joy  rd  form  a  fairer  wreath  for  thee. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR. 


*  tOM  scenes  where  fancy  no  excursion  tries. 
Nor  trusts  her  wing  to  smoke-envdop'd  skies  j 
Far  from  the  town's  detested  haunts  remov'd. 
And  nought  but  thee  deserted  that  I  lov'd; 
From  noise  and  fblly  and  the  world  got  free, 
One  truant  thought  yet  only  stays  for  thee. 
What  is  that  world  which  'makes  the  heart  its 

slave? 
A  restless  sea,  revolving  wave  on  wave : 
There  rage  the  stontis  of  each  uncertain  clime; 
There  float  the  wrecks  of  fortune  and  of  time: 
There  hope's    smooth  gales  in  soft  succession 

blow, 
MTiile  disappointment  hides  the  rock  below. 
TJje  syren  pleasures  tune  their  fatal  breath, 
And  lull  you-  to  the  long  repose  of  death. 
What  is  that  world  >  ah  I—'tis  no  more 
Than  the  vext  ocean  while  we  walk  the  shore. 
Loud  roar  the  winds  and  sw^ll  the  wild  waves 

high, 
Lash  the  rude  beach,  and  frighten  all  the  sky: 
No  longer  shall  my  little  bark  b^  rent. 
Since  Hope  resigned  her  anchor  to  Content. 

Like  s6me  poor  fisher  that,  escap'd  with  life, 
Will  trust  no  more  to  elemental  strife; 
Bnt  sits  in  safety  on  the  green-bank  side. 
And  lives  upon  the  leavings  of  the  tide ; 
Like  him  contented  you  your  friend  shall  see, 
As  safe,  as  happy^  and  as  poor  as  he, 


TO  A  LADY, 

ON  aSAnXNG  AN  ZLBGT    WRrrTBN  BY  HBK  ON  TB« 
SFAECH  OF   NAPKIN BSS. 

Tio  ioek  the  lotely  nymph  you  sing, 

I've  wander'd  many  a  weary  mile. 
From  grovn  to  grovf ,  from  spring  to  spring; 

If  here  or  there  she  deign'd  to  smiia* 

Nay  what  1  now  must  blush  to  say^ 

For  sure  it  bap'd  in  evil  hour; 
I  once  so  for  mistook  iny  way, 

To  seek  her  in  the  haunts  of  power. 

How  should  success  my  search  betide. 
When  still  so  far  i  wander'd  wrong  ? 

For  Happiness  on  Arrowe's  side. 
Was  list'ning  to  Marians  song. 

Delighted  thus  with  you  to  stay. 
What  hope  have  I  the  nymjii  to  see  ; 

Unless  you  cease  your  magic  lay. 
Or  bring  her  in  your  arms  to  me  ? 


TO  ALMENA. 

FKOM    THE   BANKS  OF  THE   IRWAN. 

"  WHiRE  trembling  poplars  shade  their  parent 
vale. 

And  tone  to  melody  the  mountahi  gale ; 

Where  Irwan  murmurs  musically  slow. 

And  breathing  breezes  through  bis  osiers  blow  ; 

Friend  of  my  heart,  behold  thy  poet  laid 

In  the  dear  silence  of  bis  native  shade ! 

Ye  sacred  vales,  whereof  the  Muse,  unseen. 

Led  my  light  steps  along  the  nvoon-ligbt  green  ; 

Ye  scenes,  where  peace  and  fancy  held  their 
reign. 

For  ever  lov'd,  and  once  enjoy'd  again ! 

Ah  I  where  is  now  that  nameless  bliss  refin'd. 

That  tranquil  hour^  that  vacancy  of  mind  ? 

As  sweet  the  wild  rose  bears  its  balmy  breast ; 

As  soon  the  breeze  with  murmurs  sooths  to  rest; 
As  smooth  the  stream  of  silver  Irwan  flows ; 
As  fair  each  flower  along  his  border  blows ; ' 
Yet  dwells  not  here  that  nameless  bliss  refin'd^ 
That  tnmquil  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind. 
Is  it  that  knowledge  is  allied  to  woe; 
And  are  we  happy  only  e^er  we  know? 
Is  it  that  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
That  Fancy's  fairy  visions  fade  away  ? 
Or  can  I,  distant  far  from  all  that's  dear. 
Be  happy  pnly  when  Almena's  near  ? 
That  truth,  the  feelings  of  my  heait  disclose: 
Too  dear  the  friendship  for  the  friend's  repose.'' 
Thus  moum'd  the  Muse,  whenthio'  bis  osiers 

wil4. 
The  hill-bom  Irwan  rais'd  his  head  and  smil'd : 
"  Child  of  my  hopes,"  he  fondly  cried,  *«  for- 
Nor  let  thy  Irwan  witness  thy  despair.      [bear; 
Has  peace  indeed  forsook  my  flow'ry  shore  ? 
Shall  Fame,  and  Hope,  and  Fancy  charm  no 

more? 
Tho'  Fame  nnd  Hope  in  kindred  air  depart* 
Yet  Fancy  still  should  hold  thee  to  her  heart; 
For,  at  thy  birth,  the  village  hind  has  seen 
Her  light  wings  waving  o'er  the  shadowy  green. 
With  rosy  wreaths  she  crown'4  the  new-bon^ 

hours. 
And  rival  fairies  filFd  thy  bed  with  flowers; 
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In  vmiDr-if  grief  shall  watte  thy  hlooming  years, 
Aad  life  diMoiTe  in  solitude  and  tea^" 


TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  JE5Q. 

nBriZtD  TO  XBB  CORaSSPOHDENCE  OP  THEODOSIIfS 
AMD   COWT^VTIA. 

To  live  beneath  the  solden  star  of  love» 
With  happier  fancy,  passions  more  refin'd. 

Each  soft'ning  charm  of  tenderness  to  prove. 
And  all  the  finer  movements  of  the  mind — 

From  gifts  like  these  say,  what  the  boasted  gain 
Of  those  who  exquisitively  ieel  or  know  ? 

The  skill  from  pleasure  to  extract  the  pain, 
And  open  all  the  avenues  of  woe. 

Yet  shall  we,  Colman,  at  these  gifts  repine*^ 
Implore  cold  apathy  to  steel  the  heart  ? 

Would  you  that  sensibility  resign, 
And  with  those  powers  of  genius  would  you 
part? 

Ah  me!  my  fdepdl  nor  deem  the  verse  divine 
That  weakness  wrote  in    Petrarch's  gentle 
strain! 
When  once  he  own'd  at  lovers  unfiiv'ring  shrine 
''A  thousand  pleasures  were  not  worth  one 
pain,^' 

The  dreams  of  fiincy  sooth  the  pensive  hearty 
For  fisncy's  urn  can  new  delights  dispense: 
The  powers  of  genius  purer  joys  impart; 
For  genius  brightens  all  the  springs  of  i 


O  charm  of  every  muse-ennobl'd  mind, 

Far,  far  above  the  grovdling  crowd  to  rise  !-^ 

Leave  the  low  train  of  trifling  cares  behind. 
Assert  iu  birthright,  and  affect  the  skies ! 

O  right  divine,  the  pride  of  power  to  scorn ! 

On  fbrtune's  little  vanity  look  down^ 
With  nobler  gifts,  to  foirer  honours  bom. 

Than  fear,  or  folly,  fancies  in  a  crown  4 

As  far  each  boon  that  Nature's  hand  bestows 
The  worthless  glare  of  fortune's  train  exceeds, 

As  yon  fair  orb,  whose  beam  eternal  gk>ws, 
Ontshines  the  transient  meteor  that  It  feeds^ 

To  Nature,  Colman,  let  thy  incense  rise. 
For,  mivch  indebted,  much  hast  thou  to  pay  i 

For  taste  refio'd,  for  wit  correctly  wise, 
Av4  ^een  discernment's  soul-pervading  ray. 

To  catch  the  manners  from  the  various  face. 
To  pamt  the  nice  diversities  of  mind. 

The  living  lines  of  character  to  trace. 

She  gave  thee  powers,  and  the  task  assign'd. 

Seize,  seize  the  pen !  the  sacred  hour  departs ! 

Nor,  led  by  kindness,  longer  lend  thine  ear ; 
The  tender  tale  of  two  ingenuous  hearts 

Would  rob  thee  uf  a  moment  and  a  tear. 


JN  ODE 

TO  TBI  01NIU8  OP  WXSTMOEELAKD. 

Hail,  hidden  power  of  these  wild  groves, 
These  uncouth  rocks,  and  mountains  grey  I 
IVhere  ofl,  as  fMles  the  closing  day, 

The  fainily  of  Fancy  roves, 

TQ^.  XYI. 


In  what  lone  cave,  what  sacred  cell. 
Coeval  with  the  birth  of  Time, 
Wrapt  in  high  cares,  and  thoughts  tfublime. 

In  awful  silence  dost  thou  dwell } 

Oft  in  the  depth  of  winter's  reign, 
As  blew  the  bleak  winds  o'er  the  dale; 
Moaning  along  the  distant  gale. 

Has  Fancy  beard  thy  voice  complain. 

Oft  in  the  dark  wood's  lonely  way. 
Swift  has  she  seen  thee  glancing  by  ; 
Or  down  the  summer  evening  sky. 

Sporting  in  clouds  of  gilded  day. 

If  caught  from  thee  the  sacred  fire, 
Th^t  g1ow*d  within  my  youthful  breast^ 
Those  thoughts  too  high  to  be  exprest. 

Genius,  if  thou  didst  once  inspire, 

O  pleas'd  accept  this  votive  lay. 
That,  in  jny  native  shades  retir'd. 
And  once,  once  mora  by  thee  iospir'd, 

in  gratitude  I  pay. 


UYMN  TO  HOPE. 

Manrti  ^  «i;7o0i  'EAIIIS  w  ciffy»l§tn  SojCMI^lv 
WRITTBII    IM    1761. 

Sun  of  the  souH  whose  cheerful  ray 
Darts  o'.er  this  gloom  of  life  a  smile ; 

Sweet  Hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way. 
Yet  light  my  weary  steps  awhile. 

Till  thy  foir  lamp  dissolve  in  endless  day. 

O  come  with  such  an  eye  and  mien. 
As  when  by  amorous  shepherd  seen  ; . 
While  in  the  violet-breathing  vale 
He  meditates  his  evening  tale  t 
Nor  leave  behind  thy  fairy  train, 
,  Repose,  Belief,  and  Fancy  vain  ; 
That  towering  on  her  wing  sublime, 
Outstrips  the  lazy  flight  of  Time, 
Riots  on  distant  days  with  thee. 
And  opens  all  futurity, 

O  come !  and  to  my  pensive  eye 
Thy  far-foreseeing  tube  apply. 
Whose  kind  deception  steals  us  o'er 
The  gloomy  waste  that  lies  before;    i 
Still  opening  to  the  distant  sight 
The  sunshine  of  the  mountain's  height ; 
Where  scenes  of  fairer  aspect  rise, 
Elysian  groves,  and  azure  skies. 

Nor,  gentle  Hope,  for<gf  t  to  bring 
Hie  family  of  Youth  and  Spring  *, 
The  hours  that  glide  in  sprightly  round, . 
The  Mountain-nymphs  with  wild  thyme  crown'd^ 
Delight  that  dwells  with  raptur'd  eye 
On  stream,  or  flower,  or  field,  or  sky: 
And  foremost  in  thy  train  advance 
The  Loves  and  Joys  in  jovial  dance ; 
Nor  last  be  Expectation  seen. 
That  wears  a  wreath  of  ever-green. 

Attended  thus  by  Beleau^s  streams, 
Oft  bast  thou  aootb'd  my  waking  dreaiqs, 
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When,  prone  beneath  an  osier  shade, 
At  large  my  vacant  limbs  were  laid ; 
To  thee  and  Fancy  all  resigned. 
What  visions  wander'd  o'er  my  mind  I. 
lUqsions  dear,  adieu  1  no  more 
Shall  I  your  fahry  haunts  explore ; 
For  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
And  Fancy's  colours  faint  away. 
To  Eden*8  shores,  to  Enon's  groves, 
Resounding  once  with  Delia's  loves, 
Adieu  I  that  name  shall  sound  nq  more 
O'er  Enon's  groves  or  Eden's  shore : 
For  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
And  Fancy's  colours  faint  away. 

Life's  ocean  slept, — the  liquid  gale 
Gently  movM  the  waving  sail. 
Fallacious  Hope !  with  flattering  eye 
You  smil'd  to  see  the  streamers  fly. 
The  thunder  bursts,  the  mad  winid  raves, 
Fromslumber  wake  the  'frighted  waves : 
You  saw  me,  fled  me  thus  distrest. 
And  tore  your  anchor  from  my  breast* 

Yet  come,  &ir fugitive,  again; 
I  love  thee  still,  though  false  and  vain. 
Forgive  me,  gentle  Hope,  and  tell 
Where,  farfroiu  me,  yoii  deign  to  dwell. 
To  sooth  Ambition's  wild  desires; 
To  feed  the  lover's  eager  fires ; 
To  swell  the  miser's  mouldy  store; 
To  gild  the  dreaming  chymisf  s  ore; 
Are  these  thy  cares  } — Or  more  homane, 
To  loose  the 'i^ar-wom  captive's  chain. 
And  bring  before  his  languid  sight 
The  channs  of  liberty  and  light : 
The  tears  of  drooping  Grief  to  dry; 
And  hold  thy  glass  to  Sorrow's  eye  f 

Or  do'st  thou  more  delight  to  dwell- 
With  Silence  in  the  hermit's  cell  ? 
To  teach  Devotion's  (lame  to  rise. 
And  wing  her  vespers  to  the  skies ; 
To  urge,  with  still  returning  care. 
The  holy  violence  of  prayer; 
In  rapt'rous  visions  to  display 
The  realms  of  everlasting  day. 
And  snatch^from  Time  the  golden  key,  ^ 
That  opens  all  eternity? 

Perchance,  on  some  unpeopled  strand. 
Whose  rocks  the  raging  tide  withstand. 
Thy  soothing  smile,  in  desarts  drear, 
A  lonely  mariner  may  cheer. 
Who  bravely  holds  his  feeble  breath, 
Attack'd  by  Famine,  Pain,  and  Death. 
With  thee,  he  bears  each  tedious  day 
Along  the  dreary  beach  to  stray : 
Whence  their  wide  way  bis  toifd  eyes  strain 
O'er  the  blue  bosom  of  the  main  ; 
And  meet,  where  distant  surges  rave, 
A  white  sail  in  each  foaming  wave. 

Doom'd  from  each  native  joy  to  ftatt^ 
Each  dear  connection  of  the  faeart. 
You  the  poor  exile's  steps  attend 
The  only  undeseiting  friend. 
You  wing  the  slow-declining  year  ; 
You  dry  the  solitary  tear ; 
And  oft,  with  pioua  guile,  restore 
Those  scenes  he  must  behold  no  more. 


O  most  ad^r'd  of  Earth  or  skiesf 
To  thee  ten  thousand  temples  rise  ; 
By  age  retained,  by  youth  carest. 
The  same  dear  idol  of  the  breast. 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  this  wretch  were  poor 
That  rolls  in'  heaps  of  Lydian  ere: 
With  thee  the  simple  hind  is  gay. 
Whose  toil  supports  the  passing  day. 

The  rose-lip'd  Loves  that,  round  their  qaees^ 
Dance  o'er  Cythera's  smMtng  green. 
Thy  aid  implore,  thy  power  display 
In  many^  sweetly-warbled  lay. 
For  ever  in  thy  sacred  shrine, 
Hieir  nnextingaish'd  torches  shine  ; 
Idalian  flowers  their  sweets  difiuse. 
And  myrtles  shed  their  balmy  dews. 
Ah !  still  propieions,  may'st  tiion  deign 
To  sooth  an  anzioos  lover's  pais ! 
By  thee  deserted,  well  I  know. 
His  heart  would  feel  no  common  woe* 
His  gentle  pniyer  propitious  hes^s 
And  stop  the  frequent-fallinig  tear. 

For  me,  fair  Hope,  if  once  again 
Perchance,  to  smile  on  me  you  deiga. 
Be  such  yoorsweetly-raral  air. 
And  such  a  graceful  visage  wear. 
As  when,  with  Truth  and  young  Desire^ 
You  wak'd  the  lord  of  Haglejr's  lyre  ; 
And  painted  to  her  poet's  ahMl, 
T(ie  channs  of  Lucy,  fair  and  kind. 

But  ah  {  too  eaily  lost ! — then  gQ« 
Vain  Hope,  thou  harbinger  of  woe. 
Ah  I  no  ;^that  thought  distracts  my  hearty 
Indulge  me,  Hope,  we  must  not  pait. 
Direct  the  nitnre  as  you  pl«-ase ; 
But  give  me,  give  me  present  ease. 

Sun  of  the  soul !  whose  cheerful  ray 
Darts  o^er  this  gloom  of  life  a  smile; 

Sweet  Hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way. 
Yet  light  my  weary  steps  awhile. 

Till  thy  fair  lamp  dissolve  in  endless  day. 


BYMff  TO  PLVTUS. 

Gkbat  god  of  wealth,   before   whose  sacred 
throne  j(proiie! 

Truth,  Honour,  Genius,  Fame,  and  Woith  lie 
To  thy  tfaroog'd  'temple  tAke  one  voi'vy  n«e : 
To  thee  a  poet  never  kneel'd  before. 

Adieu  the  gods  that  canght  my  early  prayer ! 
,  Wisdom  that  firo«m'4,  and  Knowledge  firaqg^ 

with  care. 
Friendship  that  every  veering  gale  oouhl  move  f 
And  Untalizing  Hope,  and  faithless  Love  I 
these,  these  are  slaves  that  in  thy  liv'ij  ^\m : 
For  Wisdom,  Friendship,  Love  himself  Is  thine  I 

For  thee  Til  labour  ilown  the  mine's  dark  way. 
And  lAive  the  confines  af  enliVning  day ; 
Fbr  thee  Astoria's  shining  sands  explore, 
And'hear  the  splendonrs  of  BotosiPs  ore ; 
Scale  the  hijgh  rock,  and  tempt  the  raging  sea^ 
And  think,'and  toil,  and  wish,  and  wake  for  thee. 
Farewell  the  scenes  that  thou^tless  youth  cottSd 

please ; 
The  flow'ry  scenes  of  ioddl«noe  and  ease. 
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Where  yfSiX  the  wsy  vith  magic  power  bej^oile, 
Btt8ora*s  deep,  or  Lybia's  deserts  smile. 

Foes  of  thy  worth,  that,  insolent  and  vain, 
Doride  thy  maxims,  and  reject  thy  reign. 
The  frantic  tribe  of  vkrtw  shf  II  depart. 
And  make  no  more  tUeir  V*tage  m  my  heart. 
Away  "  The  tears  ib^t  pity  taught  to  flow  1^' 
Away  that  anguish  l^r  a  brother's  woe ! 
Adieu  to  these,  and  ev*ry  tiresome  guest, 
Hiat  drain'd  my  fbitunes,  or  destroyed  my  rest ! 

Ah,  good  Avaro !  coutd  I  thee  despise  ? 
Thee,  good  Avaro :  provident  and  wise? 
Plutos,  foigive  the  bitter  things  I've  said  I 
1  Jove  Avaro ;  poor  Avaro*s  dead. 

Yet,  yet  I'm  thine;  for  Fame's  unerring  tongue 
In  thy  sooth'd  ear  thus  pears  her  sihner  song, 
"  Immortal  Plutiis )  godof  gatdea  ease ! 
Form*d  ev'ry  heart,  and  ev'ry  eye  t»  pleaee ! 
For  thee  Content  her  downy  earpet  spraaids. 
And  rosy  Pleasure  sweUs  her  genial  beds. 
*Tis  thine  to  giM  the  manifnae  of  Despair, 
And  beam  a  glory  iwund  tbehrowe  of  Care; 
To  cheat  the  lazy  pace  ol  sleepless  hours 
With  marble  fountains^  and  ambrosial  bowers^" 
O  grant  me^  Pluius.  scenes  Uke  tUose  i  soag^ 
My  youthfal  lyre  when  vernal  fiincy  stPi;i&^ 
For  me  their  shades  let  qtUter  Studied  rear, 
Tho'  each  tree's  watered  with  a  widqw^s  tear. 

Detested  god  l-^|orgive  mte !  I  ^dore. 
Great  Plutus,  grant  me  one  petition  more.. 
Should  Delia,  tender^  gj^n'rous*  fair  and  free, 
I^eave  love  apd  tf  uthj  and  sacrifice  to  thee» 
I  charge  tiiee,  Plutus,  be  to  DeKa  kind. 
And  make  her  fortunes  richer  than  her  mind. 
Be  her^s  the  wealth  alf  Heaven's  broad  eye  o^i 


Nor  borne  along  the  fav'ring  tide. 
My  full  sails  sneU  with  blM^jag  prides 
Let  me  from  wealth  but  hope  content, 
Remembering  sti^  it  was  but  lent ; 
To  modest  Merit  spread  my  store ; 
Unbar  my  hospitable  door  I 
Nor  feed,  for  pomp^  an  idle  train. 
While  Want  unptty'd  pines  in  rajau 


Grant  her,  good  god,  Don  PhiKp  a|id  Peni. 

I  PQiBi  i  onm? 

WMy  TO  HlfMANITY. 

PAiBirr  U  VirtHS^  if  (Iwe  m^ 
Attend  not  now  t^^cnow^^cry  a 

If  now  the  pity-^trmpunj?  W* 
Should  hapl^t  o«  ^y  qbeelfc  be  d«y » 
Indulge  my  votive  8tra«»  Qswe^  HWMDtQr% 

Come,  ever  wele<fme  to  my  breast, 
A  tender,  but  a  eheecfal' guest ; 
Nor  always  in  the  gloeiP^'eett 
Of  life-ooosuming  ssfiDii  dweili 
For  sorrow,  long^i«d«}l|'4  «lA4loi^ 
Is  to  humanity  a  €gp  ; 
And  grief,  that  nuJuet  the  bflnH  its  psey^ 
Wears  sensibility  vm^^ 
Thencoibes,  sweet  nyigp^,  ipalnad  of  t>e% 
The  gloomy  fien4  Sti^Mdily. 

O  dkay  that  fiend  be  banish'd  (ar, 
TboQj^  passions  hold  eternal  war ! 
Nor  ever  let  me  oease  to  know 
The  pulse  that  throbs  at  joy  or  woe. 
Nur  let  my  vacant  cheek  be  dry, 
When  sorrow  fills  a  brother's  eye; 
Nor  may  the  tear  that  frequent  flowt 
From  private  or  from  social  woes, 
E'er  make  this  pleasing  sense  depart; 
Ye  cares,  Oharden  not  my  heart. 

If  the  fair  star  of  fortune  smile, 
Ut  not  lU  flatt'rittg  power  beguile  .- 


If  Heav'n,  in  et'ry  purpose  wise. 
The  envy'd  lot  of  wealth  denies; 
If  doom'd  to  drag  life's  painful  load 
Thro'  poverty's  uneven  roc^d, 
And,  for  the  due  bread  of  the  day* 
Destin'd  to  toil  as  well  as  pia^  ; 
To  thee.  Humanity,  still  true, 
I'll  wish  the  good  1  cannot  do ; 
And  give  the  wretch  that  passes  by, 
4  soothing  word — a  tear — a  sigh. 

Howe'er  ezaltad,  or  depvest. 
Be  ever  mine  the  feeling  breaat* 
Fh>m  me  remove  the  stagnant  mind 
Of  languid  indolence,  recli«*d  ; 
The  soul  that  one  long  Sabbath  keeps. 
And  thro*  the  Sun's  whok  oirole  sle^; 
Dull  Peace,  tfaa^dwella  in.  lolly's  eye» 
And  self-attending  Vanity. 
Alike,  the  foolish,  and  the  vain. 
Are  strangers  to  tlie  sense  humame, 

O,  for  that  sympathfciie  glow 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow. 
When  the  prophetleeye  sureey'd 
Sion  in  future  ashes  laid ; 
Or,  nis'd  to  Heav'n,  implor'd  the  bread 
That  thousands  in  the  desert  fed  I 
Or  when  the  heart  o'er  Friendship's  grave 
Sjgh'd, — and  forgot  its  power  to  sar^— 
O,  for  that  sympathetic  glow» 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow  t 

It  comes  &  U  fills  my  labouring  breast  t 
I  feel  my  beating  heart  opprest 
Ob !  hear  that  lonely  widow's  wail  \ 
See  her  dim  eye !  her  aspect  pale  I 
To  Heav'n  she  turns  in  deep  ^spahr. 
Her  infonts  wonder  at  her  prayer. 
And,  mingling  teaie  they  know  not  why, 
I  Lift  up  their  little  hands  and  ci^ 
QGodl  their  moving  sorAMrs  seel 
Snpportthem,  sweet  Hnmsalty. 

life,  fill'd  with  grief's  distressAil  tram^ 
For  ever  asks  tRe  tear  humane. 
Behold  in  yon  uneenacfous  grov» 
The  victims  of  Ul-feted  lovet 
Heard  you  that  agonising  thsoa  ? 
Sure  fhis  ia  not  HMBaatic  woe  I 
l%e  golden  day  of  joy  is  o'er ; 
And  now  they  part — ^to  meet  no  mote. 
Assist  them,  bearto  from  anguish  free ! 
Assist  them,  sweet  Humanity. 

Parent  of  Virtue,  if  thine  ear 
Attend  not  now  to  Sorrow's  cry ; 

If  now  the  pity-streaming  tear 
Should  haply  on  thy  chee|(  badijt^ 
Indulge  my  votive  rtrein,  O  sweet  Hmnaiiily. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


408 


LANGHORN&S  POEMS. 


HTMN  TO  TBE  RISING  SUN^ 

From  the  red  ware  rising  bright. 

Lift  on  high  thy  golden  head ; 

O'er  the  misty  moontains  spread 
Thy  smiling  rays  of  orient  light ! 
See  the  golden  god  appear; 
Flies  the  fiend  of  darkness  drear  $ 
Flies,  and  in  her  gloomy  train. 
Sable  Grief,  and  Care,  and  Pain ! 
See  the  golden  god  advance  ! 
On  Taurus'  heights  his  coursers  prance: 
With  him  haste  the  vernal  Hours, 
Breathing  sweets,  and  drooping  flowers. 
Laughing  Summer  at  his  side, 
Waves  her  locks  in  rosy  pride ; 
And  Autumn  bland  with  aspect  kind» 
Bears  his  golden  sheaf  behind. 
.  O  haste,  and  spread  the  purple  day 
O'er  all  the  wide  ethereal  way ! 
Nature  mourns  at  thy  delay : 
God  of  glory  baste  away ! 
From  the  red  wave  rising  bright. 

Lift  on  high  thy  golden  head; 

O'ei'  the  misty  mountains,  spread 
Thy  muling  rays  of  orient  light ! 


^  FAREWELL  HYMN 

TO  THE  VAI.LIY  QP  11  WAV* 

Faibwbll  the  fields  of  Ir|ran*s  yale. 
My  infant  3?ears  where  Fancy  led ; 

And  sooth'd  me  with  the  western  gale, 
Her  wild  dreams  waving  round  my  head^ 

While  the  biythe  blackbird  told  his  tale. 

Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale ! 

The  primrose  on  the  valley's  side. 

The  green  thyme  on  the  mountain's  head, 

The  wanton  rose,  the  daiby  pied. 
The  wilding's  blossom  blushing  red  ^    * 

No  longer  I  their  sweets  inhale 

Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale ! 

How  oft,  within  yoD  vacant  shade. 
Has  ev'ntng  clos>d  my  careless  eye  I 

How  6ft,  along  those  basks  I've6tray'd, 
And  watch'd  the  wave  that  wander'd  by ; 

Full  long  th^r  loss  shall  \  bewail. 

Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale ! 

Yet  still,  within  yon  vacant  grove. 
To  mark  the  close  of  parting  day ; 

Along  yon  flow'ry  banks  to  rove. 
And  watch  the  wave  that  winds  away ; 


Fair  Fancy  sure  shall  never  fail, 

Tho'  far  firom  these,  and  Irwan's  vale ! 


HYMN  TO  THE  ETERNAL 
PROriDENCE. 
I^iPB  of  the  worid.  Immortal  Mind, 
father  of  all  the  human  kind ! 
Whose  boundless  eye  that  knows  no  rest. 
Intent  on  Nature's  ample  breast ; 
Explores  the  space  of  Earth  and  skies* 
And  sees  eternal  incense  rise ! 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raise ; 
Forgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise . 

Tho'  tbou  thift  transient  being  gave. 
That  shortly  sinks  into  the  grave; 
Yet  'twas  thy  goodness,  still  to  give 
A  being  that  can  think  and  live; 
In  all  thy  works  thy  wisdom  se^. 
And  stretch  its  tow'ring  mind  to  thee. 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raise; 
JF'orgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 

And  still  this  poor  contracted  span. 
This  life,  that  bears  the  name  of  man  ; 
From  thee  derives  its  vital  ray. 
Eternal  Source  of  life  and  day  * 
Thy  bounty  still  the  sunshine  pours. 
That  gilds  its  mora  and  ev'ning  hours. 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raise ; 
Fofigive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 

Thro' Errour's  maze,  thro' Folly's  night. 
The  lamp  of  Reason  lends  me  lighL 
When  stera  Affliction  waves  her  rod. 
My  heart  confides  in  thee,  my  God  ! 
When  Nature  shrinks,  oppiess'd  with  woes. 
E'en  theii  she  finds  in  thee  repose. 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raise ; 
Forgive,  whil^  I  piesnme  to  praise. 

Aflliotion  flies,  and  Hope  returns; 
Her  lamp  with  brighter  splendour  biuns; 
Gay  Love  with  all  his  smiling  train. 
And  Peace  and  Joy  are  here  again. 
These,  these,  I  know,  'twas  thine  tagive; 
I  trusted ;  and,  behoM,  I  live ! 
To  thee  my  hufoble  voice  I  raise ; 
Forgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 

O  may  I  still  thy  favour  prove ! 
Still  grant  me  gratitude  and  love. 
Let  truth  and  virtue  guide  my  heart ; 
Nor  peace,  nor  hope,  nor  joy  depart ; 
But  yet,  whate'er  my  life  may  be. 
My  heart  shall  still  repose  on  thee ! 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raise  ; 
Forgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 
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tHE  DEATH  OF  ADONIS. 

FBOM  IBB  OBBBK  OF  BION  '. 

1759. 

Adokis  dead,  the  Mase  of  woe  shall  mourn ; 

Adonis  dead,  the  weeping  Loves  return. 
The  qneen  of  beauty  o*er  his  tomb  shall  shed 
Her  flowing  sorrows  for  Adonis  dead  ; 
For  earth's  cold  lap  her  velvet  coach  forego. 
And  robes  of  purple  for  theweeds  of  woe. 

Adonis  dead,  the  Muse  of  woe  shall  mourn  $ 

Adonis  dead^  the  weeping  Loves  r;etum. 

*■  Bion,  the  pastoral  poet,  lived  in  the  time  of 
Ptolemy  Philadelphui.  By  the  epithet  S^v^ii^ 
every  where  applied  to  him,  it  is  j^K>bable  that 
he  was  bom  at  Smyrna.  Moschus  con6rms  this, 
when  he  says  to  the  river  Meles,  which  had  be- 
fcre  wept  for  Homer, 

Nw  ^tAn  «XXf» 

It  is  erident,  however,  that  he  spent  much  of 
his  time  in  Sicily,  Moschus,  as  he  tells  us,  was 
his  sciiolar ;  and  by  him  we  are  iufbrmed,  that 
his  master  was  not  a  poor  poet  "  Ttyia  hast  left 
to  others  thy  riches,  "  says  he,  "  but  to  me  thy 
poetry."-  It  appears  from  the  same^  author, 
that  he  died  by  poison.  The  best  edition  of  his 
wQiks,  is  that  of  Paris,  by  M.  de  Longe-Piepre, 
with  a  French  translation. 

Adonis  dead,  See]  Adonis,the  favourite  of  Ve- 
nus, was  the  son  of  CyiMntB,  king  of  Cyprus.  His 
chief  employment  was  hunting,  though  he  is  re- 
presented  by  Virgil  as  a  Shepherd, 

Oves  ad  fimnina  pavit  Adonis. 

He  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar,  if  we  may  be- 
lieve Propertios,  in  Cyprus: 

— "—  Perciiflsft  Adonim 
Venantem  Idalio  vertice  dams  Aper. 

The  anniversary  of  his  death  was  celebrated 
thiongh  the  whole  Pagan  world.  Aristophanes, 
hi  his  Comedy  of  Peace,  reckons  the  feast  of  Ado- 
nis among  the  chief  frativals  of  the  Athenians. 
The  Syrians  observed  it  with  all  the  Tiolence  of 
grief,  and  the  greatest  enielty  of  self-castigation. 
It  was  celebrated  at  Alexandria  in  St  Cyril's 
time;  and  when  Julian  the  apostate  made  his 
entry  at  Antioch,  m  the  year  362,  they  were  ce- 
lebrating the  feast  of  Adonis, 

The  ancients  diffsr  greatly  in  their  accounts 
of  this  divinity.  AthensBus  says,  that  he  was  the 
favourite  of  Bacchus.  Plntarch  maintains,  that 
he  and  Bacchus  me  the  same,  and  that  the  Jews 
ahstain'd  from  swine's  flesh  because  Adonis  was 
killed  by  a  boar.  Ausonius,  Epig.  30,  afflrms 
that  Bacchus,  Osiris,  and  Adonis,  are  one  and 
the  same. 


Stretch'd  on  this  mountain  thy  torn  lover  lies; 

Weep,  Gueda  of  beauty  !  for  he  bleeds— he 
dies. 

Ah !  yet  behold  life's  last  drops  faintly  flow^ 

In  streams  of  purple,  o'er  those  limbs  of  snow  ! 

From  the  pale  cheek  the  perish'd  roses  fly  ; 

And  death  dims  slow  the  ghastly  gazing  eye; 

Kiss,  kiss  those fBding  lips,  ere  chill'd  in  death  ; 

With  soothing  fondness  stay  the  fleeting  breath. 

*Tik  vain — ah  I  give  the  soothing  fondness  o*er  1 

Adonis  feels  the  warm  salute  no  more. 
Adonis  dead  the  Muse  of  woe  shall  mourn  I 
Adonis  dead  the  weeping  Loves  return. 
His  faithful  dogs  bewail  their  master  slain. 
And  mourning  dryads  pour  the  plaintive  strain. 
Not  the  foir  youth  alone  the  wound  opprest. 

The  queen  of  beauty  bears  it  in  her  breast ' 

Her  feet  unsandal'd,  floating  wild  her  hair, « 

Her  aspect  woeful,  and  her  bosom  bare, 

Distrest  she  wanders  the  wild  wastes  forlom» 

Her  sacred  limbs  by  rathiess  brambles  torn. 

Loud  as  she  grieves,  surrounding  rocks  com- 
plain. 

And  Echo  thro*  the  long  Vales  calls  her  absent 
swain. 

Adonis  hears  not :  life's  last  drops  foil  slow. 

In  streams  of  purple,  down  his  limbs  of  snow. 
The  weeping  Cupids  round  their  qoeen  deplore. 
And  moum  her  beauty,  and  her  love  no  more. 

Each  rival    grace  that  glow'd  .with  conacbas 
pride. 

Each  6harm  of  Venus,  with  Adonis  dy'd. 
Adonis  dead,  the  vocal  hills  bemoan. 

And  hollow  groves  return  the  sadd'ning  groan. 
•The  swelling  flciods  with  sea-bora  Venus  weep« 
And  foU  in  mournful  murmurs  to  the  deep: 

His  faithful  dogt,  &c. — The  queen  qf  beauhf, 
4cc]  The  hues  in  the  original  ran  thus : 

A^ftf  arfftw  %>i^  3x*'  ''^^  A*^^  Mettt, 
Mtlf/irf  I'  A'  KtAtftutpi^i  wort  jco^ioy  iXxS*. 
Ktryov  fjun  vift  vSila^iXoi  xww  itfvetBnrop 
Koi  Uvfijpai  jcXdUtfO'iy  ofuaiis,  • 

The  two  first  of  these  lines  contain  a  kind  of 
witticism,  which  it  was  better  to  avoid. —  The  . 
author  had,  however,  too  much  true  genius  to  be 
fond  of  these  little  affected  turas  of  expression^ 
which  Musaeu^  and  others  have  been  industrious 
to  strikeout 

These  four  verses  are  transposed  in  the  trans- 
lation for  the  sake  of  tbe  connection. 

Ditlrett,  the  wtHders,  &c.]  This  image  of 
the  mrrow  of  Venus  is  very  aflectiDg,and  is  intro- 
duced in  this  place  with  great  b :  luty  and  propria  - 
ty.  Indeed,  most  modem  poats  seem  to  have 
observed  it,  and  have  profited  by  it  in  their 
scenes  of  elegiac  woe. 

The  swelling  Jloodf,  &c  }  When  the  poet  makes 
the  rivers  moura  for  Venus,  he  very  properly 
calls  her  Affsl^j  bat  this  propriety  perhaps 
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In  melting  teanUie  mouDtain-springs  comply; 
The  flowers,  low  diooping,  blush  with  grief, 

and  die. 
Cythera't  grovei  with  strains  of  sorrow  rin'  g; 
The  dirge  iiinereal  her  sad  cities  eiag. 
Hark  I  pitying  Echoes  Venus*  sighs  retom ; 
When  Venus  sighs,    can  aught  forbear   to 
momrn? 
But  when  she  saw  ber  fiunting  lover  lie. 
The  wide  wound  gapiug  on  the  withering  thigh ; 
But  streaming  when  she  saw  life's  purplfe  tide, 
StratoM  her  iahr  arms,  with  tremUing  voice 

she  ciy'd  : 
<<  Yet  stay,lov«d  yooth !  a  neaient  ere.wepart, 
O  letne  kiss  tiiee  {—bold  thee  to  my  heart ! 
A  Kttle  moment,  dear  Adonis !  stay  I 
And  kiss  thy  Venus,  ere  those  lips  are  day. 
Let  those  dear  lips  by  miaeoBoe  mope  be  prest, 
'TiA  thy  last  breath  eicpire  into  my  breast; 
Then,  when  life's  ebbing  pulse  sparce,  soaroe 

can  more, 
|il  catehtliy  sonl.  Mid  drink  thy  dymg  kve. 
.   Th«t  laat-left  pledge  shall  sooUi  my  (ortur'd 
bmst, 

«f  When  thoQ  ait  gone 

When,  ferfrom  me,  thy  gcnUe  ghost  explores 
fnfemal  Pkito%  grimly-glooming  shores. 

«  Wratch  that  I  am !  immortol  and  ditine. 
In  life  imprisoned  whom  the  Fates  oonfiiie. 
He  comes  !  receive  him  to  thine  inm-arms  5 
.    Blest  <iDeen  of  death!  receiw  the  prince  of 
charms. 
J)irbappi«r  thou,  to  whoae  wide  rsalms  fe^r 
Whatever  lovely,  and  whatever  feir.' 
The  smiles  of  joy,  the  golden  boors  are  fled: 
Orief^mily  grief,  survives  Adonis  dead.** 
The  Loves  around  in  idle  sorrow  stand. 
And  the  dim  torch  fells  from  the  vacant  hand. 
Henoe  the  vain  none  1  the  myrtle's  flaar^ 
pride  I 
Snligbt  and  beauty  with  Adonis  died. 
«  Why  didst  thoo,  vant'ibus,  the  wi&d  ohese 

prom  his  dark  lair  to  rouse  the  tusky  boar  ? 

was  merely  aooidental,  as  be  has  given  her  the 
same  appellation  when  she  wanders  the  desert 
Thtfimmi  few*dbaifswg,  MstAyfec*] 

Paleness  being  the  known  effect  of  grief,  we 
do  not  at  firftt  sight  accept  this  expression ;  but 
when  we  consider  that  the  first  emotions  of  it 
are  attended  ^ith  blusliies,  we  are  pleased  With 
the  observation. 

Cyihtra't  grovei,  &c.] 

Xlorritt  ItM  w«/M  Wf  km  «^Xi»  MfW  iittht. 

This  passage  the  scboliastft  have  entirely  mis- 
undeistood.  They  make  KvO^  VenUs,  for 
which  they  have  neither  any  authority,  the  Do- 
ric name  she  borrows  from  that  island  being  al- 
ways RvSbpi/a,  nor  the  least  probability  fhmi 
the  connection. 

This  proves  that  the  island  Cythera  was  the 
place  where  Adonis  jperished,  notwithstanding 
tfie  opinion  of  Pfopertms  and  others  to  the  oqb- 
trary. 


Far  other  sport  might  those  feir  limbs  esmy, 
Thatf  the  rude  combat,  or  the  savi^  fray.'* 
Thus   Venus  griev'd— the    Cupids  round 
deploro ;       " 
And  mourn  ber  beauty,  and  her  love  no  more. 
Now  flowing  tears  in  silent  grief  complain. 
Mix  with  the  purple  streams,  and  flood  the 

plain. 
Yet  not  in  vain  those^cred  drops  dhall  flow. 
The  purple  streams  in  blushing  roses  gtov  : 
And  catehmglife  ftomev'ry  felling  tear. 
Their  azure  heads  anemonies  shall  rear. 

But  cease  in  vain  to  cherish  diro  deqiair. 
Nor  mourn  unpitied  to  the  moontain-air  ; 
The  last  sad  oAce  let  thy  hand  supply. 
Stretch  the  stiff  limbs,  and  close  tiie  glarii^ 

eye. 
That  fbrm  repoiPd  beneath  the  bridal  v^st 
May  cheat  thy  sorrows  with  the  femt  of  rest. 
For  bfely  smile  those  lips,  thc^  Void  oCbivath, 
And  fair  those  features  in  the  shade  Of  death. 
Haste,  fill  with  flowers,  with  rosy  wreaths  his 

bed. 
I^eiish   the   flowers!  the  prinoe  of  baanty't 

dead. 
Rornid  the  pale  cone  «Mh  bretttUng  etoesoe 

strew, 
Let  weepmg  myrtles  poor  their  bahny  dev. 
Perish  the  bakru,  unable  to  restore 
Those  vital  sweets  of  love  that  charm  m>  more. 
Tis  doqe.— Behold,  with  purple  lobes  ar- 
ray^, 
la  mournful  state  the  day-oold  Klnbsare  laid. 
Th6  Loves  lament  with  ail  the  ruga  of  wne. 
Stamp  on  the  dbrt,  and  bleak  the  uaelcaslow. 
OAciOus  these  t^  %at'ry  urn  sopnly. 
.Uhbind  the  buskii^d  leg,  and  Waah  the  bleed- 
ing diigh. 
O'er  the  pale  body  those  their  light  whigs  wave. 
As  3ret,  tho'  vain,  solicitous  to  save. 
All,  wild  with  grief,  their  faapkM  queen  de- 
plore. 
And  mourn  herbeauty  and  her  love  no  more. 
Dejected  Hymen  droops  his  headfertom. 
His  torch  ektinot,  and  flowifey  tresses  torn: 
For  nuptial  airt,  and  songs  of  joy,  remain 
The  ftad  slow  dirge,  the  sorrow-breathing  itraiB. 
Who  wou'd  not,  v^en  Adoids  dies,  deplore  ? 
Who  wou*d  ncA  weep  when  Hymen  smiles  no 


The  Graces  monm  the  prince  of  beauty  skin. 
Loud  as  Dione  on  her  native  mam : 
The  Pates  relenting  join  the  general  woe. 
And  call  the  lover  from  the  realtns  below. 
Vain,bopelengTiefl  can  livingsounds pervade 
The  dark*  dead  regions  of  eternal  shade  ? 
Spare,  Venus,  spare  that  too  luxuriant  tear 
For  the  long  sorrows  of  the  mournfel  year. 

For  the  hng,  &cl  Noma  seems  tobave  bor- 
rowed the  custom  he  instituted  of  monming  a 
year  for  the  deceased,  from  the  Greeks.  For 
though  it  is  said  only  ten  months  weie  a^  apart, 
yet  ten  months  wero  the  year  of  BomttlQSi  tiu  le* 
gulated  by  hissueoessor. 
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EXTRAIT  D'UNE  ODE  SUE  LA 
MEDIOCRITB. 

FARM.  QRfiSSET.  » 

SeDum  par  d^aveugles  idolea  % 

Dabonbeur;  fiuitdmes  frivoles, 
Le  vulgaire  et  les  grands  ne  te  suiTirent  pas  : 

Tu  n'aus  pour  sujets  que  ses  sages 

Qui  doivent  Pestime  des  4ges 
A  la  sagesse,  aoquisa  en  marebant  sur  ies  pas. 

Tu  m  nattre  dans  tes  retmites 

Ces  nobles  et  taadres  poetes, 
Bont  la  yoix  n'eut  januusfonn4  de  sons  briliaas. 

Si  la  fracas  de  la.ibrtane^ 

On  si  indigence  importune   ' 
Eftt  trouble  leur  silence,  on  cacb^  lenrs  talens. 

Mais  en  vain  tn  fuyois  la  gluire. 

La  renomm^,  ct  la  victoire 
Vinrent  dans  tes  deserts  sa  cholsir  des  h^ros ; 

Mieux  tormkt  par  tea  loa  stoiques, 

Aux  vertus,  aox  fidts  beroiques, 
Que  parmi  la  mollesae,  at  Poitpiieil  des  ftiisceaux. 

Pour  Mars  tu  fimnois,  Idn  des  villes 

Les  Fabrices,  etles  Camilles, 
Et  ses  sages  ▼ainaueurs,  philosophes  gaenriers 

Qui,  du  cbar  oe  la  Dictature 

Descendant  4  ragriculture, 
^r  tes  secrets  autels  rapportoient  lenrs  lauriers, 

Tro|»  heorenXy  d6it6  paisiUe, 

Lfl  mortel  sagement  sensiUe, 
Qui  jamais  loin  de  toi  a  porte  ses  desirsy 

Par  sa  douce  m^lancolie, 

StLwrk  de  rbnmaiae  folte, 
Dans  la  T^rilfe  seul  il  cherdie  aesplatsirt. 

Ignwk  de  la  multitude, 

Ubre  de  tout  servitude, 
Q  n'enria  jamais,  les'grands  biens,  les  grand  noma, 

n  nSgnore  point  que  la  ibudre 

A  plus  souTcnt  r6duit  en  iK>udre 
Le  pin  de  monts  altiers,  que   Torme^Q   des 
▼alons. 

Sourd  aux  censures  populaires, 

II  ne  craint  point  les  yeux  vulgaires,  ^ 
Son  ceil  perce  an-deU  de  leur  foibla  horison : 

Qndqaes  bruits  qne  la  foule  en  seme, 

11  est  salitfait  de  lui  m6me, 
S*il  a  scii  m^riter  Paveo  de  la  raison. 

11  rit  du  sort,  quand  les  oonqultes 

Promenent  de  t^les  en  t^tes 
lies  oouroones  du  oord,  on  oeUes  da  midi : 

Rien  n^alt^re  sa  paix  profonde, 

Et  leademiers  instafts  du  monde 
K'^pouvanteroient  point  son  ccenr  encorebardi. 

Amitii,  charmante  immortelle, 

Tu  cboisb  4  si  coeur  fiddle 
Pen  d'amis  mais  oonstans,  vertueox  comme  lui : 

Tn  ne  ccains  point  que  le  caprice, 

Qne  I'int^r^t  les  d^sooisaa, 
Ou  Terse  sur  leurs  jours  les  poisons  de  I'ennui. 

Ami  des  frugales  demenres,. 

Sammetl,  pendant  les  sombras  benres, 
Turipans  sur  sesyeuz  tessooges  favoris  ; 

Ecartaot  ces  songes  fim^bres 

Qxii,  panni  refEroi  dei  tenlbres^ 
Vont  reretller  les  grands  sous  lci  ric)MS  lambris. 


THE  HAPPINESS  OF  A  MODERATE 
FORTUNE,  AND  MODERATE  DE- 
SIRES. 

FKOM  TBS   raSNCB   OF  MR.   oaSSSIT* 

O  G0DDB8S  of  tbe  golden  mean, 

Wbom  still  misjudging  iolly  flies, 
Sedoc'd  by  each  delusive  scene ; 

Thy  only  subjects  are  the  wise. 
These  seek  thy  paUis  with  nobler  ann, 
And  trace  them  to  the  gates  of  lame. 

See  ibster'd  in  thy  fiiv*riug  shade. 

Each  tender  bar  of  veree  diWne ! 
Who  lur'd  by  fortune's  vain  parade, 

Had  never  form*d  the  tuneful  line  j 
By  fortune  liir*d  or  want  confined, 
Whose  cold  hand  chills  tbe  genial 


In  rain  you  slight  the  flow'ry  crown. 

That  fame  wreathes  round  tbe  favoor'd  head ! 
Whilst  laurell'd  victory  and  renown 

Their  heroes  firom  thy  shades  have  led  ; 
There  form'd,  from  courtly  softness  free, 
By  rigid  virtue  and  by  thee. 

By  thee  were  form'd,  from  cities  tw, 

Fabricius  just,  Camillus  wise. 
Those  philosophic  sons  of  war. 

That  fh>m  imperial  dignities 
Returning,  plongh'd  their  native  plain« 
And  plac'd  their  lanreU  in  thy  fiuie. 

Thrice  happy  he,  on  whose  calm  breast 
The  smiles  of  peacefiU  wisdom  play. 

With  all  thy  sober  charms  possest. 
Whose  wishes  never  learnt  to  stray. 

Whom  truth,  of  pleasures  pure  but  grave. 

And  pensive  thoughts  from  folly  save. 

Far  from  t)»e  crowd's  low-thouighted  strife, 
Fromjill  that  bounds  fiur  freedom's  aim^ 

He  envies  not  the  pomp  of  life, 
A  length  of  rent-roll,  or  of  name : 

For  safe  he  views  the  vale- grown  elm. 

While  thunder-sounding  storms  the,  monntain 
pine  o'erwhelm. 

Of  censure's  frown  be  fSsels  no  dread. 

No  fear  he  knows  of  vulgar  ey  es,  - 
Whose  thought,  to  nobler  objects  kd» 

Far,  far  o'er  their  horizon  flies : 
With  reason's  sufirage  at  his  side. 
Whose  firm  heart  rests  self-satiafled. 

And  while  alternate  conquest  sways  ' 

The  northern,  or  the  southern  shore. 

He  smiles  at  fortune's  giddy  maze, 
And  calmly  hears  the  wild  storm  roar. 

Ev'n  Natoie's  groans,  unmov'd  with  fear. 

And  bursting  worlds  he'd  calmly  hear. 

Such  are  the  feithful  hearts  you  love, 
O  Friendship  fair,  immortal  maid; 

The  few  caprice  could  never  move. 
The  few  whom  inf  rest  never  sway'd  j 

Nor  shed  unseen,  with  hate  refin'd. 

The  pale  cares  o'er  the  gloomy  mmd. 

Soft  Bleep,  that  lov'st  the  peaceful  cell. 
On  these  descends  thy  balmy  power ; 

While  no  terrific  dreams  dispel 
The  slumbers  of  the  sober  hour ; 

Which  oft,  array'd  in  dart^ness  drear, 

Wak«  the  wild  eye  of  pride  to  fear. 
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C'est  po'ir  ce  bonheur  tegitune 

Que  le  modeste  Abdolonj'Hie     , 
N 'accept  oit  qu'&  regret  le  sceptre  de  Sidon: 

Plus  libre  daus  un  sort  champdtre. 

•Etpltts  hcureuxqu'il  ne  sciit  T^tre 
Surle  trdne  eclataot  desayeuxde  Dldon. 

Cest  pas  ces  vertus  pacifiques. 

Par  ces  plaisirs  philosophiques» 
Que  tu  scais,  cher  R*»*,  rempUr d'utiles  jours, 

Dafts  ce  Tivoli  solitaire, 

Ot  le  Cher  de  son  onde  claire 
Vient  k  Paimable  Loire  associer  le  coucs. 

Fiddle  k  ce  sage  sist^me, 

lit,  dans  Tetude  de  toi-m^me, 
Chaque  soleil  te  voit  occupertes  loisire  ; 

Dans  le  brillant  fracas  du  monde, 

Ton  nom,  ta  probile  profonde 
T'eut  donn^  plus  d 'eclat,  mais  moiDS  de  mis 
plaibirs. 


SONETrO  CLXXCX. 

In  Dobil  sangue  vita  umile  e  qneta, 
£d  in  alto  iutelletto  un  puro  core ; 
FnUto  senile  in  sul  gioTenil  fieri, 
E'n  aspetto  pensoso  anima  lieta, 

Raccolto  ha  'n  quessa  donna  *1  suo  pianeta, 
Anz\  M  re  deile  stelie  ;  e  *1  vero  onore, 
Ls  degne  lode,  e  U  gran  pregio,  e  '1  valore, 
Ch'  ^  da  stancar  ogni  divin  poeta. 

Amor  s'  d  in  lei  eon  onestate  aggiuato  ; 
Con  belta  naturale  abito  adomo  ; 
£d  un  atto,  cbe  parla  c6n  silenzio  ; 

£  non  so,  che  negli  occhi,  che  'n  un  punto 
Pu6  far  chiara  la  notte,  oscuro  i^giomo, 
£  H  mel  amaro,  ed  addoLcir  l'  assenzio. 


SONETTO  CCLXXIX. 

RoTTA  k  V  alta  colonna,  e  'I  verde  lauro, 
Che  fecean  ombra  al  mio  stanco  pensiero : 
Perdut'  ho  quel,  che  ritrovar  non  spero 
X>al  Borea  aH'  Austro,  6   dal  Mar  Indo  al 
MauTO, 

Tolto  m'hai,  mortc,  il  mio  doppio  tesanro, 
Che  mi  fea  viver  licto,  e  gire  attero  ; 
£  ristorar  no]  pu6  terra,  n^  impero, 
N^  gemma  oriental,  nh  forza  d'auro, . 

Ma  se  conscntimento  4  di  destiqp ; 

Che  poss'  io  piili,  se  no  aver  I'  alma  trista  ; 
Umidi  gli  occhi  sempre,  e  '1  visochino  } 

O  nostra  vita,  oh'  k  si  bella  in  vista ; 
Com'  per  de  agevolmente  in  un  mattino 

•    Quel,  che  'n  molt'  anni  a  gran  pena  s'aquista  1 


SONETTO  CCLVIf. 

Ot'  h  la  fronie*  che  ooopiociol  oenno 

VoJgea  M  mio  core  in  questa  parte,  e'  d  qaefla? 
Or*  h  'Ibel  ciglio,  e  1'  una,  e  i*  altra  itella 

Ch'  al  corse  di  »ia  viver  lume  denno  ? 


Content  with  all  a  farm  would  yiel<^. 
Thus  Sidoq's  monareh  liv'd  ankoowo/ 

And  sigh'd  to  leave  his  little  field, 
For  the  long  glories  of  a  throne—* 

There  once  more  happy  and  mbre  free^' 

llian  rank'd  with  Dido's  ancestry. 

With  these  pacific  virtues  blest, 
These  charms  of  philosophic  ease. 

Wrapt  in  your  Richmond's  tranquil  rest. 
You  pass,  dear  C — — ,  your  useful  days/ 

Where  Thames  your  silent  vallies  laves. 

Proud  of  his  yet  untainted  waves. 

Should  life's  more  public  scenes  engage 
Your  time  that  thus  consistent  flews,- 

And  following  still  these  maiims  sage 
For  ever  brings  \he  same  repose ; 

Year  worth  may  greater  &me  procurep 

But  hope  not  happiness  so  pure. 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  PETRARCH. 

1765.  • 

SONNET  CLXXIX. 

Tbo'  nobly  born,  to  humble  life'reiign'd ; 
The  purest  heart,  the  most  enlighten'd  mind  ; 
A  vernal  flower  that  bears  the  miits  of  age  I 
A  cheerful  spirit,  with  an  aspect  sage,       - 
The  power  that  rules  the  planetary  train 
To  her  has  given,  nor  shall  bis  gifU  be  vain: 
But  on  her  worth,  her  various  praise  to  dwdl, 
llie  truth,- the  merits  of  her  life  to  tell. 
The  Muse  heraelf  wonld  own  the  task  too  hard. 
Too  great  the  labour  for  the  happiest  baid. 
Dress  that  derives  from  native  beauty  grace. 
And  love  that  holds  with  honesty  ^is  place  f 
Action  that  speaks — and  eyes  whose  piercing  rsy 
Might  kindle  darkness,  or  obscure  the  day  I 


SONNET  CCLXXDL 

Fall'n  the  feir  column,  blasted  is  the  bay. 

That  shaded  once  my  solitary  shore  l 

I've  lost  what  hope  can  never  give  me  more. 
Tlio'  sought  from  Indus  to  the  closing,  day. 
My  twofold  treasure  death  has  snatch'd  away. 

My  pride,  my  pleasure  left  me  to  deplore  ; 
What  fields  far-cultur'd,  nor  imperial  sway. 

Nor  orient  gold,  por  jewels  can  restore. 
O  destiny  severe  of  human  kind  I 

What  portion  have  we  unbedew'd  with  tesn  I 
The  downcast  visage,  and  the  pensive  mind 

Thro'  the  thin  veil  of  smiling  life  appears  ; 
And  in  one  momcfnt  vanish  into  wind 

The    hard-eam'd  fruits   of  long,    laborioos 
years. 


SONNET  CCLVIL 
Where  is  that  face,  whose  slightest  air  cxf^ 

move 
My  trembling  heart,  and  strike  thespringsoilore? 
That  Heaves,  where  two  &ir  stars,  with  ^IbM 

ray»  .  .  ^   . 

Shed  their  kind  iofloeDce  on  my  life's  dim  wsy  ^ 
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CV  i  M  valor,  la  conoscensa,  e  '1  senno,    . 
L'  accorta,  onesta,  umil,  dolce  fiiveUa  ? 
Ove  SOD  le  bellezze  accolte  in  ella, 

Cb«  grin  tempo  di  me  lor  vogUo  feDOO  ? 

Ov*  k  Tombra  gentil  del  vi::0  bamano ; 
Ch'  ora  e  riposo  dava  all'  alma  stanca, 
E  Ik,  'ye  i  miei  pensier  scritti  eran  tutti } 

Or*  e'  oolei,  cbe  mia  vitaebbein  mano  ? 
Quanto  al  miaero  mondo,  e  qoanto  manca 
A  gli  occhi  miei  I  che  mfli  non  ueno  asciutti. 

SONETTO  CCXXXVIIL 

Sb  laroentar  augelli,  o  Tcrdi  froode 
Mover  soavemente  all  aara  estiva, 
O  roco  mormorar  di  lucid'  onde 
S'  ode  d'  una  fiorita  e  fresca  riva; 

Lk,  y'  'io  seggia  d'  amor  pensoeo,  e  scriva ; 
Lei  cbe'l  del  ne  mostr6,  terra  n'  asconde, 
VeggiOy  ed  odo,  ed  iutendo :  ch'  ancor  viva 
Di  si  lontano  a'  sospir  miei  risponde. 

Deb,  percbi  innanM  tempo  ti  consume  ? 
Mi  dice  con  pietate  :  *<  a  cbe  pur  versi 
Degli  occhi  tristi  un  ddoroso  fiume? 

Di  me  noh  pianger  tu,  cbe  miei  d^  fersi*     , 
Morendo,  etemi,  e  nell  'eterao  lume, 

Qnando  mostrai  (h  cbiuder  gli  occhi  apenL'' 
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Where  are  that  science,  sense  and  worfh  confiesty 
That  speech  by  virtue,  by  the  graces  drest  ? 
Where  are  those  beauties,  where  those  charms 

oombin'd. 
That  caus'd  this  long  captivity  of  mind ! 
Wher«  the  dear  shade  of  aU  that  once  was  fair. 
The  source,  the  solace  of  each  amorous  care ; 
My  heart's  sole  sovereign,  Nature's  only  boast  ? 
— Lost  to  the  world,  to  me  for  ev6r  lost ! 


SONNET  CCXXXVIIL 

Wail'd  the  sweet  warbler  to  the  lonely  shade  9 

Trembled  the  green  leaf  to  the  summer  gale  ; 

Fell  the  fair  stream  in  murmurs  down  the  dale. 
Its  banks,  its  flow'ry  banks  with  verdure  spread. 
Where,  by  the  charm  of  pensive  Fancy  led, 
^  All  as  1  fram'd  the  love-libnenting  tale. 

Came  the  dter  object  whom  I  still  bewail. 
Came  from  the  regions  of  the  cheerless  dead : 

«<  And  why,"  she  cried,  "  untimely  wilt  tfaoa 
die^ 
Ah  why,  for  pity,  shall  those  mournful  tears^ 

Start  in  wild  sorrow  from  that  languid  eye  ? 
Cherish  no  more  those  visionary  fears, 

For  m^  who  range  yon  light-invested  sky ! 
For  me,  who  triumph  in  eternal  years  !'* 


MILTON'S 
ITJLUM  POEMS  TRANSLjiTEDf 

AND  ADDRESSE1>T0  A  GENTLEMAN  OF  ITALY. 


ADHAESS  TO  SIGNOR  JfOZZF, 

OF   MACK  ATA. 

To  thee,  the  child  of  classic  plains. 
The  happier  hand  of  Nature  gave 

Each  grace  of  Fancy's  finer  strains. 

Each  Muse  that  moum'd  o'er  Maro's  grave. 

Nor  yet  ihe  barp  tbat  Horace  strung 
With  many  a  charm  of  easy  art  ; 

Kot  yet  what  sweet  Tibullus  song, 
When  Beauty  botiod  him  to  her  heart ; 

Nor  all  that  gentle  Provence  knew, 
Where  each  breeze  bore  a  lover's  sigh. 

When  Petrarch's  sweet  persuasion  drew 
The  tender  woe  from  Laura's  eye  ; 

Nor  atight  that  nobler  Science  seeks. 
What  truth,  what  virtue  must  avoid. 

Nor  aught  the  voice  of  Nature  speaks. 
To  thee  unknown,  or  unenjoy'd  ?^ 

O  wise  beyond  each  weaker  aim. 

That  weds  the'  souT  to  this  low  sphere. 

Fond  to  indulge  the  feeble  frame, 
'Hiat  holds  awhile  her  prisoner  here  ! 

Trust  me,  my  fnend,  that  sonl  survives, 
(If  e'er  had  Muse  prophetic  skill) 

And  when  the  fated  hour  arrives. 
That  aU  ber  faculties  shall  fill. 


Fit  for  some  nobler  frame  she  flies, 

Afiir  to  find  a  second  birth. 
And,  flourishing  in  fkirer  skies, 

Forsakes  her  nursery  of  Earth* 

Oh  1   there,  my  Mozzi,  to  behold 

The  man  that  moum'd  his  country's  wrong. 
When  the  pooir  exile  left  his  fold, 

And  feebly  dragg*d  his  goat  along  *  I 

On  Plato's  hallow'd  breast  to  lean, 
And  catch  that  ray  of  heavenly  fire. 

Which  smooth'd  a  tjrrant's  sullen  mien. 
And  bade  the  cmel  thought  retire  1 

Amid  those  fairy-fields  to  dwell 

Where  Tasso's  favoured  spirit  saw 
What  numbers  none  but  his  could  tell, 

What  pencils  none  but  his  could  draw ! 

And  oh  at  eve,  if  eve  can  be 

Beneath  the  source  of  glory's  smile. 

To  range  £lysian  groves,  and  see 
That  nightly  visitant— ^ere  while. 

Who,  when  he  left  immortal  choirs. 
To  mix  with  Milton's  kindred  soul. 

The  labours  of  their  golden  l3rre8 

Would  steal,  and  *<  whisper  whence  he  stole." 


I  Hanc  etiam  vix  Tityn  duca 
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AMOiuftiilMunir  frcfUk  my  And  tn 
By  leas  and  mountuns  MvcrM  long, 

]f,  drnnoe,  these  humble  stiminfl  to  hetr. 
You  leave  your  more  melodioitt  mmg. 

Whether,  adventurouCt  you  explore 

The  wilds  of  Apenninuii'  brow. 
Or  musing  near  Loretto's  a  shore. 

Smile  piteous  on  the  pilgrim's  row ; 

The  Muse's  gentle  offering  still 

Your  ear  shall  win,  your  lore  shall  woo, 
And  these  spring^owers  of  Milton  fill 

Hie  fisv6ulr'd  Tales  where  first  they  grew. 

JPor  me,  depriVd  of  all  that* s  dear. 
Each  fiair,  fond  partner  of  my  life» 

Left  with  a  lonely  oar  to  steer, 
Thro'  the  rude  storms  of  mortal  strife  ;«»• 

When  Care,  the  felon  of  my  days, 
Eapands  his  cold  and  gloomy  wing. 

His  load  when  strong  affliction  lays 
On  hope,  the  heart's  elastic  spring  : 

For  me  what  solace  yet  remains. 
Save  the  sweet  Muse's  tender  lyre; 

Sodth'd  by  the  magic  of  her  strains. 
If,  chance,  the  felon  Care,  retire } 

Save  the  sweet  Muse's  tender  lyre. 
For  me  no  solace  now  remains ! 

Yet  shall  the  felon.  Care,  r6tite; 
Sooth  'd  by  the  magic  of  her  s 

Blagdon-House, 
June  26,  1776. 


'    SON.  I. 

O  Linvfairy  whose  honcmr'd  name,  is  borne 
By  that  soft  vale  where  Rhyne  so  loves  to 

stray, 
And  sees  the  tall  arch  crown  his  wat'ry  way ! 

Sure,  happy  he,  tho'  much  the  Mose'ft  soom. 
Too  doll  to  die  beneath  thy  beauty's  ray, 
Who  never  felt  that  spirit's  charmed  sway. 

Which  gentle  smiles,  and  gentle  deeds  adorn, 

Tho>  in  those  smiles  are  all  love's  arrows  worn, 
Each  radiant  virtue  tho'  those  deeds  display  ! 

Sore,  happy  he  who  that  sweet  voicfe  should  hear 

Moulathe  fioft  speech,  or  ftwell  the  tuneful 

strain,  [vain, 

And,  QODseious  that  his  hnmble  vows  were 

Shut  Ibnd  attention  from  hs  Cflosed  ear; 
Who,  piteousofhimself,  should  timely  part, 
Ere  love  had  held  long  empire  in  his  heart  I 


SON.    II. 

As  o'er  yon  wild  hill,  when  (he  browner  light 
Of  evening  ialls,  the  village  maiden  hies 
To  foster  some  fair  plant  with  kind  supplies, 
^ome  stranger  plant,  that,  yet  in  tender  plight, 
%ut  feebly  buds,  ere  Spring  hnsepenM  qmte 
The  soft  affections  of  serener  likies: 
jSo  I,  with  such  like  gentle  tlnaght  devise 

t  Within  a  few  milei  of  M aoerata, 


This  stranger  tongne  to  cuhivsAe  witb  ctre. 
All  for  the  sake  of  lovely  lady  fair, 

And  tune  my  Ia3r8  in  language  little  try'd 
By  such  as  wont  to  Tamis'  banks  repair, 

Tamis*  forsook  for  Amo's  flow>ry  nd«. 
So  wrought  Love's  will  that  ever  ruleth  wide  I 


SON.  III. 

CBABtBs,  must  I  say,  what  strange  it  seems  to 
say. 

This  rebel  heart  that  Love  hath  held  as  naught. 

Or,  haply,  in  his  cunnmg  mazes  cnogbt. 
Would  laugh,  and  let  his  captive  steal  away ; 
This  simple  heart  hath  now  become  his  prey. 

Yet  hath  no  golden  tress  this  lesson  Uught, 
Nor  vermeil  cheek  that  shames  the  rising  day : 
Oh  I  no^'twas  Beauty's  most  celestial  ray. 

With  charms  divine  of  sovereign  sweetness 
fraught ! 
The  noble  mien,  the  sonl-dissolving  air. 

The  bright  arch  bending  o'er  the  lucid  eye. 
The  voice  that,  breathing  melody  so  rare. 

Might  lead  the  toil 'd  Moon  from  the  middle  sky! 
Charles,  when  such  mischief  arm'd  this  fbreiga 

Small  chance  had  I  to  hope  this  simile  heart 
should  fly. 


SON.  IV. 

In  truth  I  feel  my  sun  in  those  fair  eyes. 
So  strongly  strike  they,  like  that  powerful  ray, 
Which  falls  with  all  the  violence  of  day 

On  L]^bia's  sands — and  oft,  as  there,  arise 

Hot  wasting  vapours  from  the  source  where  lies 
My  secret  pain  ;  yet,  haply,  those  may  say, 

Who  talk  love's  language,  th«M  are  only  sigb^ 
That  the  soft  ardours  Of  the  soul  betray '. 


SON.  T. 

An  artless  youth,  who,  simple  in  his  love^ 
Seem'd  little  hopeful  from  his  heart  to  fly, 
To  thee  that  heart,  O  lady,  nor  deny 

The'  votive  gift,  he  brings ;  since  that  shall  prove 

All  change  and  fear  and  falsity  above, 
Of  manners  that  to  gentle  deeds  comply, 
And  courteous  will,  that  never  aaketh  why; 

Yet  mild,  a.s-is  the  never  wrathful  dove^' 
Firmness  it  hath,  and  fortitude  to  bear 

The  wrecks  of  nature,  or  the  wrongs  of  fate^ 
From  envy  far,  and  low-designingcare, 

And  hopes  and  fears  that  vulgar  minds  await, 

With  the  sweet  Muse,  and  sounding  ]3rre  elate. 
And  only  weak,  when  love  had  entrance  there. 

1  The  concetti  of  the  Italian  in  the  oondusioii 
of  this  Sonnet  were  so  obstinate,  that  it  seemed 
Sbaro6  possible  to  reduce  them  into  any  reputa- 
ble fomi  of  translation.  Such  trifling  liberties 
as  the  translator  shall  appear  to  have  tafceo  with 
these  poems,  most  be  loipiited  to  a  desire  pf 
getting  over  bl^ihet  Of  the  same  kind. 
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Gat  yonthiand  frolic  damsels  roand  me  throng. 

And  milins  mj,  **  Why,  shepherd*  vilt  thoa 
write 

Hiy  lays  of  love  adveiitiiTons  to  recite 
In  unknovn  oombers  and  a  fbreign  tongue  ? 
Shepherdfif  Hope  hath  ever  wrought  thee  wrong, 

^r  from  her  and  Fancy's  fiury  light 

Retire"— So  they  to  sport  with  me  delight; 
And  <<6ther  shores,"  they  say  »*'and  other  streams 

Thy  presence  wait ;  and  sweetest  fltowers  that 
blow, 

Their  ripening  Uooms  leserre  Ibr  thy  fair  brow. 
Where  gklry  soon  shall  bear  her  brightest  beams:** 
Thus  they,  and  yet  their  soothing  little  seems ; 

If  she,  for  whom  I  breathe  the  tender  vow. 
Sing  the  soft  lays,  and  ask  the  mutual  song. 
This  IS  thy  language,  Love,  «nd  Ito  thee  belong! 


TRANSLJTION  FROM  CJTULLUS. 

LisBiA,  live  to  love  and  pleasure, 
Garelesi  what  the  grave  may  say: 

Wheu  each  moment  is  a  treasure, 
Why  should  lovers  lose  a  day  ? 

Setting  suns  shall  rise  in  glory. 

But  when  little  life  is  o'er, 
Hiere'sanendof  allthestory: 

We  shall  sleep ;  andwakenomo 

Give  me  then  athoosand  kisses, 

Twice  ten  thousand  more  bestow, 
Till  the  sum  of  boundless  blisses 

Neither  we  nor  envy  know. 
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LIFE  OF  GOLDSMITH, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


jThE  materials  for  a  life  of  Dr. Goldsmith  are  rcry  copious,  althongfa/not  perkape 
uoiformlj  adthenfic.  His  acquaintance  was  exteoshre,  aod  kis  memory  so  rnuch^ 
respected,  that  his  friends  hare  been  eager  to  accumirlate  aneodotes  of  hii  i^uiy 
pecttlittrities ;  but  of  all  the  regular  accounts,  that  prefixed  to  the  geanine  editim 
of  his  Prose  and  Poetical  Works,  in  4  toIs.  8to.  publbhed  hj  the  London  beok« 
sellers  in  1801,  and  again  in  1807,  seems  entitled  to  preference.  The  greater  pafl^ 
it  is  now  no  secret,  was  contributed  by  Dr.Percy,  the  present  buhop  of  Dromorey 
and  what  follows  is  a  mere  abridgment  of  that  Tery  curious  and  entertuning  ae^ 
moir.  • 

OKrer  Goldsmith  was  born  on  Nor.  39,  1738,  at  a  place  called  Pallas,  in  the 
parish  of  Forney,  and  county  of  Longford,  In  Ireland.  His  father,  the  rev* 
Charles  Goldsmith,  a  native  of  the  county  of  Roscommon ^  was  a  clergyman  of 
the  established  church,  and  had  been  educated  at  Dublin  College.  He  aflerwards 
held  the  krlng  of  Kilkenny  West,  in  the  county  of  Westmeath.  By  his  wife, 
Anne,  the  daughter  of  there?.  Olirer  Jones,  master  of  the  diocesan  school  of  El« 
phid,  he  had  ^le  sons,  and  two  daughters.  His  eldest  son,  Henry,  went  into 
the  church,  and  is  the  gentleman  to  whom  our  poet  dedicated  fab  Trareikr.  Olt* 
?er  was  the  second  son,  and  Is  supposed  to  have  faithfully  represented  his  fatter 
in  the  character  of  the  Village  Preacher  in  the  Deserted  Vilh^^e. 

Oliver  If  as  originally  intended  for  some  mercantile  employment,  as  his  father 
found  Jiis  income  too  scanty  for  the  expenses  of  the  literary  education  which  ke 
had  bestowed  pn  his  eldest  son.  With  this  view  he  was  inetruoted  in  reading, 
writing,  and  arithmetic,  at  a  common  school,  the  master  of  which  vras  an  old  sol- 
dier, ef  a  romantic  turn,  who  entertained  his  pupH  with  marvellotts  stories  of  bla 
travels  4nd  feats,  and  is  supposed  to  have  imparted  somewhat  of  that  wandering 
and  unsettled  turn  which  so  much  appears  in  his  future  life.  It  is  certain  Ihat 
OHver  had  not  been  long  in  this  humble  school  before  he  prored  that  he  was  ^  no 
Tttlgar  Jfey.*'    He  made  some  attempts  in  poetry  when^he  was  scarcely  eight  yeaw 
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old,  and  by  tbe  irregularities  of  hl6  temper  and  coodoct^betrajed  a  dispositioa  more 
faTOurable  to  the  flights  of  genius  than  the  regularity  of  busioess.  This  after 
some  time  became  so  obvious,  that  his  friends,  who  had  at  first  pleaded  for  his  be- 
ing  sent  to  the  uniTersitf ,  no vr  determined  to  contribute  towards  the  expense, 
and  by  their  assistance  he  was  placed  at  a  school  of  reputation  where  he  might  be 
qualified  to  enter  the  college  with  the  adyautages  of  preparatory  learniog. 

In  June  1744,  when  in  his  fifteenth  year,  he  was  sent  to  Dublin  College,  and 
entered' as  a  sizer,  under  the  re?.  Mr.  Wilder,  one  of  the  fellows,  but  a  man  of 
liarsh  temper  apd  violent  passions,  atid  consequently  extremely  un^t  to  win  the 
affections  and  guide  the  disposition  of  a  youth,  simple,  ingenuous,  thoughtless  and 
unguarded.  His  pupil,  however,  made  some  progress,  although  slow,  in  academi- 
cal studies.  In  1747,  he  was  elected  one  of  the  exhibitioners  on  the  foundation 
of  Erasmus  Smyth;  and  in  1749,  ttvo  years  after  the  regular  time,  be  was  ad. 
mUtedtothe  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts.  His  indolence  and  irregularities  may 
in  part  account  for  this  tardy  advancement  to  the  reputation  of  a  scholar  but 
much  may  likewise  be  attributed  to  the  unfeeling  neglect  of  his  tutor  who 
contended  only  for  the  preservation  of  certain  rules  of  discipline,  while  he  gave 
himself  little  trouble  with  the  cultivation  of  the  mind.  On  one  occasion  he  thought 
proper  to  chastise  Oliver  before  a  party  of  young  friends  of  both  sexes,  whom 
with  his  usual  imprudence,  he  was  entertaining  with  a  supper  and  dance  in  his 
rooms.  Oliver  immediately  disposed  of  his  books  and  clothes,  left  college 
and  commenced  a  wanderer,  without  any  prospect,  without  friends,  aqd  without 
money.  At  length,  after  suffering  such  extremity  of  hunger,  tliat  a  handful  of 
grey  peas,  which  a  girl  gave  him  at  a  wake,  appeared  a  luxurious  mei^,  he  contrived 
to  acquaint  his  brother  with  his  situation,  who  immediately  clothed  him  and  car* 
ried  him  back  to  college,  effecting  at  the  same  time  a  reconciliation  between  him 
and  his  tutor,  which  it  may  be  suppo^  was  more  ponveni^nt  than  cordial  on  ei« 
ther  side. 

Soon  after  this  event,  his  father  died,  and  his  friends  wished  him  to  prepare  for 
holy  orders ;  but  to  this  he  declared  his  dislike;  and  finding  himself  equally  uncom. 
fortable  as  tutor  in  a  private  family  to  which  he  had  been  recommended,  he  again 
left  the  country  with  about  thirty  pounds  in  his  pocket.  After  an  absence  of  sij^ 
weeks,  he  returned  to  his  mother's  house  without  a  penny,  having  expended  the 
whole  in  a  series  of  whimsical  adventures,  of  which  the  reader  will  find  a  very  en. 
tertaining  account  in  the  Life  above-mentioned.  Hb  mother  and  friends  being  re- 
conciled to  him,  hi^  uncle  the  rev.  Thomas  Contarioe,  resolved  to  send  hun  to  the 
Temple  to  study  law;  but  i^  his  way  to  London,  he  met,  at  Dublin  with  a  sharper 
who  tempted  him  to  play,  and  stript  him  of  fifty  pounds,  with  which  he  had  been 
iiirnislied  for  his  voyage  and  jourifey.  His  youth  must  furnish  the  only  apology 
that  can  be  made  for  this .  insensibility  to  the  kindness  of  his  friends,  who  could  ill 
afford  the  money  thus  wantonly  lost.  Again,  howe?er,  they  received  htm  Into 
fiftvour,  and  it  being  now  decided  that  he  should  study  physic,  he  was  sent  to  Edin* 
burgh  for  that  purpose. 

ThU  appears  to  have  taken  place  about  the  year  1752  or  1763;  bi|t  sttflhi^ 
thoui^hUess  and  epceatric  disposi^on  reniained^  and  betrayed  hun.into  many  ludi. 
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cro^  situations*  He  fomwlly  indeed  attended  the  leeturei  of  Ike  medical  prok 
fesson,  bat  bis  studies  were  ncitiber  regular  nor  profdtfud.  There  was  alwa^ts 
something  he  liked  better  than  stated  applid^tioa.  Among  his  fdlow^stndeats  h$ 
wished  to  reconmiead  hinisdtf,  and  he  was  not  unsuccessfol,  by  his  stories  and  songs, 
as  a  social  companion,  and  a  man  of  humour ;  and  this  ambition  ta  shine  in  com^ 
pany  by  such  means  nerer  wholly  left  him  when  he  came  to  assookita  with  mail 
who  are  not  charmed  by  noisy  TiTaeity. 

After  he  had  gone  through  the  usual  course  of  leetuf esy  his  uncle^  who  appeai^s 
to  hare  borne  the  principal  expenses  of  his  education,  equipped  him  for  the  mei^ 
dical school  of  Leyden,  at  which,  howerer,  he  did  not  arrire  i#itbout  oieettng  witb 
some  of  these  incidents  which  have  given  an  air  of  romance  to  his  history*  At 
Leydea  he  studied  chemistry  and  anatomy  for  aboutayoar;  but  a  taste  for  gtfmiog^ 
wkiek  he  appears  to  have  caught  Tery  early,  frequently  stript  him  of  his  money^ 
and  plunged  him  into  difficulties,  without  any  of  the  benefits  of  experience.  Eren 
the  money  which  he  was  compelled  to  borrow  in  order  to  enid»le  him  to  loaro 
Holknd,  was  expended  on  some  costly  flowers  which  he  bought  of  a  Dutch  floristy 
as  a  present  to  his  uncle ;  ^  and  when  he  set  out  on  his  travels  he  ^<  had  only  ooo 
clean  shirt,  and  no  money  in  his  pocket." 

Any  other  man  would  hare  laid  his  account  with  starring ;  but  Groidsmith  had 
«  a  kna^k  of  hoping,"  and|  however  miserly  protided,  determined  to  make 
the  tour  of  Europe  on  foot.  In  what  manner  he  performed  this  singolar  under^ 
taking,  he  is  supposed  to  have  informed  us  in  ^*  The  history  of  »  philosophic  Va- 
gabond," in  ehap.  xx.  of  the  Yicar  of  Wakefield.  He  had  some  knowledge  of 
music,  and  charmed  the  peasants  so  much  as  to  procure  a  lodging,  and  a  subs 
Sistence*  He  also  entered  the  foreign  universities  and  convents,  where  upon  cer* 
tain  days  theses  are  maintained  against  any  adventitious  disputant,  foi*  which,  if 
the  champion  opposes  with  some  dexterity,  he  may  clahn  a  gratuity  in  money,  a 
dinner,  and  a  bed  for  the  night.  At  one  time,  he  is  said  to  have  accompanied  • 
young  Engfishman  as  a  tutor ;  but  his  biographer  doubts  whether  this  part  of  the 
PhUosopfeuc  Vagabond's  story  was  not  a  fiction.  It  is  certain,  however,  that  in 
the  manner  above  related,  and  with  some  assbtance  from  his  uncle,  he  contrived 
to  travel  through  Flanders,  and  part  of  France,  Germany,  Switzerland  and  Italy. 
It  was  probably  at  Padua  that  he  took  a  medical  degree,  as  he  remained  hero 
about  six  months ;  but  one  of  his  earliest  iHographers  thinks  he  took  the  degree  of 
bachelor  of  medicne  at  Louvaio.  His  generous  uncle  dying  while  ho  was  in 
Italy,  he  was  obliged  to  travel  through  France  to  England  on  foot,  and  landed  at 
Dover  in  175(l. 

He  arrived  in  London  in  the  extremity  of  distress,  and  first  tried  to  be  admitted 
as  an  usher  in  a  school  or  academy,  and  having  with  difficulty  obtained  that 
sitnatiott}  ho  remained  for  some  fime  in  it,  snbnMtthig  to  mortifications  of  which  he 
has  given  probably  an  exaggerated  account,  In  the  story  of  the  Philosophie 
Vagabond.  He  next  proeured  a  situation  in  the  shop  of  a  chenrist,  and,  while 
hers,  was  found  out  by  Dr.  Sleigh,  one  of  his  fellow  students  at  Edinbui^h,  who 
liberally  shared  his  purse  with  him,  and  encouraged  him  to  commence  practitioner. 
With  this  view,  he  settM,  if  any  measure  of  our  poet  deserves  that  epithet,  in 
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Haukside,  Southwark ;  and  afterwards  remored  to  the  Temple;  or  itB  oeighbourr 
hood.  In' eit<her  place  his  snccess  as  a  pbyBician  is  not  kno^vn  ;  his  own  ;^ccoBAt 
^as,  that  he  had  plen tj  of  patients,  but  got  uo  fees. 

•  About  this  time,  however,  he  appears  to  have  had  recourse  to  his  pen*  His 
first  attempt  was  a  tragedy,  which  he  probably  nerer  finished.  In  1758,  he  obtained 
by  means  of  Dr.  Milner,  a  dissenting  minister,  who  kept  a  school  at  Peckham,  whidi 
our  author  superintended  during  the  doctoF^s  illness,  an  appointment  to  be  phy- 
sician to  one  pf  our  factories  in  India.  In  order  to  procure  the  necessary  ex- 
pences  for  the  voyage,  he  issued  proposals  for  printing  by  subscription,  the  Pre* 
sent  State  of  Polite  Literature  in  Europe,  with  what  success  wo  are  not  told,  nor 
why  he  gave  up  his  appointment  in  India.  In  the  same  year,  however,  he  wrote 
what  he  very  properly  calls  a  catchpenny  Life  of  Voltaire,  and  engaged  with 
Mr.  Griffiths  as  a  critic  in  the  Monthly  Review.  The  terms  of  this  engagement 
were  his  board,  lodging,  and  a  handsome  salary,  all  secured  by  a  written  agree* 
ment.  Goldsmith  declared  he  usually  wrote  for  his  employer  every  day  from  nine 
o'clock  till  two.  But  at  the  end  of  seven  or  eight  months  it  was  dissolved  by 
mutual  consent,  and  our  poet  took  lodgings  in  Green- Arbonr^court,  in  the  Old 
Bailey,  amidst  the  dwellings  of  indigence,  where  he  completed  his  Present  State  of 
Polite  Literature,  printed  for  Dodsley,  1759,  12mo. 

He  afterwards  removed  to  more  decent  lodgings  in  Win&.Office.court,  Fleet, 
street,  where  he  wrote  his  admirable  novel.  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  attended  with 
the  affecting  circumstance  of  his  being  under  arrest  When  the  knowlodge  of  his  si- 
tuation was  communicated  to  Dr.  Johnson,  he  disposed  of  his  manuscript  for 
sixty  pounds,  to  Mr.  Newberry,  and  procured  his  enlargement.  Although  the 
money  was  then  paid,  the  book  was  not  published  until  some  time  after,  when  his 
excellent  poem.  The  Traveller,  had  established  his  fame.  His  connection  with 
Mr.  Newberry  was  a  sonrce  of  regular  .supply,  as  he  employed  him  In  compiling 
or  revising  many  of  his  publications,  particularly  the  Art  of  Poetry,  a  vols. 
12mo.  the  Life  of  Beau  Nash,  and  Letters  on  thp  History  of  England,  2  vols. 
I*mo.  which  have  been  attributed  to  lord  Lyttelton,  the  earl  of  Orrery  and  other 
tioblemeq,  but  were  really  written  by  Dr.  Goldsmith,  He  had  before  this 
been  employed  by  Wilkie,  the  bookseller,  in  conduedog  a  Lady's  Magazine,  and 
published  with  him,  a  volume  of  essays,  entitled  The  Bee.  To  the  Public 
Ledger,  a  newspaper,  of  which  Kelly  was  at  that  time  the  edttor,  he  oontribnted 
those  leMrs  which  have  since  been  published  under  the  title  of  The  Citizen  of  the 
World. 

In  1765,  he  published  The  Traveller,  which  at  once  established  his  fame.  The 
outline  of  this  he  formed  when  in  Switzerland,  and  polished  it  with  great  care,  be- 
fore  be  submitted  it  to  the  public.  It  soon  made  him  known  and  admired,  but  his 
roving  disposition  had  not  yet  left  him.  He  had  for  some  time  been  rousing  on 
a  design  of  penetrating  into  the  internal  parts  of  Asia,  and  investigating  the  re. 
mains  ofancient  grandeur,  learning,  and  manners.  When  he  was  told  of  lord 
Bute'^  liberality  to  men  of  genius,  he  applied  to  that  nobleman  for  a  salary  to 
enable  him  to  execute  his  favourite  plan,  but  his  application  was  unnoticed,  as  his 
name  had  not  then  been  mad^  known  by  his  Traveller ;  this  poem,  however,  hav- 
ing  procured  him  the  unsolicited  friendship  of  lord  Nugent,  afterwards  earl  of 
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Clare,  he  obtaiaed  an  introdQCtion  te  <he  earl  of  Northumberland,  then  lord  lieu- 
^nant  of  Ireland,  who  invited  our  poet  to  an  interriew.  Goldsmith  prepared  a 
complimentarj  address  for  his  excoUeocy,  which,  by  mistake,  he  dcliYered  to  the 
groom  of  the  4;hambers,  and  when  the  lord  lieutenant  appeared,  was  so  confused 
that  he  came  away  without  being  able  to  explain  the  object  of  his  wishes.  Sir  John 
Hawkins  relates  that  when  the  lord  Heutenant  said  he  should  be  glad  to  do  him 
any  kindness,  Goldsmith  answered  that  he  had  a  brother  in  Ireland,  a  clergyman, 
that  stood  in  need  of  help :  ^^  as  for  himself,  he  had  no  dependence  on  the  promises 
of  great  men :  he  looked  to  the  booksellers  :  they  were  his  best  friends,  and  he 
was  not  inclined  to  forsake  them  for  others."  This  was  very  characteristic  of 
Goldsmith,  who,  as  sir  John  Hawkins  adds,  was  ^'an  ideoi  in  the  affairs  of  the 
world  ;"  but  yot  his  affectionate  remembrance  of  his  brother  on  soch  an  occasion 
merits  a  less  hanh  epithet.  Goldsmith  was  grateful  for  the  kindness  he  had  re* 
cei?ed  from  this  brother,  and  notliiug  probably  wonld  have  given  him  greater  plea- 
sure than  if  he  had  succeeded  in  transferring  the  earl's  patronage  to  him.  From 
thu  time,  however,  although  he  sometimes  talked  about  it,  he  appears  to  hare  re. 
iinqutsbed  the  project  of  going  to  Asia.  ^<  Of  all  mei>,"  says  Dr.  Johnson, 
(<  Goldsmith  is  the  most  unfit  to  go  out  upon  such  an  inquiry  ;  for  he  is  utterly  ig*^ 
uorant  of  snch  arts  as  we  already  possess,  and  consequently  could  not  know  what 
would  be  accessions  to  onr  present  stock  of  machanical  knowledge.  He  would  bring 
home  a  grtndiog-barrow,  and  think  that  he  had  furnished  a  wonderful  improTe- 
ment." 

In  1764,Goldsmith  fixed  his  abode  in  theXemple,  where  he  ever  afterwards  resided, 
first  in  iht  library  staircase,  afterwards  in  the  King's  Beneh  Walks,  and  ultimately 
at  No.  2  in  Brick*court,  where  he  had  chambers  on  the  first  floor  el^antly  fnr« 
Bish^,  and  where  he  wasTisitedby  literary  friends  of  the  most  distinguished  merit* 
When  Dr.  Johnson's  literary  club  was  founded,  he  was  one  of  the  first  members, 
juid  his  associates  were  those  whose  conversations  have  given  such  interest  to 
Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson. 

.  Having  now  acquired  considerable  fame  as  a  critic,  a  novelist,  and  a  descriptive 
poet,  he  was  Induced  to  conrt  the  dramatic  Muse.  His  first  attempt  was  the  comedy 
oftheGood-NaturedMan,whiehGarrick,after  much  delay, declined;  audit  was  pro. 
doced  at  Covent  Garden  theatre,  in  1768,  where  it  kept  possession  of  the  stage  for 
nine  nights, but  did  not  obtain  the  applaase  which  his  friends  thought  it  merited.  Be* 
iween  this  period  and  the  appearance  of  Jiis  next  celebrated  peem,  he  compiled 
the  Roman  History  in  2  vols.  8vo.  and  afterwards  an  abridgement  of  it,  and  the 
History  of  England  in  4  vols.  8vo«  both  elegantly  written,  and  highly  calculated  to 
attract  and  interest  young  readers ;  although  it  must  be  owned,  he  is  frequently 
superficial  and  inaccurate.  His  pen  was  also  occasionally  employed  in  introduc 
tions  and  prefaces  to  books  compiled  by  other  persons :  as  Guthrie's  History  of 
the  World,  and  Dr.  Brooks's  System  of  Natural  History.  In  this  last  ptefiice,  he 
so  far  excelled  his  author  In  the  graces  of  a  captivating  style,  that  the  booksellers 
engaged  him  to  write  a  History  of  the  Earth  and  Animated  Nature,  which 
he  executed  with  much  elegance,  but  with  no  very  deep  knowledge  of  the  subject* 
lie  also  drew  up  a  life  of  Dr.  Parnell,  prefixed  to  an  edition  of  his  poems,  which 
afforded  Dr*  Johnson  an  opportunity  of  Spaying  an  affectionate  tribute  to  his 
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morf)  ^  whw  he  cune  to  write  the  lifs  of  Parnell  for  the  English  poets.  He  wrote 
#l8o  B  life  of  Boiingbroke,  origioaII|r  prefixed  to  the  Dissertatton  on  Parties,  aodaf* 
terwards  to  Bolifigbroke^s  works.  In  one  of  his  compilations  he  was  peculiarly 
UBfortnnate.  Being  desired  by  Griffin,  the  bookseller,  to  make  a  selectkui  of 
elegant  poepas  from  our  best  English  dassics,  for  the  use  of  boarding  sehools,  he 
carelessly  marked  for  the  printer  one  of  the  most  indecent  tales  of  Ptktr.  His  bio. 
grapher  adds,  ^^  without  reading  it ;"  but  this  was  not  the  case,  as  he  introdnces 
it  with  a  criticism.  These  various  publications  have  not  been  noliced  in  dfeir  regn« 
lar  order,  but  as  their  dates  are  not  connected  with  any  particulars  in  o«r  author's 
history,  this  will  appear  a  matter  of  little  consequence. 

In  1769,'  he  produced  his  admirable  poem  The  Deserted  yillage,  which  he 
touched  and  retottched  with  the  greatest  care  before  pubileation.  flow  moch  it 
added  to  his  reputation  it  k  unnecessary^  to  mention.  No  poem  sioce  the  dajs  of 
Pope  has  been  so  repeatedly  read,  admired,  and  quoted. 

At  the  estaWishmeat  of  the  Bojal  Academj  of  Paiating  in  1779,  his  friend  sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  procured  for  him  t^e  appointment  of  professor  of  ancient  his. 
tory,  a  complimentary^  distinction  attended  neither  with  emolument  nor  tronbie, 
but  which  entitled  him  to  a  seat  at  some  of  the  meetings  of  the  society.  His  ettaa* 
tion  in  life  was.  now  comfortable  at  least,  and  might  have  been  independent  had 
he  mixed  a  little  prudence  with  his  general  conduct ;  but  it  is  mnch  to  his  honour 
that  his  errours  were  almost  alwayson  the  right  Me.  He  was  kind  and  beneroleor, 
wherever  he  had  it  in  his  power,  and  although  frequently  duped  by  artful  men, 
his  heart  was  never  hardened  against  the  application  of  the  unhappy.  Au'd  sacb 
was  the  celebrity  of  his  writings,-  that  he  was  even  looked  up*  to  as  a  patron  and 
promoter  of  schemes  of  public  utility.  His  biographer  has  published  a  very  curi* 
otts  letter  from  the  notorious  Thomas  Paine,  in  which  he sdicits  Goldsmith's  in- 
teresting procuring  aa  addition  to  the  pay  of  excisemen. 

In  the  month  of  March  1773,  his  second  comedy.  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  was 
presented  at  Co  vent  Garden,  and  recelTed  with  the  highest  applause,  coatrary  to^ 
the  opinion  of  the  manager,  Mr.  Coknan.  It  is  founded  on  an  inddeioit  which,  his 
biographer  informs  us,  liappened  to  the  author  in  his  yoonger  days,  when  he  mis. 
took  a  gentleman's  house  for  an  snn*  In  the  same  year,  he  appeared  before  the 
public  in  ji  dlfi^ent  character.  A  scurrUous  letter,  probahly  writt^  by  Kearick, 
was  iaserted  ip  the  London  Packfet,  a  paper  then  published  by  the  late  Mr.  Thomas 
Evaasy  books^Jkr  in  Paternoster  Row«  Goldsmith  sesented  no  part  of  the  abuse 
bat  that  which  reflected  on  a  young  lady  of  his  acquaintance.  Accompanied  by 
pae  of  his  countrymen,  he  waited  on  Mr.  Evans,  and  stated  the  nature  of  his 
cempWnt.— rMn  Crans,  who  had  no  concern  in  the  paper  bttt.au  pnbllshery 
went  to  examine  the  file,  and  while  stooiring  for  it.  Goldsmith  was  advised  by  fait 
friend  to  take  that  opportunity  of  caning  him,  which  he  immediately  b^an 
to  do:  but  £vans,  a  stout  and  high«blooded  Welshman,  returned  the  blow 
wMh  so  much  advann^,  that  Goldsmith's  friend  fled>  and  left  him  in  ashockinf 
t>l^.  Dr.&enriclc,  who  was  then  in  the  house,  came  forwards,  ami  afiectiog 
great  compassion  fpir  Galdsmith>  conducted  him  home  in  a  coach.  This  foolish 
guarfel  i^osded  eoosiderabk  sport  for  the  newspapers  before  it  waa  finally  made 
up. 
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One  at  bia  ]$U  pobKc^atiooa  was  the  History  of  the  Earth  aad  Aoimated  Na... 
tuwy  before  meatioiied,  in  H  TQ}«mea  octaro,  for  which  hereceired  the  sum  of  *£860, 
midduriag  the  time  he  was  engaged  in  this  undertaking,  he  had  reoeiTed  the  copj 
money  for  his  comedy,  and  the  profits  of  his  third  nights ;  but  his  biographer  in* 
forms  ps,  <<  he  was  so  liberal  in  his  donations,  and  profuse  in  hie  disbursements, 
he  was  unfortunately  so  attached  to  the  pernicious  practice  of  gaming ;  and  from 
%i»  unsettled  habits  of  life,  his  supplies  being  precarious  and  uncertain,  he  had 
been  so  little  accustomed  to  regulate  his  expenses  by  any  system  of  economy, 
that  his  debts  far  exceeded  his  resources ;  and  he  was  obliged  to  take  up  money 
in  adrance  from  the  managers  of  the  two  theatres,  for  comedies  which  he  engaged 
to  furnish  to  each  $  and  from  the  booksellers,  for  p^iblications  which  he  was  to 
finish  for  the  press.  All  these  engagements  he  fuUy  intended,  and  doubtless  would 
have  been  able  to  fulfil  with  the  strictest  honour,  as  he  had  done  on  former  occa« 
3ions  in  similar  exigences;  but  his  premature  death  unhappily  proTented  the  exe* 
cution  of  his*  pl^ns,  and  gave  occasion  to  malignity  to  impute^Xhese  failures  to  de^ 
liberate  intention,  which  were  merely  the  result  of  ineTitable  mortality/' 

Some  time  before  his  death,  although  they  were  not  printed  until  after  that 
^vent,  he  wrote  his  poems.  The  Haunch  of  Venison,  Retaliation,  and  some  of  the 
smaller  pieces  admitted  into  his  works.  But  the  chief  project  he  had  at  heart 
«wa8  an  Unirersal  Dictionary  of  Arts  and  Sciences,  in  the  execution  of  which  it 
9S  said  he  had  engaged  all  his  literary  friends  and  the  members  of  the  literary 
club,  but  thu  was  prevented  by  his  death,  if^hich  is  thus  related  by  his  bio* 
grapher: 

<<He  was  subject  to  severe  fits  of  the  strangury,owiiig  probably  t(>  the  intemperate 
manner  in  which  he  confined  himself  to  the  desky  when  he  wti  employed  i^ 
bis  compilations,  often  indeed  fpr  several  weeks  successively  without  taking 
exercise.  On  such  occasions  he  usually  hired  lodgings  in  some  (arm-house  a  few 
miles  from  London,  and  wrote  without  cessation  till  he  had  finished  his  task.  He 
then  carried  his  copy  to  the  bookseller,  received  his  compensation,  and  gave  bun. 
self  up  perhaps  for  montbf  without  interruption,  to  the  gaieties,  amusements, 
and  societies  of  London. 

<'  And  here  it  may  be  obsenred^once  for  all,  that  his  elegant  and  enchantiqg'  style 
In  prose  flowed  from  him  with  such  facUity,  that  in  whole  f  uires  of  his  histories, 
Animated  Nature,  Sec.  he  had  seldom  occasion  to  correct  or  alter  a  single  word ; 
but  in  his  verses,  especially  his  two  great  ethic  poems,  nothing  could  exceed  the 
patient  and  incessant  revlsal  which  he  bestowed  upon  them.  To  save  himself 
the  trouble  of  transcription,  he  wrote  the  lines  in  his  first  copy  very  wide,  and 
would  so  fill  up  the  intermediate  space  with  reiterated  correctioiu,  that  scarcely  ^ 
word  of  bis  first  effusions  was  left  unaltered.. 

<<  In  the  spring  of  1774,  being  embarrassed  iu  his  circumstances,  and  attacluf 
with  bis  usual  malady,  his  indisposition,  aggravated  too  by  mental  distress,  (ftrmi* 
sated  in  a  fever,  which  on  the  35th  of  March  had  become  exceedingly  violent, 
when  he  called  In  medical  assistance.  Although  he  had  then  taken  ipecacuMiha 
to  promote  a  vomit,  he  would  proceed  to  the  use  of  James's  fever  powder, 
contrary  to  the  adrioe  of  the  medical  gentleoien  who  attended  him.  From  the 
fippliciUion  of  these  powders  he  had  receired  the  greatest  benefit  in  n  similfr  aU 
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tack  nearly  two  yearsrberore,  but  then  thej  were  adroinidtered  by  Df.  James  bHiiself 
in  person.  This  happened  in  September  177S.  Bat  now  the  progress  of  tbediseate 
was  as  unfavourable  as  possible ;  for  from  the  time  above  mentioned  every  symp* 
torn  became  more  and  more  alarming,  till  Monday,  April  4th,  when  he  died,  aged 
forty-five." 

His  remains  were  privately  interred  in  the  Temple  bnrial.gronnd,  on  Satnrday, 
April  9th  ;  but  afterwards,  by  a  subscription  raised  among  his  friends,  and  chiefly 
by  his  brethren  of  the  club,  a  marble  monument  was  erected  to  his  memory  in  West- 
minster Abbey,  with  an  inscription  by  Dr.  Johnson,  the  history  of  which  the  rea- 
der may  find  in  Bos  well's  Life,  where  are  likewise  many  carious  traits  of  our 
poet's  variegated  character. 

<^  He  was,"  adds  his  biographer,  <^  generous  in  the  extreme,  send  so  strongly 
affected  by  compassion,  that  he  has  been  known  at  midnight  to  abandon  his  rest, 
in  order  to  procure  relief  and  an  asylum  for  a  poor  dying  object  who  wai^ 
left  destitute  in  the  streets^  Nor  was  there  ever  a  mind  whose  general  feelings 
were  more  benevolent  and  friendly.  He  is  however  supposed  to  have  been 
often  soured  by  jealousy  or  envy,  and  many  little  instances  are  mentioned  of  this 
tendency  in  his  character  }  but  whatever  appeared  of  this  kind  was  a  mere  moment 
tary  sensation,  which  he  knew  not  how  liko  other  men  to  conceal :  it  was  never 
the  result  of  principle,  or  the  suggestion  of  refiection  :  it  never  embittered  his 
.heart,  nor  influenced  his  conduct.  Nothing  could  be  more  amiable  than  the  ge^ 
oeral  features  of  his  mind  :  those  of  his  person  were  not  perhaps  so  engdg'- 
ing. 

<^  His  stature  was  ander  the  middle  size,  his  body  strongly  built,  and  his  limbs 
more  sturdy  than  elegant ;  his  complexion  was  pale,  his  forehead  low,  his  fac6 
almost  round  and  pitted  with  the  small-pox,  but  marked-  with  strong  lines  of 
thinking.'  His  first  appearance  was  not  captivating  :  but;  when  he  grew  easy  and 
cheerful  in  company,  he  relaxed  into  such  a  display  of  good-humour  as  soon  re^ 
moved  every  unfavourable  impression. 

*'  Yet  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  in  company  he  did  not  appear  to  so  much 
advantage  as' might  have  been  expected  from  his  genius  and  talents.  He  was  too 
apt  to  speak  without  reflection,  and  without  a  suflicient  knowledge  of  the  subject: 
which  made  Johnson  observe  of  him,  ^'  No  man  was  more  foolish  when  he 
had  not  a  pen  in  his  hand,  er  mere  wise  when  he  had."  Indeed  with  all  bis 
defects,  (to  conclude  nearly  in  the  words  of  that  great  eritic)  '^  as  a  writer  he 
iivas  of  the  most  distinguished  abilities.  Whatever  he  composed  he  did  it 
better  than  any  other  man  could.  And)  whether  we  consider  him  as  a  poet,  as 
a  comie  writer,  or  as  an  historian  (so  far  as  regards  his  powers  of  composition^, 
he  was  one  of  the  first  writers  of  his  lime,  and  wiil  ever  stand  in  the  foremost 
class." 

Although  this  character  may  be  thought  in  somo  respects  exaggerated,  it  cannot 
be  denied,  that  the  indelible  stamp  of  genius  rests  on  his^  Vicar  of  Wakefield  ;  and 
jon  his  poems,  The  Traveller,  Deserted  Village,  and  Edwin  and  Angelina.  In 
description,pathos,  and  even  sublimity,  he  has  not  been  exceeded  by  any  of  the  poets 
of  his  age,  except  that  in  the  latter  quality  he  must  yield  to  Gray.  But  it  Is  un** 
necessary  to  enter  into  a  minute  examinatioa  of  poems  whose  popularity  for  so 
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many  yean  has  known  no  abatement.  Those  who  wish  to  ascertain  his  precise 
imnk  among  English  poets  w3l  find  many  Taluable  remarks  in  an  Essay  on  the 
Poetry  of  Goldsmith,  by  Dr.  Aikin,  prefixed  to  a  beautiful  edition  of  his  poems 
published  in  1804;  and  in  a  Critical  Life  of  Dr.  Goldsmith^by  Mr.Egerton  Brydges^ 
in  the  Mh  Tolume  of  his  Censora  Literaria. 

The  present  edition  i>f  his  poems  is  copied  from  the  octavo  principally,  with  the 
addition  of  the  Threnodia  Augostalis,  a  piece  which  has  hitherto  escaped  the  re- 
searches of  his  editors.  It  is  now  printed  from  a  copy  given  by  the  author  to  his 
friend  Joseph  Cradock,  esq.  of  Guroley,  author  of  Zobeide,  &c.  and  obligingly  lent 
to  me  by  Mr.  Nichols.  If  it  adds  little  to  his  fame,  it  exhibits  a  curious  instance 
of  the  facility  with  which  he  gratified  his  employers  on  a  very  short  notice. 
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THE  TBAVELLER:  OR,  J  PRO. 
SPECT  OF  SOCIETY. 

rnsT  pftiimo  ix  1765« 


TO  THE  REV.  HENRY  GOLDSMITH. ' 

9KAK  III9 

I  MM  feuiUe  that  the  friendship  betweeo  ut 
can  soqotre  no  new  force  from  the  ceremonies 
of  a  dolication:  and  perhaps  it  demands  an 
^cose  Uios  to  prefix  your  name  to  my  attempts, 
which  you  decline  giving  with  your  own.  Bat 
as#  part  of  this  poem  was  formerly  written  to 
yoa  mm  Switzerland*  the  whole  can  now,  with 
pnpiisty,  he  only  inscribed  to  you.  It  will  also 
throw  a  light  upon  many  parts  of  it,  when  the 
reader  naderstands  that  it  is  addressed  to  a  inan, 
who,  despising  fame  and  fortune,  has  retired 
eariy  to  happiness  and  obscurity,  with  an  income 
of  forty  pounds  a  year. 

I  now  perceiTe,  my  dear  brother^  the  wisdoob 
of  your  humble  choice.  Vou  have  entered  upon 
a  saovd  office^  where  the  harvest  is  great,  and 
the  labourers  are  but  few ;  while  you  have  left 
the  field  of  ambition,  where  the  labourers  are 
many,  and  the  harvest  not  worth  carrying  away. 
Bat  of  all  kinds  of  ambition,  what  from  the  re- 
finement cf  the  times,  from  different  systems  of 
eriticismt  vid  from  the  divisions  of  party,  that 
which  pursues  poetical  fome  is  the  wildest. 

Poetry  mfkes  a  princj{ial  amusement  among 
unpolished  nations;  bi^t  in  a  country  verging 
to  t^  eiiUremes  of  iffinementy  painting  and  mu- 
si^  fiQi)»e  in  fpr  »  ahaie.  As  these  offer  the  fee- 
ble 9ii«4  » Ifll*  ^borions  entertainment,  they  at 
teri«l|l  poetry,  and  at  length  supplant  her, 
engroii  gU  that  fri?oar  once  shewn  to  her, 
and,  though  but  younger  lifters y  tei^  npon  tl>e 
elder's  birtb-iifht. 

y#>.  \fmm  tti»  g4  BW  be  »«*wted  by 


the  powerfbl,  it  is  still  in  greater  danger  from 
the  mistaken  efforts  of  the  learned  to  improve 
it.  What  critidsms  have  we  not  heard  of  late 
in  fovour  of  blank  verse,  and  Pindaric  odes, 
chorusses,  anapests  and  iambics,  alliterative  care, 
and  happy  n^Ugence !  Every  absurdity  has 
now  a  champion  to  defend  it ;  and  as  he  is  ge- 
nerally much  in  the  wrong,  so  he  has  always 
much  to  say ;  for  errour  is  ever  talkative. 

But  there  is  an  enemy  to  this  art  still  more 
dangerous,  1  mean  party.  Party  entirely  distorts 
the  judgment,  and  destroys  the  taste.  When 
the  mind  is  once  infected  with  this  disease,  it 
can  only  find  pleasure  ii|  what  contributes  to 
increase  the  distemper.  Like  the  tiger,  that 
seldom  desists  from  pursuing  man  after  having 
once  preyed  upon  human  fledi,  the  reader,  who 
has  once  grati^ed  his  appetite  with  calunny, 
makes  ever  after  the  most  agreeable  feast  upon 
murdered  reputation.  Such  readers  generally 
admire  some  half-witted  thing,  who  wants  to  be 
thought  a  bold  man,  having  lost  the  character 
of  a  wise  one.  Him  they  dignify •  with  the  name 
of  poet :  his  tawdry  lampoons  are  called  satires, 
his  turbulence  is  said  to  be  force,  and  his  phrenzy 
fire. 

What  reception  a  poem  may  find,  which  has 
neither  abuse,  party,  nor  blank  verM,  to  support 
it,  I  cannot  tell,  nor  am  I.  solicitous  to  know. 
My  aims  are  right.  Without  espousing  the  cause 
of  any  party,  1  have  attempted  to  moderate  the 
rageof  all.  I  have  endeavoured  to  show,  that 
there  may  be  equal  happiness  in  states  that  are 
differently  governed  from  our  own ;  that  every 
state  has  a  particular  principle  of  happiness,  an4 
that  this  principle  in  each  may  be  carried  to  s 
mischievous  excess.  '  There  are  few  can  judge 
better  than  yourself  how  far  these  positions  ar# 
iUos^ted  in  this  poem. 
I  am^ 

dearslri 
*yow  most  afiectionate  brother, 

OLIVER  GOLDSBHTH. 
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Remote,  unfriended,  melancholy,  ^1o«, 
Or  by  the  lazy  Scheld,  or  wandering  Po; 
Or  onward,  where  the  rude  Carintliian  boor 
Against  the  faooseless  stranger  shuts  the  door ; 
Or  where  Campania's  plain  forsaken  lies, 
A  weary  waste  expanding  to  the  skies  ^ 
Wherever  1  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see. 
My  heart,  untravdl'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee: 
StiU  to  my  brother  turns  with  ceaseless  pain, 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Eternal  blessings  crown  my  earliest  friend,   . 
And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  saints  attend  ; 
Blest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  redre 
To  pause  fh>m  toil,  and  trim  their  ev'uing  fire  ; 
Blest  that  abode,  where  wavt  and  pain  repair. 
And  e  v'ry  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair ; 
Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd, 
Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  foil, 
Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  naoumful  tale ; 
Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food, 
And  learn  the  Inxury  of  doing  good. 

But  BM,  not  destin'd  such  delights  to  share. 
My  prime  of  life  in  wand'ring  spent  and  care ;  . 
Impel  Pd  with  steps  unceasi  ng  to  pursue     [vie w ; 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies. 
Allures  from  far,  yet»  as  I  follow,  flies ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone. 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own^ 

Ev'n  now,  where  Alpine  solitudes  ascend, 
I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend  ; 
And  placed  on  high  above  the  storm*s  career^ 
I/)ok  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  ap- 
pear; 
Lakes,  forests,  cities,  plains  extending  wide. 
The  pompof  king8,the  shepherd's  humbler  pride. 
Wlien  thus  creation's  charms  around  combine. 
Amidst  the  store  should  thankless  pride  repine  ? 
Say,  should  the  philosophic  ihind  disdain  [vain  ? 
That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bosom 
Let  school-taught  pride  dissemble  ail  it  can. 
These  little  things  are  great  to  little  man; 
And  wiser  be,  whose  sympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind. 
Ye  glittering  towns,  with  wealth  and  splendour 
crowned,  [round, 

\  Ye  fields,   where   summer    spreads  profusion 
•  Ye  lakes,  whose  vessels  catch  the  busy  gale. 
Ye  bending  swains,  that  dress  the  fiowVy  vale, 
.  For  me  your  tributary  stores  combine  ; 
,  Creation's  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine. 
<     As  some  lone  miser,  visiting  his  store. 
Bends  at  his  treasure,  counts,  recounts  it  o*'er. 
Hoards  after  hoards  bis  rising  raptures  fill. 
Yet  still  he  sighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  stiU ; 
Thus  to  my  breast  alternate  passions  rise,[plie8 : 
Vleas'd  with  each  good  that  Heav'n  to  man  sup- 
Yet  oft  a  sigh  prevails,  and  sorrows  fall. 
To  see  the  lioavd  of  human  bliss  so  small'; 
And  oft  1  ivish,  amidst  the  scene  to  find 
Some  spot  to  real  happiness  consigned. 
Where  my  worn  soul,  each  wand'nnghopeat  rest. 
May  gather  bliss,  to  see  my  fellows  blest. 

But  where  to  find  that  happiest  spot  below. 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know? 
The  shudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happiest  spot  his  own  ; 


Extols  the  treasures  of  hii  stormy  seai^ 
And  his  tong  nights  of  retelry  and  ease : 
The  naked  Negro,  panting  at  the  line. 
Boasts  of  his  golden  sands,  and  palmy  wine^ 
Basks  in  the  glare  or  stems  the  tepid  wave. 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gavt& 
Such  is  the  patriot's  boast,  where'er  we  roam. 
His  first,  best  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And'yef,  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare, 
And  estimate  the  blessings  which  they  share. 
Though  patriots  flatter,  sdll  shall  wisdom  find 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind: 
As  difTrent  good,  by  art  or  Nature  giv'n 
To  different  natbns,  makes  their  blessings  e^n; 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all. 
Still  grants  her  bliss  at  labour's  earnest  call ; 
With  food  as  wdl  the  peasant  ir  snpply'd 
I  On  Idra's  cliff  as  Amo's  sheivy  side ; 
And  though  the  rocky-crested  summits  frown;. 
These  rocks,  by  custom,  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  blessings  sent ; 
'  Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content : 
Yet  titese  each  other's  pow'r  so  strong  contet^ 
That  either  seems  destructive  of  the  rest 
Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  oontentinent 
foils;  [vails. 

And  honour  sinks  where  commerce  I0B9  fire- 
Hence  ev'ry  state,  to  one  lov'd  blessing  prone'. 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone: 
Each  to  the  fav'rite  happiness  attends. 
And  spurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends  i 
Till,  carried  to  excess  in  efich  domain. 
This  foy'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  try  these  truths  with  closer  eye^' 
And  trace  them  through  the  prospect  as  it  lies : 
Here  for«  while,  my  proper  cares  resigned. 
Here  let  me  sit  in  sorrow  for  marikibd ; 
Like  yon  n^lected  shrub,  at  random  cast. 
That  shades  the  steep,  and  sighs  at  evhy  \AasXL 
Far  to  the  right,  where  Appennine  ascends. 
Bright  as  the  summer,  Italy  extends: 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain^  side, ' 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  niould^ring  tons  be- 
tween 
\V1th  memorable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 
Could  Nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast; 
The  sons  of  Italy  wene  surely  blest. 
Whatever  fruits  m  difi'rent  climes  are  foirbd. 
That  proudly  rise  or  humbly  cowrt  tbe'groond; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appnr. 
Whose  bright  soccessibn  decks  the  varied  year  j"^ 
Whatever  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die  | 
These  here  disporting  own  the  kindred  adUyr 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter^  toil ; ' 
While  sea-bom  gales  their  gelid  wingr  expand* 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smilfai^  Iknd. 

But  small  the  bliss  that  sense  alone  bestbwt^- 
And  sensual  bliss  is  all  the  nnti6n  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  g^ves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  seems  the  only  ^wth  that  dwindles  hftre; 
Contrasted  faults  through  all  his  manners  reign  ;< 
Though  poor,luxurious;  though  submissive,  vain; 
Though  grave,  yet  trifling ;  zealous,  yetnntrae  ;; 
And  ev'nin  penance  planning  sins  anew. 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind. 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind ;        ^       * 
For  wealth  was  theirs ;  not  for  TemoY>d  the  date^ 
When  commeice  proudly  flourished  tbro'the  slate; 
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At  ber  command  the  [mlace  learnt  to  rise. 
Again  the  loDg-fJall'n  column  sought  the  skies ; 
The  canvass  glow'd,  beyond  e*en  Nature  wanUt 
The,  pregoant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  form : 
Till»  more  unsteady  than  the  southern  gale, 
Commerce  on  other  shores  display 'd  her  sail ; 
While  nought  remain 'd  of  all  that  riches  gave. 
But  towns  unmann'd,  and  lords  without  a  slave : 
And  late  the  nation  found,  with  fruitless  skill. 
Its  former  strength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Yet  still  the  loss  of  wealth  is  here  supplyM 
fiy  arts,  the  splendid  wrecks  of  former  pride  ; 
From  these   the  feeble    heart   and  loug-fall'n 

mind 
An  easy  compensation  seem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  seen,  in  bloodless  pomp  arrayM, 
The  pasteboard  triumph  and  the  cavalcade: 
Processions  form'd  for  piety  and  love, 
A  mistress  or  a  saint  in  ev'ry  grove. 
By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  begiiiPd, 
The  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child  : 
Each  nobler  aim,  represt  by  long  control. 
Now  sinks  at  last,  or  feebly  mans  the  soul; 
While  low  delights,  succeeding  fast  behind. 
In  happier  meanness  occupy  the  mind  : 
As  in  those  domes,  where  Cesars  once  bore 

sway, 
Defac'd  by  time,  and  tott*ring  in  decay^ 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead. 
The  shelter-seeking  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 
And,  wond'ring  man  could  want  the  larger  pile. 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  smile. 

My  soul,  turn  from  them,  turn  we  to  survey 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  racedisplay. 
Where  the  bleak  Swiss  their  stormy  mansions 

tread. 
And  force  a  churlish  soil  for  scanty  bread : 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford 
But  man  and  steel,  the  soldier  and  his  sword  : 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  ling'ring  chills  the  lap  of  May ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain's  breast. 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 
Yet  still,  e'en  here,   content  can  spread  a 

charm, 
Bedress  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  disarm. 
Though  poor  the  peasant's  hut,  his  feasts  tho* 

small, 
He  sees  his  little  lot  ihe  lot  of  all ; 
Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head. 
To  sbame  the  meanness  of  his  humble  shed ; 
No  costly  lord  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal,     ' 
To  make  him  loathe  his  vegetable  meal ; 
£nt  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil, 
Each  wish  contracting,  fits  him  to  the  kAU 
Cheerful  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  repose. 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes  | 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep. 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  ploughshare  to  the  steep ; 
Or  seeks  the  den  wber6  snow-tracks  mark  the 

way. 
And  drags  the  strugglmg  savage  into  day. 
At  night  returning,  ev'ry  labour  sped. 
He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed ; 
Smiles  by  his  cheerful  fire,. and  round  surveys 
His  children's  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaze ; 
While  bis  lov'd  partner,  boastful  of  her  board, 
Displays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board  : 
And  haply  too  some  pilgrim,  thither  led. 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 


Thus  ev'ry  good  bis  native  wilds  impart 
Imprints  the  patript  passion  on  his  heart ; 
And  e'en  those  hills,  that  round  his  mansion  rise^ 
Enhance  the  bliss  his  scanty  fund  supplies.: 
Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms, 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  storms  j 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest. 
Clings  close  and  closer  to  the  mother's  breast. 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 

Such   are  the  charms   to  barren  states  as- 
sign'd : 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wishes  all  confin'd: 
Yet  let  them  only  share  the  praises  due, 
If  few  their  wants,  their  pleasures  are  but  few  ; 
For  evVy  want  that  stimulates  the  breast 
Becomes  a  source  of  pleasure  when  redrest : 
Whence  from  such  lands  each  pleasing  science 

flies. 
That  first  excites  desire  and  then  supplies ; 
Unknown  to  them,  when  sensual  pleasures  eloy. 
To  fill  the  languid  pause  with  finer  joy; 
Unknown  those  pow'r»  that  raise  the  soul  to 
flame,  [frame. 

Catch  ev'ry  nerve,    and  vibrate  through    the 
Their  level  life- is  but  a  mould'ring  fire,  , 

Unquench'd  by  want,  unfann'd  by  strong  desire  ; 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fire^ 
Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  bliss  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarsely  flow  ; 
Their  morals,  like  their  pleasures,  are  but  low; 
For,  as  Refinement  stops,  from  sire  to  son 
Unalter'd,  unimproved,  the  manners  run ; 
And  love's  and  friendship's  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart. 
Some  sterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain 's  breast 
May  sit,  like  falcons  cow'ring  on  the  i 


But  all  the  gentler  morals,  such  as  pli^ 
Thro*  life's  morecultur'd  walks,  and  cl 


I  charm  the 


'ray. 


These,  far  dispersed,  on  tim'rous  pinions  fly. 
To  sport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 

To  kinder  skies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 
I  turn  ;  and  France  displays  her  bright  domain: 
Gay  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  social  ease, 
Pleas'd  with  thyself,  whom  ail  the  world  can 

please^. 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  sportive  choir^ 
With  lunelesspipe,  beside  the  murm'ring  Loire ! 
Where  shading  elms  along  the  maigm  grew. 
And  fipeshen'd  from  the  wave  the  zephyr  flew : 
And  haply,  though  my  harsh  touch,  falt'ring  stilly 
But  niock'd  all  tune,  and  marr'd  the  dancer's 

skill; 
Yet  wouldihe  village  praise  my  wond'rouspow'r. 
And  dance^  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hour. 
Alike  all  ages.     Dames  of  ancient  dajrs 
Have  led  their  children  thro'  the  mirthful  maze; 
And  the  gay  grandsire,  skilPd  in  gestic  lore. 
Has  frisk'd  beneath  the  burthen  of  threescore. 
So  blest  a  life  these  thoughtless  realms  display, 
Thus  idly  bosy  rolls  their  world  away : 
Theirs  are  those  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear^ 
For  honour  forms  the  social  temper  here : 
Honour,  that  praise  which  real  merit  gains. 
Or  e'en  imaginary  worth  obtains. 
Here  passes  current ;  paid  from  hand  to  hand. 
It  shifts,  in  splendid  traffic,  round  the  land : 
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From  ooDrts,  to  Gtmps,  to  cottam  it  strofs, 
AuA  all  art  taught  an  avarioe  of  praise  $    [toem, 
They  please,  are  pleased,  they  give  to  fget  es- 
Till,  seeming  blest,  they  grow  to  what  they  seem. 

But  while  this  softer  art  their  bliss  supplies. 
It  gives  their  lollies  also  room  to  rise ; 
For  praise  too  dearly  lov*d,  or  warmly  sought, 
tnkeXAen  all  iatemal  strength  of  thought ; 
iUodthewesksqirf,  within  itself  uoblest, 
I^eans  for  all  pleasure  on  another's  breast. 
Hence  ostentation  here,  with  tawdry  art, 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praise  which  foob  impart^ 
Here  vanity  assumes  her  pert  grimace. 
And  trims  her  robes  of  frieze  with  copper  laoe; 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer. 
To  boast  one  splendid«banquet  once  a  year : 
The  mind  still  turns  where  shifting  feshion  draws, 
Nor  weighs  the  solid  worth  of  self-applause. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  flies, 
Emboeom'd  in  the  deep  where  Holland  lies. 
Methinks  her  patient  sons  before  me  stand^ 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  against  the  kind. 
And,  sedulous  to  stop  the  coming  tide, 
lift  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Onward,  methinks,  and  diligently  slow, 
The  firm  connected  bulwark  seems  to  grow ; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidst  the  wat'ry  roar. 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  usurps  the  shore : 
Wl)ile  the  pent  ocean,  rising  o'er  the  pile. 
Sees  an^  amphibious  worid  beneath  him  smile : 
The  slow  canal,  the  yellow.blossom'd  vale. 
The  willow-tufted  bank,  the  gliding  sail. 
The  crowded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
A  new  creation  rescu'd  from  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-sqbjected  soil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toU, 
Industrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign, 
And  industry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  springs. 
With  all  those  ills  superfluous  treasure  brings, 
Aro  here  display'd.    Theur  much-kiv*d  wealth 

imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts; 
But  view  them  closer,  craft  and  fraud  appear, 
9'en  liberty  itself  is  barter'd  here. 
At  gold's  superior  charma  all  freedom  flies,        " 
The  needy  sell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys ; 
A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves. 
Here  wretches  seek  dishonourable  graves. 
And,  calmly  bent,  to  servitude  conform,  • 
]>ttll  as  their  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm. 

Heay'ns !  how  unlike-their  Belgic  sires  of  old ! 
Bough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold ; 
War  in  each  breast,  and  freedom  on  each  brow; 
How  much  unlike  the  sons  of  Britain  now ! 

Fir'd  at  the  sound,  my  genius  spreads  her  wing. 
And  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  western  spring; 
Where  lawns  extend  that  scorn  Arcadian  pnda. 
And  brighter  streams  than  fam'd  Hydaspis  glide; 
There  all  around  the  gentlest  breezes  stray. 
There  gentle  music  mehs  on  every  spray; 
Creation's  mildest  charms  are  there  combin'd, 
Extremes  are  only  in  the-master^  mind  ^ 
Stem  o'er  each  bosom  reason  holds  her  state. 
With  daring  aims  irregulariy  great : 
Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 
I  see  the  lords  of  human  kind  pass  by  ; 
Intent  on  higlt  designs,  a  thoughtful  band, 
By  fbmu  t^Maoefd,  fresh  fzom  Nature's  hand^ 


I 


Fierce  in  their  native  hardine^  of  soul, 
TYue  to  imagin'd  right,  ahove'oontrol. 
While  e'en  the  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to  scan. 
And  learns  to  venerate  himself  as  man. 

Thine,  Freedom,  thine  the  blesimgs  ^ctmr'd 
here. 
Thine  are  those  charms  that  dazsle  and  endear; 
Too  blest  indeed  were  such  without  alloy; 
But  fostei'd  e'en  by  freedom,  ills  annoy; 
Hiat  independence  Britons  prize  too  high. 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  sodal  tie  ^ 
The  self-dependent  lordlings  stand  alone. 
All  claims  that  bmd  and  sweeten  life  unknown  ^ 
Here,  by  the  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held, 
Mmds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repdl'd  ; 
Ferments  arise,  imprison'd  factions  roar, 
•Represt  ambition  struggles  round  her  shore ; 
Till  over-wrought,  the  general  system  feels 
Its  motions  stop,  or  phrenzy  fire  the  wheeh. 

Nor  this  the  worst    As  nature's  ties  decay, 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour,  foil  to  sway. 
Fictitious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law. 
Still  gather  strength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  these  alone. 
And  talent  sinks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown ; 
Till  time  toay  come,    when,  stript  of  all   he^ 

charms. 
The  land  of  scholars,  and  the  nurse  of  anna. 
Where  noble  stems  transmit  the  patriot  flame. 
Where  kings  have  toil'd,  and  poets  wrote,  for 
One  sink  pf  level  avarice  shall  lie,  iforacy 

And  scholars,  soldiers,  kings,  unhoDoiiT^die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  frepdom's  ills  I  atat^ 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great: 
Ye  powers  of  troth,  that  bidmy  sool  aqiire. 
Far  from  my  bosom  drive  the  low  desirb ! 
And  thou,  foir  Freedom,  taught  alike  to  fed 
The  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant's  angry  steel  £ 
Thou  transitory  flow'r,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt,  or  foyour^s  fbst'ring  sun ; 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  di&qgefol  dime  endure! 
1  only  would  repress  them  to  secure ; 
For  just  experience  tells,  iner'ry  soil. 
That  those  who  think  most  govern  those  thattoil^ 
And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 
Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  should  one  order  disproportnn'd  grow. 
Its  double  weight  most  ruin  all  below. 

Oh  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires. 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  aspires  i 
Calm  is  my  soul,  nor  apt  to  rise  in  arms, 
Except  when  fast  approaching  danger  warms : 
But  when  contending  cbiefr  blockade  the  thraoCy 
Contracting  regal  pow'r  to  stretch  their  own  ^ 
When  I  behold  a  foctious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themselves  are  finae  ; 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  statutes  draw. 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  fow; 
The   wealth  of  climes,    where  savage  nations 

roam, 
Pillag>dfrom  slaves  to  purchase  slaves  at  home; 
Fear,  pity,  justice,  indignation,  start. 
Tear  off  reserve,  and  bare  my  swelling  heart; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,  brother,  curse  with  me  that  baleful  hour, 
When  fifst  ambition  struck  at  r^gal  pow'r; 
And  thus,  polluting  honour  in  its  source. 
Gave  we^lih  to  sway  the  mind  with  double  force* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE^ 


4n 


Have  we  no*  sees,  round  Britain'*  peopled  shore, 
Her  uieful  boos  eichang'd  for  oaeless  ore  ? 
Seen  all  Ker  triumphs  bat  destruction  hftsie, 
like  flaring  tapers  brightening  as  they  waste  ; 
Seen  opulence,  her  grandeor  to  maintain. 
Lead  stem  depopulation  in  her  train. 
And  over  fields  where  scatter'd  hamleU  roee. 
In  barren  solitary  pomp  repose? 
Have  we  not  seen,  at  pleasure's  lordly  call. 
The  smiling  long-ftequented  village  fall  ? 
Beheld  theduteous  son,  the  sire  deoay'd. 
The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid, 
^orc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 
To  tmverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main; 
Where  wild  Oswego  spreads  her  swamps  around, 
iknd  Niagara  stuns  Urith  thundering  sound  ? 

E'en  now,  perhaps,  as   there  some  pilgrim 
strays 
Thro^  Ungled  forests,  and  thro'  dangerous  ways; 
Where  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  claim. 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murderous  aim; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies. 
And  all  round  distressful  yells  arise. 
The  pensive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe. 
To  stop  too  fsarful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 
CasU  a  long  k)ok  where  England's  glories  shine. 
And  bids  his  bosom  sympathise  with  mine. 

Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  search  to  find 
That  bliss  which  only  centres  in  the  mind. 
Why  have  I  stray'd  from  pleasure  and  repose. 
To  seek  a  good  eaeh  government  bestows  ? 
In  ev'ry  government,  though  tenrours  reign. 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain. 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure,      « 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure  li 
StlU  to  ourselves  in  et*ry  pUce  oonsign'd,  i 

Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find  : 
With  secret  course,  which  no  loud  storms  annoy, 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 
The  lifted  axe,  the  agonising  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien's  bed  of  steel. 
To  men  remote  from  pow'r  but  mrely  known, 
leave  reason,  fiuth,  and  conscience,  all  our  own. 


THE  DESERTED  FILtAGE. 

FiHST  PRiirrED  III  1769. 

TO  SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS. 

DtAR  sn, 
I  CAN  have  no  expectations  in  an  address  of  tbis 
kind,  either  to  add  to  your  rcpuUtion,  or  to  es- 
tablish my  own.  You  can  gain  nothing  horn  my 
admiration,  as  I  am  ignorant  of  that  art  in  which 
you  are  said  to  escel^  and  I  may  k)se  much  by 
the  severity  of  your  judgment,  as  few  have  a 
juster  taste  in  poetry  than  you.  Setting  inter- 
est  therefore  aside,  to  which  I  never  paid  much 
•ttention,  I  must  be  indulged  at  present  in  fol- 
lowiog  my  affections.  The  only  dedicatwn  1 
ever  made  was  to  my  brother,  because  I  loved 
him  better  than  inost  other  men.  He  is  since 
dead.  Permit  me  to  inscribe  this  poem  to  you. 

How  far  yon  may  be  pleased  with  the  versifi- 
cation and  mere  mechanical  parU  of  th^s  at- 
tBovt,  IdonotpreteiKlto  ioqnire:  but  I  know 


you  wUl  obiect  (and  indeed  several  of  ouir  bett 
and  wisest  friends  concur  in  the  opinion)  that  tfa6 
depopulation  it  deplores  is  no  whereto  be  seen, 
and  the  disorders  it  laments  are  only  to  be  fbund 
in  thepoet^s  own  imagination.  To  this  Itian  scarce 
make  any  other  answer,  than  that  I  sincerely  bt^ 
lieve  what  I  have  written ;  that  I  have  taken  all 
possible  pains  in  my  eounlry  esoursions,  for  these 
four  or  five  years  past,  to  be  certain  of  what  I  al> 
ledge ;  and  that  all  my  views  and  inquiries  hate 
led  me  to  believe  those  miseries  real,  which  I 
here  attempt  to  dbplay.  But  this  is  not  the 
place  to  enter  into  an  inquiry,  whether  the 
country  be  depopulating  or  not ;  the  discussion 
would  take  up  much  room,  and  I  should  prov* 
myself,  at  best,  an  indiffiBrent  politician,  to  tire 
the  reader  with  a  long  preface,  when  1  want  hit 
nnfatigoed  attention  to  a  long  poem. 

In  regretting  the  depopulation  of  the  country, 
I  inveigh  against  the  increase  of  our  luxuries; 
and  here  also  I  expect  the  shout  of  modem  poll* 
ticians  against  me.  For  twenty  or  thirty  years 
past  it  has  been  the  foshion  to  consider  lusurf 
as  one  of  the  greatest  national  advantages ;  and 
all  the  wisdom  of  antiquity,  in  thet  particular, 
as  erroneous.  Still,  however,  I  must  remain  a 
professed  ancient  on  that  head,  and  ooodnue  to 
think  those  luxuries  pnrjudicial  to  states,  by 
which  so  many  vices  are  introduced,  and  so 
many  kingdoms  have  been  undone.  Indeed  so 
much  has  been  poured  out  of  late  on  the  other 
side  of  the  question,  that,  merely  for  the  sake  of 
novelty  and  vsiriety,  one  would  sometimes  wish 
to  be  in  the  right. 

lam,  dear  sir, 
your  sincere  friend, 
and  ardent  admirer, 

OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 


Sweet  Aubtam !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  cbeer'd  the  laboring 

Iwaio, 
Where  smiling  Spring  its  eariiest  visit  paid, 
And  parting  Summer's  lingering  blooms  delay'd  s 
Dear  lovely  bo^'rs  of  innocence  and  ease, 
Seau  of  my  youth,   when   ev'ry  wpnt  ooolA 

please: 
How  often  have  Iloiter'd  o'er  thy  green, 
Where  humble  happiness  endear'd  each  scene  I 
How  o^ten  have  I  paus'd  on  ev*iy  cbhrm. 
The  sheltered  cot,  the  cultivated  form. 
The  never-foiling  brook,  the  busy  mill^ 
The  decent  church  that  t<^  the  neighb'ring 

hill,  [shade. 

The  hawthorn  bush,    with  seats  beneath  the 
For  talking  age  and  whisp*ring  lovers  made  i 
How  often  have  I  Uess'd  the  ooming  day. 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  torn  to  play, 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  fhw^ 
Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  sprending  tre€  s 
While  many  a  pastime  eirded  in  the  shade. 
The  yonng  contending  as  the  ^  snrvey 'd  $ 
And  many  a  gambol  ftolick'd  o'er  the  ground, 
AndsUgfaU  of  art  and  feats  of  str^igth  went 

rounds 
And  still,  as  each  repeated  pieasoretir'd, 
Suceeeding  sports  the  mirthful  band  inspir'd 
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The  donctng  pair  that  simply  loagbt  reoowD, 
By  holding  out  to  tire  each  other  dowu ; 
The  swain  mistnistless  of  his  smutted  ftice. 
While  secret  laughter  tttter'd  round  the  place; 
The  bash  All  Tirgin's  side  Hong  looks  of  love. 
The  matron's  glance  Uiat  would  those  looks  re- 
prove: [like  these. 
These  were  thy  eharms,  sweet  village !    sports 
With  sweet  80<Mession,  taught  e'en  toil  to  please; 
These  voond  thy  bow'rs  their  cheerful  inauence 

shed. 
These  were  thy  charms^-but  all  these  charms  are 
flei^ 

Sweet  smiling  village,  loveliest  of  the  lawn. 
Thy  sports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  with- 
drawn; 
Amidst  thy  bow'rs  the  tyrant's  hand  is  seen, 
And  desolation  saddens  all  thy  green : 
One  only  master  grasps  the  whole  domain. 
And  half  a  tillage  stints  thy  smiling  plain : 
No  more  thy  glassy  brook  reflects  the  day. 
But  chok'd  with  sedges  works  its  weary  way ; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  solitary  guest. 
The  hoUow-sonndingbittem  guards  its  nest; 
Amidst  thy  desert  walks  the  lapwing  flies. 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unrary'd  cries. 
Sunk  are  thy  bow'rs  in  shapeless  ruin  all. 
And  the  long  grass  o'eitops  the  moald'riog  wall ; 
And,  trembling,  shriukiog    from  the  spoiler's 

hand, 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

HI  fares  the  land,  to  hast'ning  ills  a  prey. 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourish,  or  may  ftide; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made: 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  ooantry's  pride, 
When  once  destroyed,  can  rie\'er  be  supply'd. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  griefs  began. 
When  ev'ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man ; 
Por  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  store. 
Just  gave  what  life  rcquir'd,  hat  gave  no  more: 
His  best  companions,  innocence  and  health ; 
And  his  bes»t  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

Butthiiesarealter*d;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swain ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rose. 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumb'rons  pomp  repose ; 
And  ev*ry  want  to  lux  ury  ally'd, 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Those  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom. 
Those  calm  desires  that  ask'd  but  little  room, 
Those  healthful  sports  that  grac'd  the  peaceful 

scene, 
Liv'd  in  each  look,  and  brighten'd  all  the  green ; 
These,  far  departing,  seek  a  kinder  shore. 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 
-    Sweet  Auburn !  parent  of  the  blissful  hour. 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confess  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  solitary  rounds. 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruin'd  grounds. 
And,  many  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stoodi  the  hawthorn 

grew. 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train, 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  tlie  past  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wanderings  round  this  Worid  of  care. 
In  all  my  griefs-— and  God  hasgiv'n  my  share— 
I  still  had  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown, 
Amidst  these  humble  bow'rs  to  lay  me  down; 


To  husband  out  Itfb's  taper  at  the  elose, 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting,  by  iqpowt 
I  still  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  still. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-leam*d  dciO, 
Around  my  fire  an  ev'niog  group  to  draw. 
And  tell  of  all  1  felt,  and  all  I  saw; 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hounds  and  bonis  parsoe. 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  she  §ew, 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Here  to  return— and  die  at  home  at  last. 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline. 
Retreats  from  care,  that  never  most  be  mine. 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  these, 
A  youth  of  labour  ^ith  an  age  of  ease; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptatk>ns  try. 
And,  since  'tis  hard  to  Ltnnbat,  leatns  to  fly  I 
For  him  no  wretches,  bom  to  work  and  weep. 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dang'rous  de^  ^ 
No  surly  porter  stands,  in  guilty  stale. 
To  spurn  imptoring  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end, 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend  ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperceiv'd  decay. 
While  resignation  gently  dopes  the  way ; 
And,  all  bis  prospects  brightening  to  the  lasl. 
His  hear'n  commences  ere  the  world  be  past. 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  ev'nm^n 
ck>8e. 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rase; 
lliere,  as  I  pass'd  with  careless  steps  and  skm. 
The  mingling  notes  came  soften'd  from  below; 
The  swain  responsive  as  the  milk -maid  sung. 
The  sober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young  ; 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool. 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school ; 
The  watch  dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whisp'ring 

wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  fspoke  the  vacant  mind  | 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade. 
And  filPd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  niade. 
But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail. 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale. 
No  busy  steps  the  grass-grown  fisotway  treed. 
But  all  the  blooming  flush  of  life  is  fled : 
All  but  yon  widow'd,  solitary  thing. 
That  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashy  spring; 
She,  wretched  matron,  forc'd  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  strip  the  hfook  with  mantling  cresses  spread. 
To  pick  her  wintry  faggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  her  nighliy  shed,  and  weep  till  mom : 
Sbe  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train. 
The  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 

Near  yonder  copse,   where  once  the  garden 
smil'd. 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flow'r  grows  wild. 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  pkicedisdose. 
The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear. 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  poiuids  a  year; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race. 
Nor  e'er  had  chang'd,  nor  wish'd  to  change,  his 
Unskilful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  pow'r,     [place^ 
By  doctrines  fashion'd  to  the  varying  hour  ; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  leam'd  to  prise. 
More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 
Ifis  bouse  wab  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wand'rings,  but  reUev'd  their  pain  5 
I'he  l(  f  g-remember'd  beggar  was  his  guest, 
Whos0  beard  descending  swept  bis  aged  biwt  i 
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Thermiu'd  fpaMlthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
CbumM  knidred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed; 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  sUy, 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talkM  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Sboulder'd  his  crutch,   and  show'd  how  fields 
were  won.  [glow, 

PleasM  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  learnM  to 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan. 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began; 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride. 
And  ev^n  hts  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side ; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt,  at  ev'ry  call, 
He  watch*d  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt,  for  all: 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearmf  nt  tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledg*d  ofispriDg  to  the  skies. 
He  try'd  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  brighter  world^  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid, 
Asdsorrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  dismay'd, 
Tne  reverend  champion  stood.     At  his  control. 
Despair  and  aaginsh  fled  the  struggling  sonl ; 
Comfoi^  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raise, 
And  his  last  fouH'ring  accents  whisperM  praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
His  looks  adom'd  the  venerable  place ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double  sway. 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remain'd  to  pray. 
The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man. 
With  steady  zeal,  each  honest  mstic  ran : 
Ev'n  children  followed,  with  endearing  wile. 
And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man's 

smile ; 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  exprest. 
Their  welfare  pleas'dhim,  and  their  cares  dis- 

trest: 
To  them  his  heait,  his  love,  his  griefs,  weregiv'n, 
But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  Heav'n. 
As  some  tall  cliff,  that  lifts  its  awful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the 
storm,  [spread, 

Tho*  round    its  breast   the  rolling  elouds   are 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way 
With  btossomM  furze,  unprofttably  gay. 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skili'd  to  rule. 
The  village  master  taught  his  little  school : 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  bis  morning  face  ; 
Full  well  they  lan^h'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper,  circling  round, 
Convey'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  fiown'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught. 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault ; 
The  village  all  declared  how  much  he  knew ; 
'Twas  certain  he  could  write  and  cypher  too ; 
Lands  be  ooold  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage. 
And  ev*n  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gauge. 
In  skrgning,  too,  the  parson  own'd  his  skill, 
F^  ev'n  though  vanquish'd  he  could  argue  still  ; 
While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thund'ring 

sound, 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  rustics  rang'd  around ; 
Ai^d  ^U  they  gaz'd,  and  still  the  wonder  grew' 
That  on^  small  bead  shcnid  fiany  all  he  knew. 


But  past  is  all  his  fame.    The  very  spot. 
Where  many  a  time  he  triuraph'd,  is  forgot. 

Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high* 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing  eye. 
Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  di-augbts 

inspir'd, 
Where  grey-beard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retir*d. 
Where  village  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  prp^ 

found. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round  ; 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  splendours  of  that  festive  place; 
The  white-wash'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor,   . ' 
The  varnish 'd  clock  that  clicked  behind  the  door  ;. 
The  chest  contrivM  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day  ; 
The  pictures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  use, 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day. 
With  aspen  boughs,  and  flowers,  and  fennel,gay; 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wisely  kept  for  show. 
Ranged  o*er  the  chimney,  glistenM  in  a  row. 
Vain  transitory  splendours  !  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  mansion  from  its  fall ! 
Obscure  it  sinks,  nor  shall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  Importance  to  the  poor  man*s  heart; 
Thither  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  former's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  woodman's  ballad  shall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  smith  his  dusky  brow  shall  clear. 
Relax  his  ponderous  strength,  and  lean  to  hear; 
The  host  himself  no  longer  shall  be  found 
Careful  to  see  the  mantling  bliss  go  round ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  pres^ 
Shall  kiss  the  cop  to  pass  it  to  the  rest. 

Yes  I  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train  ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art; 
.Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play. 
The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  first-born  sway; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Uneovy*d,  unmolested,  unoonfin'd. 
But  the  loug  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade. 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array'd. 
In  these,  ere  triflers  half  their  wish  obtain. 
The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain ; 
And,  e'en  while  fashion's  brightest  arts  decoy, 
The  heart  distmsting  asks,  if  this  be  joy? 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  statesmen,  who  survey 
The  rich  man's  joys  increase,  the  poor's  decay, 
'TIS  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  limits  stand 
Between  a  splendid  and  a  happy  land. 
Proud  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore, 
And  shouting  Folly  hails  them  from  her  shore ;  ' 
Hoards  e'en  beyond  the  miser's  wish  abound, 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  worid  around. 
Yelrtount  our  gains.    This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaves  our  useful  product  still  the  same. 
Not  so  the  loss.    The  man  of  wealth  and  pride 
Takes  up  a  space  that  many  poor  supply'd ; 
Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds. 
Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  hounds; 
The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  silken  sloth 
Has  robb'd  the  neighb'ring  fields  of  half  their 

growth; 
Hisaeat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen. 
Indignant  spunit  the  cottage  from  the  greeik ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


4M 


GOLDSMITH'S  POEliS. 


Around  the  world  eacb  needfulpiodiict  flies: 
For  aU  the  laxories  the  vMd  supplies : 
While  thus  the  land,  adora'd  for  pleasure  all, 
In  barren  splendour  fSeebly  walb  the  fall. 

As  some  feir  female,  unadom'd  and  plain. 
Secure  to  please  while  youth  confirms  her  reign. 
Slights  ev*ry  borrow'd  charm  that  dress  sappl^, 
Nor  shares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes  ; 
But  when  those  charms  are  past,  for  channs  are 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lorers  foil,' [frail. 
She  then  shines  forth,  solicitous  to  bless. 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  dress : 
Thus  fares  the  land,  by  lamiry  betray 'd. 
In  nature's  simplest  charms  at  font  array'd ; 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  splendours  rise. 
Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaces  surprise ; 
While,  scourg'd  by  fomine,  from  the  smiling  land 
The  mournful  peasant  leads  his  humble  band; 
And  while  he  sinks,  without  one  arm  to  save^ 
Hie  country  blooms— a  garden  aod  a  grave  1 

Where,  then,  ah  I  where  shall  poverty  reside. 
To  'scape  the  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  > 
If  to  some  common's  fenceless  limits  stray'd. 
He  drives  his  tiook  to  pick  the  scanty  blaide. 
Those  fenceless  fields  the  sons  of  wealth  ^vide. 
And  e'en  the  bare-worn  common  is  deny'd. 

If  to  the  city  sped — ^What  waits  him  there? 
To  see  profusion  that  he  must  not  share ; 
To  see  ten  thousand  baneful  arts  combin'd 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  maokiiid ; 
To  see  each  joy  the  sons  of  pleasure  know,       * 
Extorted  from  his  fellow-creature's  woe. 
Here,  while  the  coartier  glitters  in  brocade^ 
There  the  pale  artist  plies  the  sickly  trade ; 
Here,  while  the  proud  their  long-drawn  pomp 

,        display. 
There  the  black  gibbet  glooms  beside  the  way; 
The  dome  where  pleasure  holds  her  midnight 

reign. 
Here,  richly  deck'd,  admits  the  gorgeous  train ; 
Tumultuous  grandeur  crowds  the  blazing  square. 
The  rattling  chariots  clash,  the  torches  glare. 
Sore  scenes  like  these  no  troubles  e'er  annoy  I 
Sure  these  denote  one  universal  joy !  [eyes 

Are  these  thy  serious  thoughts  ?— Ah,  turn  thine 
Where  the  poor  houseless  shiv'ring  fomale  lies : 
She,  once  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest ; 
Heir  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn ; 
Now  lost  to  8l11  ;  her  friends,  her  virtue,  fled. 
Near  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays  her  bead. 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from  the 

show'r. 
With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  luckless  hour. 
When  idly  first,  ambitions  of  the  town. 
She  Wt  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  sweet  Auburn,  thine,  the  loveliest 
Do  thy  foir  tribes  participate  her  pain  ?      [ti^in. 
E'en  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hanger  led,  ,r 
At  proud  men's  doors  they  ask  a  little  bread ! 

Ah,  B0«    To  distant  climes,  a  dreary  scene. 
Where  half  the  ooovex  world  intrudes  between. 
Through  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  steps  they  go, 
Where  wild  AlUma  murmurs  to  their  woe^ 
Far  diff 'rent  there  from  all  that  eharm'd  before. 
The  various  terroun  of  that  horrid  show  ; 
Those  blazing  suns  that  dart  a  downward  say, 
And  fiercely  shed  intoleraUe  day; 


Those  matted  woods  wbeM  bftfdafcfffii  «i>  Mg^ 

But  silent  hats  in  drowsj  dusters  dmg  ; 

Those    pois'nons  fields  with  rmik ,  luamiate 

crowtt'd. 
Where  the  dark  soorpioB  gathers  death  axDond: 
Where  at  each  step  Urn  stranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrours  of  the  vengeful  snake; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  haplesa  prey. 
And  savage  men  more  mnrd'rons  still  than  tbeyj 
While  oft  in  whiris  tbe<0ad  teniado  flies. 
Mingling  the  nvag'd  landscape  with  the  skieab 
Far  different  these  fitom  ev'ry  fomer  scene. 
The  cooling  brook,  the  grassy-^vettedgreeab 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  waiUiag  grove. 
That  only  sheltefd  thefts  of  harmless  love. 
Good  Heav'n  1  what  sorniM  gloom'd  that  part- 
ii^day, 
That  call'd  them  from  their  native  walks  away  ; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  0Vry  pleasure  past. 
Hung  round  the  bowHi^  and  fondly  look'd  their 

l««t,  ^ 

And  took  a  kmg  forewelly  and  wish'd  ro  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  western  main  ; 
And,  shodd'ring  sUH  t*  foce  the  dielant  de^ 
Retura'd  aod  wept,  and  stiU  retam'd  to  weqpi. 
The  good  old  sire  ^e  fint  prepar'd  to  go 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  others'  woe  ^ 
But  for  himself,  in  conscious  virtue  brave. 
He  only  wish'd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 
His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tean. 
The  Ibnd  companion  of  his  helpless  years. 
Silent  went  next,  negleetfol  of  bar  charms^ 
And  left  a  lover's  for  her  fother's  anas. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  spoke  her  woes^ 
And  l)less'd  the  cot  where  ev>ry  pleaeareiose; 
And  kiss'd  her  thoughtless  babes  with  mnay  • 

tear. 
And  ctaspM  them  dose,  in  sorrow  donWy  dear; 
Whilst  her  fond  husband  strove  to  lend  rdief 
In  all  the  silent  manliness  of  grief. 

O  Luxury !  thou  curs'd  by  heav  Vs  decree. 
How  ill  ezchang'd  are  things  like  these  for  thee  f 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  hisidioQS  joy, 
Difiuse  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy ! 
Kingdoms  by  thee,  to  sickly  greatness  grows. 
Boast  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own : 
At  ev'ry  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldly  wee ;, 
Till  sapp'd  theur  strength,   and  ev'ry  part  un- 
sound, 
Down,  down  they  sink,  and  spread  arain  roandr 

E'en  BOW  the  devastation  is  b^un. 
And  half  the  htts'ness  of  destruction  done ;. 
E'en  now,  methinks,  as  pond'ring  here  I  stand, 
(  see  the  rural  virtuealeave  the  land.         .  [sinl, 
Down  where  yon  aneh'ring  vessd  spreads  the 
That  idly  watting  flaps  with  ev'ry  gate^ . 
Downward  they  move,  a  indanchdy  hand,^ 
I'ass  from  the  shore,  and  dariien  all  the  i 
Contented  toil,  and  hospitable  caie. 
And  kind  connubial  tendenese^  aretherof 
And  piety  with  wishes  placed  above. 
And  steady  loyalty,  and  foftbfnl  Uigre, 

Andthau,  sweet FQietry,tiionle*eliatlnai4» 
Still  first  to  fly  when  sensual  joys  ia^iada  1 
Unfit,  in  thescdegen'rate  tknes  oi  ahame^ 
To  catch  the  henrt,  er  ittfihe  for  honest  foM^ 
Dear  chaiming  nymph,  mtffi&AtAtmA^Mrf'dp 
Mysharoeiaerowdfl»  ■ytail— yptidei 
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Thou  toaroe  of  ftHniy  bKst ,  aii4  all  my  woe, 
That  fooDd*8t  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'st  me  so ; 
Thou  guide,  by  wbich  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Tboa  ourse  of  ev'ry  virtue,  fare  thee  well ; 
Farewell !  and  O  !  where^  thy  voice  be  try'd. 
On  Tomo's  cliffs,  or  Pambemarca's  side, 
Whether  where  equinoctial  feivours  glow. 
On  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  snow. 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  time. 
Redress  the  rigours  of  th'  inclement  dime  ; 
Aid  slighted  truth,  with  thy  persuasive  stniio , 
Teach  erring  man  to  spurn  the  rage  of  gain ; 
Teach  him,  that  states  of  native  strength  possest, 
Tkough  very  poor,  may  still  be  very  blest ; 
That  trade's  proud  empire  hastes  to  swift  decay, 
As  ocean  sweeps  the  labour'd  mole  away  ; 
While  self-dependent  pow'r  can  rime  defy. 
As  rocks  resist  the  billows  and  the  sky. 


THE  HAUNCH  OF  rENISON. 
A  POKTICAL  EPISTLB  TO  LORD  CLARE. 

FiaST  ?HIirTED  IH  TUB  YBAE  1765. 

TaAmtSy  my  lord,  for  your  venison,  for  finer  or 

fatter 
Ne'er  ranged  in  a  forest,  or  smok'd  in  a  platter ; 
The  haunch  was  a  picture  for  painters  to  study. 
The  fist  was  so  white,  and  the  lean  was  so  ruddy  j 
Though  my  stomach  was  shaq»,  I  could  scarce 

help  regretting 
To  spoil  such  a  delicate  piaure  by  eating : 
1  had  thooghta,  in  my  chamber,  to  place  it  in 

view, 
To  be  showft  to  my  friends  as  a  piece  of  viitA : 
As  in  some  Irish  houses,  where  things  are  so  so» 
One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  np  for  a  show  ; 
But,  for  eating  a  rasher  of  what  they  take  pride  in, 
Hiey'd  as  soon  thhik  of  eating  the  pan  it  is  fry'd 

in. 
But  hold— 4ei  me  panse--doii^  I  hear  you  pio- 


nis  tale  of  the  bacon's  a  damnable  bounce  ; 
Wall,  suppose  it  a  bounce    sure  •  poet  may  try. 
By  a  bounoe  now  and  then,  to  get  courage  to  fly. 
But,  my  lord,  it's  no  bounce :  I  protest,  in  my 
toin. 
It's  atmthy  and  yoor lordship  may  ask  Mr.  Bum*. 
To  go  on  with  my  tale— as  I  gasM  onthe  Jiaunch, 
I  tbottghtof  a  frioid  that  was  tmsty  and  staaneh ; 
So  I  cut  it,  and  sent  it  to  Reynolds  undrest. 
To  paint  it,  or  eatit,  just  as  he  lik'd  best : 
Of  the  aedc  and  the  breast!  had  next  to  dispose  t 
Twas  •  neck  aad  •  hreastthat  might  rival  Mon- 
roe's: 
But  in  parting  with  these  I  was  puzded  again. 
With  the  how,  and  the  who,  and  the  where^  and 
the  when.  [H— ff, 

There^s  H-*.d,  and   G— y,   and  H    rthy  and 
J  think  they  loveven'son— I  know  they  love  beef. 
Tliere's  my  conntiyman  Higgins— Oh  1  let  him 
For  making  a  blunder,  or  picking  a  bone^aldne. 
But  hang  it*-4o  ppets  who  seldiom  can  eat. 
Your  very  good  mutton's  a  very  good  treat  j 
Such  dainties  to  them  their  health  it  may  hurt, 
Ifs  lake  sending  them  ruffles,  when  wanting  a 
shirt. 

I  Lord  Clare's  nephew, 
f  OL.  XTI. 


While  thus  I  debated^  in  reverie  centered. 
An  acquaintance,  a  friend  as  he  called  himself^ 

enter'd  ; 
An  under-bred,  fine-spoken  fellow  was  he. 
And  he  smii'd  as  he  look'd  at  the  ven'son  and  me. 
"  What  have  we  got  here  } — Why  this  is  good 

eating  I 
Vour  own,  I  suppose — or  is  it  in  waiting  V* 
**  Why  whose  should  it   be  ?"  cry'd  1  with  a 

flounce ;  [bounces 

"  I  get  these  things  offen*'— but  that  was  a 
"Some  lords,  my  acqumntance,  that  settle  the 

nation. 
Are  pleas'd  to  be  kind— but  I  hate  ostentation." 
"  If  that  be  the  case  then,"— cry'd  he,  very 

gay. 
"  I  m  glad  1  have  taken  this  bouse  in  my  way. 
To  morrow  you  take  a  poor  dinner  with  me  j 
No  words — I  insist  on't — precisely  at  three : 
We'll  have  Johnson  and  Burke  ;  all  the  wits  will 

be  there  J  [Clare. 

MyacquainUnce  is  slight,  or  Vd  ask  my  kml 
And,  now  that  I  think  on't,  as  I  am  sinqer  I 
We  wanted  this  ven'son  to  make  out  a  dinner. 
What  say  you— a  pasty  i  it  shall,  and  it  must. 
And  my  wife,  little  Kitty,  is  fomous  for  crust. 
Here,  porter-«4his  ven'son  with  me  to  Mile-end  ; 
No  stirring,  I  beg— my  dear  friend— my  dear 

friend  !" 
lliussnatching  his  hat,  be  brush'd  off  like  the  windy 
And  the  porter  and  eatables  foliow'd  behind. 

t«ft  alone  lo  reflect,  having  emptied  my  shelf. 
And  "  nobody  with  me  at  sea  but  myself  *  ;" 
Tho'  I  could  not  help  thinking  my  gentleman 

hasty,  [paityi 

Yet  Johnson,   and  Barke,  and  a  good  venipurf 
Were  things  that  I  never  dislikM  in  my  life, 
Tho^  clogg'd  with  a  coxcomb^  and  Kitty  his  wife. 
So  next  day  in  due  splendour  to  make  my  approach, 
1  drove  to  his  door  in  my  own  hackney- coach. 
When  come  to  the  place  where  we  all  uere  to 

dine, 
(A  chair-lumber'd  closet  just  twelve  feet  by  nine) 
My  friend  bade  me  welcome,  but  struck  me  quite 

dumb  [come  | 

With  tidings  that  Johnson  and  Burke  would  nut 
«*  For  I  knew  it, "  he  cried,  "  both  eternally  fail. 
The  one  with  his  speeches,  and  f  other  with  Thrale. 
But  no  matter,  Til  warrant  we'll  make  op  the 

With  two  foil  as  clever,  and  ten  times  as  hearty; 
The  oqe  is  a  Scotchman,  the  other  a  Jew,  (you; 
They're  both  of  them  merry,  ^d  authors  like 
The  one  writes  the  Snarier,  the  other  the  Scourge  ; 
Some  think  he  writes  Cinna — ^beownstoPanurge«" 
While  thus  he  deacrib'd  them  by  trade  and  by 

name, 
They  enteHd,  and  dinner  was  sem'd  as  they  came. 
At  the  top  a  fried  liver  and  bacon  were  seen. 
At  the  bottom  was  tripe  in  a  swinging  tureen  | 
At  the  sides  there  were  spimiage  and  pudding 

made  Jiot  \ 
In  the  middle  a  place  where  the  pasty-^-was  not. 
Now,  my  lord,  as  for  tripe,  it's  my  utter  Averswn, 
And  your  bacon  i  hate  like  a  Tiukore  Persian  ; 

s  See  the  letters  that  passed  between  his  royal 
highness  Henry  duke  of  Onmbedand,  and 
iady  Orosvenor-.-12o ,  17G0. 
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So  tliere  I  sat  rttidc  like  a  horse  in  a  ponnd, 
While  the  bacon  and  Kver  went  merrii;-  round  : 
But  what  vex'd  me  most,  was  that  d— 'd  Scottish 

n)gue,  [bis  brogue: 

"With  his  tong-winded  floeeches,  bis  smiles,  and 
And,  "  Madam,*»  qooth  he,  *'  may  this  bit  be 
A  prettier  dinner  I  never  set  eyes  on  ;[my  poison, 
Pray  a  slice  of  your  liver,  tho*  may  1  be  airet 
But  I  're  eat  of  your  tripe  till  Fm  ready  to  burst . '  * 
'*  The  tripe,"  quoth  the  Jew^  with  his  chocolate 

cheek, 
"  I  could  dlae  on  this  tripe  seven  days  in  a  weak : 
I  like  these  here  dinners  so  pretty  and  small ; 
But  your  friend  there,  the  doctorj  eats  nothing  at 

all."  [a  trice, 

**  O — ^ho  ! "  quoth  my  friend,  "  he'll  come  on  in 
He's  keeping  a  comer  for  something  that's  nice : 
There's  a  pasty" — **  A  pasty »"  repeated  the  Jew ; 
« *  I  dont  care  if  I  keep  a  corner  lbif*t  too." 
^  What  the  de'il  moo,  a  pasty  !"  re.«cho'd  the 

Scot ;  [that*' 

**  Though  splitting,  I'll  still  keep  a  comer  for 
*'  We'll  all  keep  a  comer,"  the  lady  cried  out ; 
"  We'll  all  keep  a  corner,"  was  echo'd  abont. 
While  thus  we  resolv'd,  and  the  pasty  delay'd. 
With  k)0ks  that  quite  petrified,  enter'd  the  maid  ; 
A  visage  so  sad,  and  so  pale  with  aflfright, 
Wak'd  Priam  in  drawing  bis  curtains  by  night 
But  we  quickly  found  out  (for  who  could  mistake 

her?)  [baker. 

That  she  came  with  some  terrible  news  from  the 
And  so  it  fell  oat,  for  that  negligent  sloven 
Had  shut  out  the  pasty  on  sbuttmg  his  oven. 
Sad  Philomel  thus— -bat  let  sittiiles  drop— 
And  now  that  I  think  on't  the  story  may  stop. 
To  be  plani,  my  good  lord,  it's  bat  labour  mi»- 

plac'dy 
To  tend  such  good  verses  to  one  of  your  taste. 
You've  got  on  odd  somethmg— a  kiiid  of  dlscem- 

iag— 
A  relish — a  teste— aioken'd  over  by  learning ; 
At  lea»t  it's  your  temper,  as  very  well  known. 
That  you  thinAi  very  slightly  of  all  that's  your 

own  ; 
80,  perhaps,  in  your  habits  of  thinking  amiss. 
You  may  make  a  mistake,  and  thiidi  tfichtly  of 

this. 


RETJLUTIOy. 

A  POEM. 

riRST  rttiirru  ut  trr  ybar  1774, 

AFTZR    TUB    AVTHOR's  DEATH. 

Dr.  Goldsmith  and  some  of  his  friends  occa^ 
sionaily  dined  at  the  St.  James's  coffee-honse. — 
One  day  it  was  proposed  to  write  epitaphs  on  him. 
His  country,  dialect,  and  person,  furnished  sub- 
jects of  witticism.  He  was  called  on  for  Retalia- 
tion, and  at  their  n^xt  meeting  prodooed  tiie  fol- 
lowing poem. 

Or  old,  when  Sc.irron  hi<)  coaqnnions  Invited, 
Each  guest  bronght  bis  dish,  and  the  feast  was 

united.  ^  [Ksb, 

If  our  landlord  ■  supplies  us  with  beef  and  with 
l^et  each  gctest  bring  himself,  and  he  bringft  the 

bask  dish: 

*  The  master  of  St.  James's  coffee-house 


Our  dean  a  sfaafl  be  vcn'son,  Jttst  fre*  (te  fte 
plains ;  [bnon; 

Our  Burke  *  shall  be  tongue,  wfth  Ibe  ganish  of 
Our  Will*  sbaHbe  wHd  fowl,  ofesceileflt  flsvosr; 
And  Dick  '  with  his  pepper  shall  heigbten  the  si- 


Our  Camberland's  *  sweet-bread  its  flaee  shall 

obtain ; 
And  Douglass*^  is  puddmg,  stibstantna  aBdiriaa: 
Our  GarrlOk's  *  a  sailed ;  fcir  m  liim  we  see 
Oil,  vinegar,  sngar,  and  saltneas  agree : 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  fall  certain  I  am 
That  Ridge  9  is  anchovy,and  Reynolds  '•  is  bnb; 
That  Hickey's  ti  a  capon;  and,  by  the  ffione  ral^ 
Magnanimous  Goldsmith,  a  gooseberry  fool 
At  a  dinner  so  various,  at  socfa  a  repast. 
Who'd  not  be  a  glottdn,  oed  stick  to  the  last  ? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  sit  while  I'M 

able,  ^  / 

TUl  all  my  companions  sink  oiider  the  table; 
Tfien,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircUng  mj 

head, 
JM  me  ponder,  and  tell  what  1  think  of  the  dea^ 

Here  lies  the  good  dean,  re-united  to  earth, 
Who  mix'd  reason  with  pleasure,  and  wisdoD 

with  mirth : 
If  he  had  any  faults,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt, 
At  least  in  six  weeks  I  coald  nu  find  them  out; 
Yet  some  hare  declar'd,  and  it  can't  be  denied 

'em, 
That  sly-boots  was  cursedly  eunraog  to  hide  'em. 
|Ie^  lies  our  good  EdBwad*  whose  geoias  wis 

Mich, 
We  scarcely  can  praise  it^  or  blame  it  too  nach; 
Who,  bom  for  the  universe,  narrow'd  his  nuad, 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meopt  for  nsn- 

kind:  [faiitfanal 

Thooi^  fraught  with  att  leomnig^  yet  stniniBg 
To  perauade  Tommy  Townsheyd  >'  t»  lead  him  t 

vote;  [fiaioSt 

Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still  went  on  re- 
And  thought  of  oonvinoiDg,  while  they  thei^ 

of  dining; 
Thoagh  equal  to  all  thi«gs,  for  ail  tbiH>  VBfi^ » 
Toooioeforaatolesuan^lQopiovd  forawit; 

whose  tke  doetor,  and  the  friends  be  bos  chanc* 
terised  in  this  poem,  oocasiooally  diaed.» 

*  Dr.  Baanard,  dean  of  Deny  in  Irdaod. 
3  Mr.  EdoMmd  Boifae. 

«  Mr^  WiUiaoa  Bmke,  late  aeerelary  to  fe* 
neral  6oiMray,  and  member  for  Bedvin. 

*  Mr.  Richard  Biirk%  oeUectar  eC  Grenads. 

*  Mr.  Rkfaand  GmiftbeiiaiBd^aatibarofthe  West 
Indian*  Fashionabk  Lavei^  The  JkaHMtt,  sod 
other  dramatic  pieces. 

'  Dr.  SOit^s,  the  iHle  bishop  of  Sointaif, 
who  has  n»  less  diatingiiished  hiMorif  m  a  eicisci 
ef  the  world,  than  a  sound  cnlie,  id  detecting 
several  literary  mistakes  (or  raiher  fo«gefl«s)  of 
his  Countrymen ;  particoNrly  Ijmder  on  KJlM^ 
and  Bower's  History  of  the  ^opes* 

*  David  Garrick,  esq. 

9  CouRscllor  .fohn  Ridge,  a  fimftlenan  bdoOT 
ing  to  the  Iri&h  bar. 

10  Sir  Joshua  Kej^nolds. 
^*  Am  eraineot  atianey* 

1*  Mr.lr.Towushend,  member  fonWhitcbardi* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


RETALIATION. 


499 


For  a  ))fttriot  too  cool ;  for  a  dnul^c  <Visobedieiit ; 
And  too  fond  of  the  tight  to  pursue  the  expe- 
dient, [sir. 
In  short,  'twas  bis  fate,  unemploy'd,  or  in  place, 
To  eat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 
Here  lies  honest  William,  whose  heart  was  a 
mint,                                     [was  in't; 
While  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  good  that 
The  pupil  of  impulse,  it  forc'd  him  along, 
His  Conduct  still  right,  with  his  argument  wrong ; 
SliU  aiming  at  honours  yet  fearing  to  roam. 
The  coachman  was  tipsy,    the  chariot  drove 
borne ;                                       [nooe ; 
WoqM  you  ask  for  his  merits  ?  alas !   he  had 
What  was  good  was  spontaneous,  his  fanlts  were 
hi5  own. 
Here  lies  honest  RJcbard  i>,  whose  fate  T  must 
sigh  at; 
Alaa  !   that  such  frolic  should  now  be  so  quiet : 
What  spirits  were  his  !  what  wit  and  what  whim, 
Now  breaking  a  jest,  and  now  breaking  a  limb ! 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the 

ball ! 
Now  teasing  and  veting,  yet  laughing  at  all ! 
In  short,  so  provoking  a  devil  was  Dick, 
Tbatwe  wish'd  him  full  ten  times  a  day  at  old 

Nick; 
But,  missing  his  mirth  and  agreeable  vein. 
As  often  we  wish'd  to  have  Dick  back  again. 

Here  Cnmberland  lies,  having  acted  his  parts, 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts ; 
A  flatt'ring  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallanu  are  all  faultless,  his  women  divine,, 
And  Comedy  wonders  at  being  so  fine: 
like  a  tragedy  queeU  he  has  dizen'd  lier  out. 
Or  rather  like  Tragedy  giving  a  rout. 
His  (bois  have  their  follies  so  lost  in  a  crowM 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  that  fcHy  grows  proud; 
And  aixcombs,  alike  in  their  failings,  alone, 
Adopting  his  portraits,  are  pleasM  with   their 

own. 
^y,  where  has  oor  poet  this  malady  caught  ? 
Or  wherefore  his  characters  thus  without  fault? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  direfting  his  view 
To  find  out  men*s  virtues,  and  finding  them  few. 
Quite  tick  ot  pursuing  each  troublesome  elf, 
He  grew  lazy  at  last,  and  drew  from  himself. 
Here  Douglas  retires  from  bis  toils  to  relax, 
The  scourge  of  impostures,  the  terror  of  quacks : 
Come,  all  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  quacking  di- 
vines, [reclines: 
Come,  and  dance  on  the  spot  where  your  tyrant 
When  satire  and  censure  encircled  his  throne; 
1  fear'd  for  your  safety,  I  fear'd  for  my  own : 
But  DOW  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detector, 
Our  Dodds  ^  shall  be  pious,  our  Kenricks  '&  shall 
lecture ; 

*)  Mr.  Richard  Burke.  This  gentleman  hav- 
ing slightly  fractured  one  of  bis  arms  and  legs, 
at  different  times,  the  doctor  has  rallied  him  on 
those  accidents,  as  a  kind  of  retributive  justice 
for  breaking  his  jesu  upon  other  people. 

^  Therev.  Dr.  Dpdd. 

>*  Dr.  Kcnrick,  who  read  lectures  at  the  Devil 
tavern,  under  the  title  of  The  Scjiool  of  Shake- 
speare. 


Macpherson  »*  write  bombast^  and  call  it  a  style; 
Our  Townshend  make  speeches,    and   I  shall 

Compile ;  [over. 

New  ^Auders  and  Bowers  the  Tweed  shall  cross 
No  countryman  living  their  tricks  to  discover ; 
Detection  her  taper  shall  quench  'oa  spark. 
And  Scotchman  meet  Scotphman,and  cheat  in  the 

dark.  ^ 

Here  lies  David  Garrick,  describe  him  who 

can, 
An  abridgement  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man  c 
As  an  actor,  confest  without  rival  to  shine; 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line  I 
Yet,  with  talents  like  these,  and  an  excellent 

heart, 
The  man  Tiad  his  failiogs-»a  dope  to  his  art. 
Like  an  ill -judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  spread. 
And    beplaster'd   with  rouge  his  own  natural 

red. 
On  the  stage  be  was  natural,  simple,  affecting  ; 
»Twas  only  that  when  he  was  off  he  was  acting. 
With  no  reason  on  earth  to  go  out  of  his  way. 
He  tum*d  and  he  varied  ful)  teh  times  a  day: 
Though  secure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly 

sick 
If  they  w<*re  not  his^wn  by  finessing  and  trick : 
He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntsman  his  pack. 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  whistle 

them  back. 
Of  praise  a  mereglutton,he8waIIowM  what  came. 
And  the  puff  of  a  duncfs  he  mistook  it  for  fame  ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease, 
W^ho  pepper'd  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  out  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Ye  Kenricks,  ye  Kcllys,'?  and  Woodfalls^'  so 

grave,  [you  gave! 

What  a  commerce  was  your's,  while  you  got  and 
How  did  Grub-street  re-echo  the  shouts  that  you 

rais»d,  [prais'd ! 

While  he  was  be-RospiosM,  and  you  were  be- 
But  peace  to  his  spirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  act  as  an  angel  and  mix  with  the  skiei: 
Those  poets  who  owe  their  best  fiune  to  his  skill 
Shall  still  be  his  flatterers,  go  where  he  will : 
Old  Shakespeare  receive  him  with  praise  and 

with  love. 
And  Beanmonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here  Hickey  reclines,  a  moat  iJunt  pleasant 

creature^ 
And  slander  itself  must  allow  him  good-nature: 
He  chcrish'd  his  friend,  and  he  nelish'd  a  bumper; 
Yet  one  fault  he  had,    and  that  one  was  a 

thumper. 
Perhaps  you  may  ask  if  the  man  was  a  miser? 
I  answer,  no,  no,  for  he  always  was  wiser : 
Too  courteous,  perhaps,  or  obligingly  flat  ? 
His  very  worst  foe  can't  accuse  him  of  that  i 
Perhaps  be  confided  in  men  as  they  go. 
And  so  was  too  foolishly  honest  ?   Ah  no  ! 

^  James  Macpherson,  esq.  who  lately,  from 
the  mere  force  of  his  style,  wrote  down  the  first 
poet  Of  all  antiquity. 

"  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  author  of  False  Delicacy, 
Word  to  the  Wise,  Clementina,  School  for  Wives, 
&c.  &c. 

»8  Mr.  W.  Woodfall,  printer  of  the  Morning  , 
Chronicle. 
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Then  what  was  his  ftUing  ?  come,  tell  it^  and 

born  ye,— 
He  was,  could  be  help  it  ?  a  special  attorney. 
Here  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  tell  you  my 

mind. 
He  has  not  left  a  wiser  or  better  behind :  * 
His  pencil  was  striking,  resistless,  and  grand ; 
Hts  manners  were  gentle,  complying,  and  bland  j 
Still  bom  to  improve  ua  in  every  part. 
His  pencil  oar  faces,  his  manners  our  heart : 
To  coxcombs  averse,  yet  most  civally  steering. 
When  they  judged  without  skill  he  was  still  hard 

of  hearing ;  [and  staff. 

When  they  talk'd  of  their  Raphaels,  Corregios, 
He  shifted  his  trumpet  %  and  only  took  snuff. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Afler  the  ibarth  editkni  of  this  poem  was  print- 
ed, the  poUiiiber  received  the  following  epi- 
taph on  Mr.  Whitefbord  >,  from  a  friend  of 
the  late  Dl^  Goldsmith. 

Hbrb  Whitefbord  reclines,  and  deny  it  who  can> 
Though  he  merrily  liv'd,  he  is  now  a  grave 

man: 
Rare  compound  of  oddity,  frolic,  and  fun  ! 
Who  relish  *d  a  joke,  and  rejoic'd  in  a  pun  ^; 
Whose  temper  was  generous,  open,  sincere ; 
A  stranger  to  flatt'ry,  a  stranger  to  fear; 
Who  scattered  around  wit  and  humour  at  will ; 
Whose  daily  ban  mots  half  a  column  might  fill : 
A  SootcSiflDan,  fvom  pride  and  from  prejudice 

free; 
A  scholar,  yet  surely  no  pedant  was  he. 

What  pity,  alas  f  that  so  liberal  a  mind 
Should  so  long  be  to  newspaper  essays  confin'd  ! 
Who  perhaps  to  the  summit  of  science  ^could 

soar, 
Yet  content  «  if  the  table  he  set  in  a  roar ;" 
Whose  talents  to  fill  any  station  were  fit. 
Yet  happy  if  Woodfall  *  confess'd  him  a  wit. 
Ye  newspaper  witlings,   ye   pert  scribbling 

folks  1 
Who  copied  his  squibs,  and  Te-ech(>'d  his  jokes ; 
Ye  tame  imitators,  ye  servile  herd,  come. 
Skill  lblk>w  your  master>  and  risit  his  tomb: 
To  deck  it,  bring  with  you  festoons  of  the  vine. 
And  copious  li^tiotts  bestow  on  his  shrine  ; 
Then  strew  all  around  it  (you  can  do  no  less) 
Cnjss-readiogs,  ship-news,  and  mistakes  of  the 

press  *, 
Merry  Whitefoord,  farewell !  for  thy  sake  I 

admit  [wit : 

That  a  Scot  may  have  humour,  I  had  almost  said 

*9  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  was  so  remarkably 
deaf  as  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  using  an  ear- 
trumpet  in  ct>mpany. 

^Mr.  Caleb  Wbitafoerd,  author  of  many  hu- 
morous essays. 

*  Mr.  W.  was  so  notorious  a  punster,  that 
I>r.  Goldsmith  used  to  say  it  was' impossible  to 
keep  him  company,  without  bting  infected  with 
the  itch  of  punning. 

3  Mr.  H.  S.  WoodfidU  printer  of  the  Public 
Aditertiser. 

4  Mr.  Whitefoord  has  frequently  indulged  the 
town  with  humorous  pieces  under  those  titles 
ra  t^e  Public  Adveriisen 


This  debt  to  thy  memory  I  cannot  refusd, 
"  Thou  best  humour'd  man  with  the  worst  bv 
mour*d  muse," 


To  this  Postscript  the  reader  may  not  be  dis. 
pleased  to  find  added  the  fblkmiug 

POBTICAL  EPISTLE  TO   DR.    GOLDSMITH,  0K| 
SUPPLEMENT   TO   HIS   BBTALIATIOir* 
[fSOM  IHB    GBNTLBMA1I*8    MAGAZfMB  FOS  AC- 
COST 1778.] 

DocToa,  according  to  our  wishes. 
You've  character'd  us  all  in  dishes; 
Serv'd  up  a  sentimental  treat 
Of  various  emblematic  meat: 
And  now  it's  time,  I  trust,  you'll  think 
Your  company  should  have  some  drink: 
Else^  take  my  word  for  it,  at  least 
Your  Irish  friends  won't  like  your  feast. 
Ring,  then,  and  see  that  there  is  plac'd 
To  each  according  to  his  taste. 

To  Douglas,  fniughC  with  learned  stock 
Of  critic  lore,  give  ancient  hock  i 
Let  it  be  genuine,  bright,  and  fine. 
Pure  unadulterated  wine ; 
For  if  there's  fiiult  in  taste,  or  odour. 
He'll  search  it,  as  he  searched  out  Lauder. 
^  To  Johnson,  phik)sophic  sage. 
The  moral  Mentor  of  the  age. 
Religion's  friend,  with  soul  sincere. 
With  melting  heart,  but  look  austere. 
Give  liquor  of  an  honest  sort. 
And  crown  his  cup  with  priestly  port. 

Mow  fill  the  glass  with  gay  champagne. 
And  frisk  it  in  a  livelier  strain ; 
Quick,  quick,  the  sparkling  nectar  qaaff. 
Drink  it,  dear  Garrick  1— slrink  and  laugh  ! 

Pour  fbrth  to  Reynolds,,  without  stint. 
Rich  burgundy,  of  ruby  tint ; 
If  e'er  bis  colours  chance  to  fiuie. 
This  brilliant  hue  shall  come  in  aid. 
With  ruddy  light  refresh  the  faces. 
And  warm  the  bosOms  of  the  Graces. 

To  Burke  a' pure  libation  bring. 
Fresh  drawn  from  clear  Castalian  spring : 
With  civic  oak  the  goblet  bind. 
Fit  emblem  of  his  patriot  mind  ; 
Let  Clio  at  his  table  sip, 
And  Hermes  hand  it  to  his  lipb 

Fill  out  my  fViend,  the  Dean^  of  Derry, 
A  bumber  of  conventual  sherry  I 

Give  Ridge,  and  Hickey,  generous  soals^ 
Of  whiskey  punch  convivial  bowls  i 
But  let  the  kindred  Burkes  regale 
With  potent  draughts  of  Wicklow  ale  I 
To  C***»*k  next  in  order  turn  ye. 
And  grace  him  with  the  vines  of  Femey !' 

Now,  doctor,  you're  an  honest  sticker. 
So  take  your  glass,  and  cfause  your  liquor? 
Wilt  have  it  steep'd  in  Afpioe  snows. 
Or  damask'd  at  Stlenus'  nose  ? 
With  Wakefield's  vicar  sip  yont  tea 
Or  to  Thalia  drink  with  me } 
And,  doctor,  I  would  havts  you  know  itp- 
An  honesty  I|  though  humble  poet  ^ 

T  Dr«  Barnard. 
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I  ffiom  the  sneaker  like  a  toad, 
Who  drive*  his  cart  the  Dover  rood,  • 
There,  Iraitor  to  his  country's  trade, 
Smuggles  Yite  scraps  of  French  brocade : 
Hence  with  all  such !    for  you  and  I 
By  English  wares  will  live  and  die. 
jCone,  draw  yourcMir,  and  stir  the  6re : 
Here,  boy  ! — a  pot  of  Thrale*s  entire  1 


THE  HERMIT. 

A  fiALLAD. 
FiasT  raiMTED  iv  thb  VEAft  1765* 


THE  FOLLOWXKG  LSTrXB,  ADDBESSID  TO  TfIB 
PBIHTSB  or  THB  ST.  JAMBs's  CBBONIGLB,  AF- 
PBABBO  IK  THAT  J>APEB  IV  JOME,    1767. 

SIB, 

As  there  is  nothing  I  dislike  sO  much  as  news- 
paper  controversy,  particularly  vpon  trifles, 
iiermit  me  to  be  as  concise  as  possible  in  inform- 
ing a  correspondent  of  yours,  that  I  recommend- 
ed Blaimrille's  Travels,  because  I  thought  the 
book  was  a  good  one ;  and  I  think  so  still.  I  said, 
I  was  told  by  the  bookseller  that  it  was  then  first 
published ;  but  in  that,  it  seems,  1  was  misin- 
IbJined,  and  my  reading  was  not  extensive 
enough  to  set  me  right 

Another  correspondent  of  yours  accuses  me  of 
having  taken  a  ballad,  I  published  some  time 
ago,  from  one  '  by  the  ingeni<)us  Mr.  Percy^  I 
do  not  think  that  there  is  any  great  resemblance 
between  the  two  pieces  in  question.  If  there  be 
any,  bis  ballad  is  Uken  from  mipe.  I  read  it  to 
Mr.  Percy,  some  years  ago ;  apdhe  (as  we  both 
considered  these  things  as  trifles  at  best)  told  me 
with  hifi  usual  good  humour,  the  next  time  1  saw 
him,  that  he  had  taken  my  plan  to  form  the 
fragments  of  Shakespeare  into  a  ballad  of  his  own. 
He  then  read  me  his  little  cen^o,  if  1  may  so  call 
it,  and  1  highly  approved  it  Such  petty  anec- 
dotes as  these  are  scarce  worth  printing;  and 
were  it  not  for  the  busy  disposition  of  some  of 
your  oorrespondents,  the  public  should  never 
have  known  that  he  owes  me  the  hint  of  his  bal- 
lad, or  that  I  am  obliged  to  his  friendshq;)  and 
Jcamhig  for  communications  of  a  much  more  im- 
jportant  nature. 

I  am,  sir, 

yours,  &c» 
J  QUVER  GOLDSMITa 


«*  TvBw,  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale. 

And  guide  my  lonely  way. 
To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 

With  boqpitable  ray. 

'«  For  here  forloni  and  lost  I  tread. 

With  fainting  stepaand  slow ; 
Where  wilds,  immeasnrabiy  spread, 

fieem  length'ning  as  I  go.'* 

1  The  Friar  of  Orden  Grey*    ReKq.  of  Anc* 
Poetry,  toI.  l  p.  S43. 


**  Forbear,  my  son,"  the  hermit  cries, 
"  To  tempt  the  dangerous  gloom; 

For  yonder  faithless  phantom  flies 
To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

*'  Here  to  the  houseless  child  of  want 

My  door  is  opep  still ; 
And  though  my  portion  is  but  scant, 

I  give  it  with  good  will. 

<<  Then  turn  to  night,  aqd^freely  share 

Whate'er  my  cell  bestows ; 
My  rushy  couch  and  frugal  fare. 

My  blessing  and  repose. 

"  No  flocks  that  range  the  TsJley  free 

To  slaughter  I  condemn: 
Taught  by  that  Pow'r  that  pities  me, 

I  learn  to  pity  them : 

"  But  from  the  moontain's  grassy  side 

A  guiltless  feast  I  bring ; 
A  scrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  supply'd, 

And  water  from  the  spring. 

"  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego  j 
All  earth-bom  cares  are  wrong: 

Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
Nor  wants  that  little  long.*' 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  Heav'n  descends, 

His  gentle  accents  fell : 
The  modest  stranger  lowly  bends. 

And  follows  to  the  celL 

Far  in  a  wilderness  obacora 

The  lonely  mansion  lay ; 
A  refuge  to' the  neighbouring  pooi) 

And  strangers -led  astray. 

No  stores  beneafeh  its  •fanmble  thatc^ 

Requir'd  a  master's  care  ;. 
The  wicket,  opening  with  a  latch, 

Receiv'd  the  harmless  pair. 

And  now  when  busy  crowds  retire 

To  take  their  ev*ning  rest. 
The  hermit  trimm'd  his  little  fire, 

And  ch.eer'd  his  pensive  guest : 

And  spread  his  vegetable  store. 

And  gaily  prest,  and  tmil'd  ; 
And,  skilPd  in  l^^ary  k»e. 

The  lingering  houra  beguil'd. 
Around  in  sympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries ; 
The  cricket  ohirraps  in  the  hearth, 

The  crackling  fsggot  flies. 
Bat  nothing  coo|d  a  charm  impart 

To  soothe  the  stranger's  woe ; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart. 

And  tears  begafti  to  flow. 
His  rising  cares  tfie  bennit  spy'd. 

With  answ'ring  care  opprest: 
<•  And  whanoe,  unhappy  youth,"  he  cry'd, 

*<  Hie  sorrows  of  thy  breast  ? 
**  Fkom  better  habitatioos  spnra'd. 

Reluctant  dost  thou  rove; 
Or  grieve  ibr  friendahip  unrefcnm'd. 

Or  unriigardedlove  ? 
<*  Alas !  the  jots  that  fortune  brings 

Are  trifling.'^and  decay; 
And  those  who  prize  the  paltry  things, 
More  trifUng  things  than  they. 
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**  And  what  is  friendship  but  a  oaxoe^ 

A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame. 

And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep } 

<<  And  love  is^ill  an  emptier  sound. 

The  modem  fair-one's  jest : 
On  Earth  unseen,  or  only  found 

To  warm  the  turtle's  nest. 

<<Forshame»  fond  youth,  thy  sorrows  hush. 

And  spurn  the  sex,"  be  said : 
But  while  he  spoke,  a  rising  blush 

His  love-lorn  guest  betray'd. 

'  Surprised  he  sees  new  beauties  rise. 
Swift  mantling  to  the  view ; 
Like  colours  o'er  the  morning  skies. 
As  bright,  as  transient  too. 

The  bashful  look*  the  rising  breast. 

Alternate  spread  alarms : 
The  lovely  stranger  stands  confest 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

**  And,  ah  !  forgive  a  stranger  rude, 
A  wretch  forloni,"  she  cry*d  j 
,   "  Whose  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 
Where  Hear'n  and  you  reside. 

"  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  share, 
Whom  love  has  taught  to  stray ; 

Who  seeks  fc>r  rest,  but  finds  despair 
Companion  of  her  way. 

**  My  father  livM  beside  the  Tyne, 

A  wealthy  lord  was  he : 
And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine, 

He  had  but  only  me. 

<'  To  win  me  from  bis  tender  anus 

UnnumberM  suitors  came, 
Who  praised  me  fur  imputed  charms, 

And  felt,  or  feign'd  a  flame, 

«*  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 

With  richest  proffers  strove ; 
Among  the  rest  young  Edwin  bow'd, 

But  never  talk'd  of  love. 

*'  In  humble,  simplest  habit  clad. 

No  wealth  or  powV  had  he  j 
Wisdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had, 

But  these  were  all  to  me. 

*'  And  when,  beside  me  in  the  dale. 

He  carrol'd  lays  of  love, 
His  breath  lent  fragrance  to  the  gale. 

And  music  to  the  grove. 

*<  The  blossom  opening  to  the  day. 

The  dews  of  Heav*n  refin'd, 
Could  nought  of  purity  display 

To  emulate  his  mind.    '         <. 

**  The  dew,  the  blossoms  of  the  tree, 
With  charms  inconstant  shine ; 

Their  charms  were  his ;  but,  woe  to  me. 
Til*  inconstancy  was  mine  1 

«•  For  still  I  try'd  each  fickle  art. 

Importunate  and  vain  • 
And  while' his  passion  touch'd  my  heart, 

1  triumphed  in  his  pain. 

"  Till,  quite  dejected  with  my  scorn, 

He  left  uie  to  my  pride ; 
And  sought  a  soliiude  furiuni 

In  secret,  where  be  dy^d* 


"  But  mine  the  sorrow,  mine  the  fault. 

And  well  my  life  shall  pay ; 
FlI  seek  the  solitude  he  sought. 

And  stretch  me  where  be  lay. 

"  And  there  fiirlom,  despairing,  hid, 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  ^ 
*Twas  so  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

And  so  for  him  will  L'^ 

"  Forbid  it,  He^v'n!"  th«  hermit  cry'd. 
And  clasp'd  her  to  his  breast : 

The  wond'ring  Bair-one  tpn»'d  to  chide, — 
'Twas  Edwin's  self  that  prcst 

«  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear. 

My  chairmer,  turn  to  see 
Thy  own,  thy  long-loot  Edwin  here. 

Restored  to  love  and  thee. 

*<  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

And  ev^ry  care  resign : 
And  shall  we  never,  never  part. 

My  life — my  all  that's  mine  ? 

"  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 
WeMl  live  and  love  so  true, 

The  sigh  that  rends  thy  constant  heart 
Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too." 


TBE  DOUBLE  TRAJ^^SFOHHATIOS, 
A  TALF. 

POBLItBED  IV  DB.  GOLDSMITH'S  VOLUME  OP  ESSAY.*. 
1765. 

Seclodbd  from  domestic  strife, 
Jack  Book-wurm  led  a  college  lifo  ; 
A  fello#ship  at  twenty-five 
Made  him  the  happiest  man  alive  ; 
He  drank  his  glass,  and  crack'd  his  joke. 
And  freshmen  wonder'd  as  he  raoke. 

Such  pleasures,  unalloyed  with  care. 
Could  any  accident  impair  ? 
Could  Cupid's  shaft  at  lengih  transfix 
Our  swain,  airiv'd  at  thirty-six  ? 
b  had  the  archer  ne'er  come  down 
To  ravage  in  a  country  town  ! 
Or  Flavia  been  content  to  stop 
At  triumphs  in  a  Fleet-street  shop  ! 
O  had  her  eyes  forgot  to  blaze ! 
Or  Jack  had  wanted  eyes  to  gaze. 

t) ! But  let  exclamatk>n  cease  j 

Her  presence  banish'd  all  "his  i)eace; 
So  with  decorum  all  things  carried, 
Missffown'd,  and  bloshM,  and  then  was— insr- 
ried. 

Need  we  expose  to  vulgar  sight 
The  raptures  of  the  bridal  night  ? 
Need  we  intrude  on  halKyw'd  ^romxi. 
Or  draw  the  curtains  clos'd  around? 
Let  it  suffice,  that  each  had  charms  : 
He  clasp'd  a  goddess  in  his  arms ; 
And,  though  she  felt  his  usage  rough* 
Yet  in  a  man  'twas  well  enough. 

I'he  hpney-momi  like  lightning  flew ; 
The  second  hrdught  its  transpbfti  too : 
A  third,  a  fourth,  were  not  aihi^; 
U  lie  fifth  was  friendship  mix  d  with  bliss : 
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Serenely  gay,  and  strict  io  duty. 
Jack  findt  his  wife  a  perfect  beauty* 


Bat  whenatwelvemoDthpaasMaway, 
Jack  fouod  his  goddess  nade  of  clay; 
Found  all  the  charms  that  deck'd  her  fec« 
Arose  bom  powder,  shreds,  or  lace ; 
But  still  the  worst  remain'd  behind. 
That  very  hce  had  robb'd  her  mind. 
Skill*d  io  no  other  arts  was  she 

But  dressing,  patching,  repartee; 
And,  just  as  humour  rose  or  fell. 

By  turns  a  slattern  or  a  belle ; 

lis  true  she  dress'd  with  modem  grace. 

Half  naked  at  a  bail  or  race ; 

But  when  at  home,  at  board  or  bed, 

Five  greasy  night-caps  wrapt  her  head* 

Could  so  much  beauty  condescend 

To  be  a  doll  domestic  friend  ? 

Could  any  curtain  lectures  bring 

To  decency  so  fine  a  thing  ? 

In  short,  by  night,  'twas  fits  or  fretting; 

By  day,  Hwas  gadding  or  coquetting. 

Fond  to  be  seeu,  she  kept  a  bevy 

Of  powder'd  coxcombs  at  her  Icvce : 

The  'squire  and  capuin  took  their  stations. 

And  twenty  other  near  relations. 

Jack  suckM  his  {Npe,  and  often  broke 

A  sigh  in  sufibcating  soooke ; 

While  all  their  hours  were  past  between 

Insulting  repartee  or  spleen. 
Thus  as  her  faults  each  day  were  known, 

He  thinks  her  features  coarser  grown  : 

He  fancies  ev'ry  vice  she  shows. 

Or  thins  her  lip,  or  points  her  nose  ; 

Whenever  rage  or  enyy  rise. 

How  wide  her  mouth,  how  wild  her  eyes !    . 

He  knows  not  how,  but  so  it  is. 

Her  fiK»  is  grown  a  knowing  pbyz: 

And  though  her  fops  are  wond'rous  civil. 

He  thinks  her  ugly  as  the  devil. 
Now,  to  perplex  the  ravelled  noose. 

As  each  a  different  way  pursues. 

While  sullen  or  loquacknis  strife 

Promb'd  to  hold  them  on  for  life, 
That  dire  disease,  whose  ruthless  pow'r 
Withers  the  beauty's  transient  flow'r, 
Jx> !  the  small-pox,  with  honid  glare 
Levell'd  its  terrours  at  tha  hit ; 
And,  rifling  ev'ry  yonthfol  graot, 
Left  but  the  remnant  of  a  ftice. 

The  glass,  grown  hateful  to  her  sight. 
Reflected 'now  a  perfect  fright : 
Each  former  art  she  vainly  tries 
To  bring  back  lustre  to  her  eyes. 
In  vain  she  tries  her  pastes  and  cretins 
To  smooth  her  skin,  or  hkle  its  seams  $ 
Her  country  beaux  and  city  cousins, 
Lovers  no  more,  flew  off  by  doscns : 
The  'squire  himself  was  seen  to  yield. 
And  e'en  the  captain  quit  the  field. 

Poor  madam,  now  condemn'd  to  hack 
The  rest  of  life  with  anxious  J4Ck> 
Peroeivmg  others  feirly  4own, 
Attempted  pleasing  him  alone. 
Jack  soon  was  dazzled  to  behold 
Her  present  fkce  surpass  the  ohl ; 
With  modesty  her  cheeks  apd  dy'd. 
Humility  displaces  pride  ; 
For  tawdry  finery,  is  seen 
A  person  ever  ntttly  clean  & 
No  more  presuming  on  her  sway. 
She  learns  good-BKore  ev'ry  d^  i 
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THE  GIFT. 


TO  IRIS,  IN  BOW-SniEBT,  OOVBKr-OAROElf. 

Say,  cruel  Iris,  pretty  rake. 

Dear  mercenary  beauty, 
What  annual  off'ring  shall  I  make 

Expressive  of  my  duty  ? 

My  heart,  a  victim  to  thine  eyes. 

Should  1  at  once  deliver. 
Say,  would  the  angry  fiiir  one  prize 

The  gift,  who  slights  the  giver  ? 
A  bill,  a  jewel,  watch,  or  toy. 

My  rivals  give— and  let  'em  ; 
If  gems  or  gold  impart  a  joy, 

rU  give  them-*when  1  gut  'em. 

ril  give— but  not  the  ftill-blown  rose. 

Or  rose-bud  moro  in  fashion ; 
Such  sbort-iiv'd  o(f 'rings  but  disclose 

A  transitory  passion. 

I'll  give  thee  something  yet  unpaid. 

Not  less  sincere  than  civil : 
Pll  give  tliee-*«h!  too  charming  maid, 

rU  give  thee^to  the  devil. 


THE  LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

iM  mrrATiON  ov  oban  swinw 

LooiciANS  have  but  ill  defin'd 

As  rational  the  human  mind ; 

Reason,  they  say,  beloogs  to  man. 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 

Wise  Aristotle  and  Smiglesius, 

By  ratiocinations  specious. 

Have  strove  to  prove  wkh  great  precisions 

With  definition  and  division. 

Homo  est  ratione  preditum  ; 

But  for  my  soul  1  caannt  credit  'em : 

And  must  in  spite  of  them  maintain 

That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain  ; 

And  that  this  boasted  kinl of  nature 

Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  oreaturas 

That  instmct  is  a  surer  guide 

Than  reason,  boasting  mortals'  pride  ; 

And  that  brute  beasts  are  far  before  'cm« 

Deus  est  aniuui  bsutorum. 

Who  ever  knew  an  honest  bmt« 

At  law  his  neighbour  psosecute ; 

Bring  action  for  assault  and  batteiy. 

Or  firiend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  2 

O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd. 

No  politics  disturb  their  mind  ; 

They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  sporty 

Nor  know  wbo^s  in  or  out  at  court; 

They  never  to  the  levee  go 

To  treat  as  dearest  friend  a lue; 

They  never  importnna  his  grace. 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  plac»; 

Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  finr  Bob ; 

Fraught  with  invective  they  ne'er  go 

To  folks  at  Pater-aMtec«iov  4 
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Ko  jugglers,  fidlers,  dancing-masters, 
Ifo  pickpocketo,  or  poetasters, 
Are  known  to  honest  qoadmp^es ; 
No  single  brute  his  fellow  leads ; 
Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray, 
Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 
Of  beasts,  it  is  confessed,  the  ape 
Comes  nearest  us  in  buman  shape. 
Like  man,  he  imitates  each  feshion, 
And  malice  is  his  ruling  passion : 
But  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  surpasses. 
Behold  him,  humbly  cringing,  wait 
Upon  the  minister  oiF  state : 
View  him  soon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  conduct  of  superiors : 
He  promises  with  eqaat  air» 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 
He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators; 
At  court,  the  porters,  lackey^,  waiters. 
Their  masters'  manners  sCili  pontract. 
And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  can  act; 
llius  at  the  court,  both  great  and  small 
Behave  alike— te  all  ape  all; 


ON  A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUTH, 

STRUCK   BLIND   BY    LIGRTMINO. 
IMITATED   FROM   THE  SPAMISB. 

SoBE  ^twas  by  Providence  designed. 

Rather  in  pity  tbah  in  hate, 
That  he  should  be,  like  Cupid,  blind. 

To  save  him  froip  Narcissqs^  ^te. 
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A  NEfF  SIMILE. 


IN  THE   MAKHEB  OP  SWIPT. 


liowo  had  1  sought  in  vain  to  find 
A  likeness  for  the  scribbling  kind ; 
The  modem  scribbling  kind,  who  write 
In  wit,  and  sense,  and  Nature's  spite : 
Till  reading,  1  forget!  what  day  oh, 
A  chapter  out  of  Tooke^s  PaMheon, 
I  think  I  met  with  somet)iing  there, 
To  suit  my  purpose  to  a  hair ; 
But  let  us  nob  proceed  so  furious, 
Pirst  please  to  turn  to  god  Mercurius : 
You^ll  filnd  him  pictur'd  at  full  length 
In  book  the  second,  page  the  tenth : 
The  stress  of  allmy  proofs  on  him  1  lay, 
And  now  proceed  we  to  oar  simile. 

Imprints,  pray  observe  his  hat, 
Wings  upbn  either  side — mark  that 
Well !  what  is  it  from  thence  we  gather  ? 
Why  these  denote  a  brain  of  feather. 
A  brain  of  feather !  very  rig:ht. 
With  wittbafs  flighty,  learning  light j 
Such  as  to  modem  bards  decreed  ^ 
A  jwt  comparison-^proceed. 

In  the  neitt  place,  his  feet  perase. 
Wings  grow  again  from  both  hit  shoes ; 
Design'd,  no  doubt,  their  part  to  bear. 
And  waft  his  godship  through  the  air  $ 
And  here  my  simile  unites, 
for,  in  a  modem  poet's  flights. 


I'm  vare  it  may  be  justly  said, 
His  foet  are  useful  as  bis  head. 

lastly,  vouchsafe  t' observe  his  haod^^' 
Plird  with  a  snake-incircled  wand  3        * 
By  classic  authors  term'd  caduoeos. 
And  highly  ftm'd  for  several  uses : 
To  wit — ippst  wond'roddy  endu'd. 
No  poppy -water  half  so  good ; 
For  let  folks  only  get  a  touch. 
Its  soporific  virtue's  such. 
Though  ne^er  so  much  awake  before. 
That  quickly  they  begin  to  snore. 
Add  too,  what  certain  writers  tell. 
With  this  he  drive&  men's  souls  to  H«1L 

Now  to  apply,  begin  we  then : 
His  wand^s  a  inodera  author's  pen  ; 
The  serpents  round  about  it  twin'd 
Denote  him  of  the  reptile  kind ; 
Denote  the  rage  with  which  he  writes. 
His  firc^y  slaver,  rcnom'd  bites ; 
An  eqOal  seniblance  still  to  keep. 
Alike  too  both  conduce  to  sleep. 
This  dtf'reooe  only,  as  the  god 
Drove  souls  to  Tait'ras  with  his  rod. 
With  his  goose-quill  the  scribbling  elf 
Instead  of  others,  damns  hintself. 

And  here  my  simile  almost  tript. 
Yet  grant  p.  word  by  way  of  postscript. 
Moreover,  Merc'ry  had  a  foiling : 
Well!  what  of  that?  out  with  it^-steating; 
In  which  all  modem  bards  agree. 
Being  each  as  great  a  thief  as  he : 
But  e*ep  this  deity's  exigence 
Shall  lend  my  simile  assistance. 
Our  modem  bards !  why  what  a  pox 
Are  they  but  senseless  stones  and  blocks  ? 


AN  ELEGY 

ON  THE   DEATH   OF   A   MAD~D0C» 
FROM  TBB  VICAR  OF   WAKBFIEIV- 

Good  people  all,  ofev'rysort. 

Give  ear  unto  my  aong ; 
And  if  vou  find  it  wood*ron8  short. 

It  cannot  hold  3^00  long. 

In  Islingfon  there  was  a  roan, 
•  Of  whom  the  world  might  say. 
That  still  a  godly  race  hejran. 
Whene'er  he  weut  t6  pray. 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  be  had. 

To  comfoict  friends  and  foes  i 
The  naked  ev'ry  day  be  clad. 

When  he  put  on  his  clothes. 

And  m  that  town  a  dog  was  found, 

As  many  dogs  there  be, 
Both  mongrel,  'puppy,  whelp;  and  boand. 

And  curs  of  low  degree.      •  ' 

This  dug  and  man  at  first  were  friends ; 

But  when  a  pique  began, 
The  dog,  to  gain  his  private  ends. 

Went  mad,*  and  bit  the  nuin. 

Around  from  all  the  neighboring  streets 
ITiewond'ring  neighbours  ran,     . 

And  swore  the  dog  had  lost  his  wits, 
Tobitesdgoo4ao)an.  ■     • 
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HievoQDd  it  *ein'd  both  sore  and  iad 

To  eT'ry  christian  eye ; 
And  whife  they  swore  the  dog  was  mad. 

They  swore  the  matt  would  die. 

But  soon  a  wonder  came  to  light. 

That  showed  the  rogues  they  ty 'd ; 
The  man  fe<»ver»d  of  the  bite,  " 

The  dog  it  was  that  dy'd. 

THE  CtOfVN'S  REPLY. 

JoHH  TroU  was  de8ir*d  by  two  witty  peers. 
To  tell  them  the  reason  why  aspes  had  ears  ?  ^ 
"An't  please  yoo,"  qnot]\  John,  "  Vm  not  ghen, 

toletters. 
Nor  dare  I  pretend  to  know  more  than  my  betters; 
Howe'er,  from  this  time,  I  shall  ne*er  see  your 

graces. 
As  I  hope  to  be  saT^d!    without  ihuikmg  on 


LIUfESf 

ATmiBUTED  TO 

DR.  GOLDSMFfB, 

IMSEftTBD   IK  TBK  MORNIKG  CBROMICLB  Of 
APRIL  3,    1800. 

E'bh  have  you  seen,  bath'd  in  the  morning  dew. 

The  budding  rose  its  infant  bloom  display : 
When  first  its  virgin  tints  unfold  to  view, 

It  shrinks,  and  scarcely  trusts  the  blaze  of  day. 
So  soft,  so  delicate,  so  sweet  she  came,   [cheek  j 

Youth's  damask   glow  just  dawning  on  b«r 
I  gaz'd,  I  sigfa^d^  1  caught  the  tender  flame, 

Felt  the  food  pang,  and  drooped  withpasaicn 
weak. 


TO  THE  EDITORS. 


Edinburgh,  1753. 

STANZAS  ON  WOMAN. 

raoM  TBB  yicAR  of  wakbtield. 

Whbv  lovely  woman  sloops  to  folly. 

And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 
What  charm  can  sooth  her  melancholy. 

What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  i 
The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 

To  hide  hpr  shame  fcom  cv'ry  eye, 
T6  give  repentance  to  her  lover, 

And  wring  his  bosom— is,  to  die. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  AUTHOR'S 
BED-CHAMBER. 

VThsbb  the  Red  Lion,  staring  o'er  the  way, 
Invites  each  passing  stranger  that  <f "  W  j.  ^^ 
Where  Calvert's  butt,  and  Parsons'  black  cham- 
paign. 
Regale  the  drabs  and  bloods  of  Drury-lanc; 
There  in  a  lonely  room,  from  bailiflFs  snug. 
The  Muse  found  Scroggen  stretched  beneath  a 

A  window,  patched  with  paper,  lent  a  ray. 
That  dimly  show'd  the  sute  in  which  he  lay ; 
The  sanded  floor  that  grits  beneath  the  tread  j 
The  humid  wall  with  paltry  pictur^  spread  j 
The  royal  game  of  goose  was  there  m  view. 
And  the  twelve  rules  the  royal  marty  r  drew ; 
Hieseesons,  fram*d  with  listing,  found  a  pUce, 
And  brave  prince  WiUiam  show'd  his  lamp-black 

foce : 
The  mom  was  cold,  he  views  with  keen  desire 
The  rusty  grate  unconscious  of  a  fire : 
•With  beer  and  milk  arrears  the  fneze  was  scoro. 
And  five  crack»d  tea-cnps  dress'd  the  chimney- 
board  f 
A  mghtpcap  deckM  his  brows  instead  of  bay, 
A  cap  by  night-a  stocking  aU  the  day ! 


GBKrLElfSV, 

I  SBHD  you  a  small  produ<;t)on  of  the  late  Dr. 
Goldsmith,  which  has  never  been  published,  and 
which  might  perhaps  have  been  totally  lost,  had 
I  not  secured  it  He  intended  it  as  a  song  in 
the  character  of  Miss  Hardcastle,  in  his  admire^ 
hie  comedy  of  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  but 
it  was  left  out,  as  Mrs.  Balkley,  who  played  the 
part,  did  not  sing.  He  sung  it  himself,  in  pri^ 
vate  companies,  very  agreeably.  The  tune  is  a 
pretty  Irish  air,  called.  The  Humours  of  Ba- 
lamagairy,  to  which  he  told  me  be  found  it 
very  difficult  to  adapt  words :  but  he  has  suc- 
ceeded very  happily  in  these  few  lines.  As  I 
could  sing  the  tuoe^  aQd  was  fond  of  them,  he 
was*  so  goof)  as  to  give  me  them,  about  a  ve^r 
ago,  just  as  I  was  leaving  London,  and  bidflkig 
him  adieu  for  Chat  season,  little  apprehending 
that  it  was  a  last  farewell.  I  preserve  this  littJ^ 
relic,  in  his  own  band-writiug,  with  an  afieetio^ 
nate  care^    I  am,  gentlemen, 

your  humble  servant, 

JAMES  BOSWELU 


.    SONC^ 

IirrENDBD  TO   HAVE  BBBM  SUKO  IV  TUB  COMBDT  OP 
SUB  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER. 

Ah  me  I  when  shall  I  marry  me  ? 
Lovers  are  plenty,  but  fail  to  relieve  me. 
He,  fond  youth,  that  oonld  carry  me. 
Offers  to  love,. but  means  to  deceive  me. 

But  I  will  rally  and  combat  the  miner: 
Not  a  look,  not  a  smile,  shall  my  passion  discover; 
She  that  gives  all  to  the  folse  one  pursuing  her. 
Makes  but  a  penitent  and  loses  n  lover. 


STANZAS  ON  THE  TAKING  OF 
QUEBEC. 

Amidst  the  damour  of  exulting  joys. 

Which  triumph  forces  from  the  patriot  heart. 

Grief  dares  to  mingle  her  soul-piereing  voice. 
And  quells  the  raptures  which  from  pleasureB 
start.. 
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Ob,  Wolfe,  to  thee  a  sheftmmg  flood  of  woe 
Sigrhiog  we  pay,  and  tbintc  e'eo  conqneat  dear; 

Qnebec  in  vain  shall  teach  our  breasts  to  glow. 
Whilst  thy  sad  late  extorts  the  beart-wnaig 
tear. 

iUiv^  the  ibe  thy  dreadful  vigour  fled. 
And  saw  thee  foil  with  joy -pronouncing  eyes: 

Yet  they  shall  know  thou  oonquerest,  tho^  dead ! 
Slnee  fnm  thy  tovib  a  tboMsand  btfvoM  ripe. 


EPITAPH  ON  DR.  PARNELL. 

Tbis  tomb,  inscribed  to  gentle  Pamell's 
liay  speak  our  gratitude,  bat'not  his  fame. 
What  heart  but  feefs  his  sweetly-moral  Uy, 
That  leads  to  truth  through  pleasure's  flow'ry 

way! 
Celestial  themes  confess'dbis  timefiil  aid ; 
And  Heay>n,  tli^t  lent  htm  genius,  was  repaid. 
Keedless  to  him  the  tribute  we  bestow. 
The  transitory  breath  of  fome  below : 
More  lasting  rapture  from  his  words  shall  rise, ' 
Whil^AQiiTerta  think  their  poet  in  the  skiea. 


EPITAPH  ON  EDWARD  PURDON  t. 

ilsKc  lies  poor  Ned  Purdon,  from  misery  freed^ 
>^Tio  lon§  was  a  bookseller's  hack  > 

He  led  such  ^  dainnable  life  in  this  world — 
1  don't  think  he'll  wish  to  come  back. 

AN  ELEGY 

ON  THE  OLOBY  OF  QEB   8£Xj| 

MRS.  KARY  BLAIZE. 

Coonpeppl^aJU,  with  ope  accord. 

Lament  for  Madam  Blaiasct 
Who  never  wanted  a  gpod  word-r- 

Jma^  those  whp  spoke  her  praise. 

The  needy  seldom  paas'dher  door. 

And  always  found  her  kind; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor — 

W))p  left  1^  pledge  hQhiqd* 

She  strove  the  neighbourhood  to  please, 

With  manner^  wopd'rous  wii^ung, 
And  never  fojlowM  wicked  vMy»— 

Unless  when  she  was  ^iooiqg. 
Atchurdi,  in  tilks  and  satins  new. 

With  hoop  of  monstrous  sixci 
She  nev^r  slumj^r'd  iq  her  p^w-? 

But  when  she  shut  h^r  ay^ 

|?er  love  was  sought,  I  do  aver, 

By  twenty  beaux  and  more ; 
The  king  himself  has 'follow 'd  her— 

When  she  hM  walk'd  b^ore. 

1  This  gentleman  was  educated  at  Trinity  Col- 
lege, Dublin  I  but  having  wasted  his  pi^trimony, 
he  enlisted  as  a  foot  soldier.  Growing  tired  of 
(hat  employment,  be  obtained  his  discharge, 
and  l)ecame  a  scribbler  in  the  newspapers.  He, 
translated  Voltaire's  Henriade. 


Bat  now  her  vaalth  and  fio*ry  fled. 
Her  hangers-on  cut  shcat  a)l; 

The  doctoas  fou^dl  ^he^  sh<i  was  dead— 
Her  last  disorder  mortal. 

Let  OS  lament,  in  sorroir  sore. 
For  Kent-street  well  may  say« 

That,  had  she  liv'd  a  twelvequNith 
She  had  not  dy'd  to  day. 


A  SONNET. 

WsBPjMo,  marmuring,  complainipgy 

Lost  to  ev'ry  gay  delight ; 
Myra,  too  siuoer<9  for  feigning. 

Fears  th'  approaching  bridsl  night. 

Yet  wh  V  impair  thy  bright  perfoetioD, 
Or  drai  thy  beauty  with  a  tear? 

Had  Myra  followed  my  direction. 
She  long  had  wanted  cause  of  foar.  ~ 


FROM  THE  QBATaaiO  OF  THE 
CAPTIFITT. 

SONG. 

Thb  wretch,  condemned  with  life  to  part. 

Still,  sti  11  on  hope  rel  ies ; 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 

Bids  expectation  rise, 

Hope,  like  the  gTimm'ring  taper^s  light^ 
>  Adorns  and  cheen  the  way. 
And  still,  as  darker  grow%the  nigbt« 
Emits  a  brighter  ray. 


SOIfC. 

O  MEMOBY !  thou  fond  deceiver. 

Still  importunate  and  vaim 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 

And  turning  all  the  pait  to  pain  i 

Thou,  like  the  world,  th*  opprestopporessing. 
Thy  smiles  increase  the  wretch's  woe ! 

And  he  who  wants  each  other  biesaiog, 
In  thee  must  ever  find  a  fee. 


A  PiROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN    ANa  SPOKBlf   BT 

THE    POET   LABJBWU^, 

4    ROMAN    KNIOHT,     WHOM    CJiSAS  roaCI* 
VPOM    TBB   STAOB. 

PBE«ERVBn  BY   MACBOBIOS*. 

What  i  no  way  left  to  shun  th'  inglorioM  stage, 
And  save  foom  infomy  iny  siokiog  age  I    • 
Scarce  half  aiive,  oppress'd  with  WMf  a  year. 
What  in  the  name  of  dotage:  drives  m^  hire  2 

'  This  translation  was  first  printed  in  ooc  of 
onr  author's  earliest  works.  The  present  State 
of  Learning  in  Europe,  i2mo.  1*7^9. 
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A  time  tiiere  was,  wU0|»  glovy  wm  my  ffaid«, 
Nor  Ibice  nor  fraud  ooald  tu^D  my  steps  asi^s; 
UntwM  by  pow'r,  and  unappall'd  by  fear. 
With  booest  thrift  I  held  my  honour  dear; 
But  this  Tile  hour  disperses  all  my  store. 
And  all  my  hoard  of  honour  is  no  more ; 
For,  ah !  too  partial  to  my  life's  decline, 
CsMar  persuades,  submission  must  be  mine; 
Him  I  obey,  whom  Hfeav'n  himself  obeys. 
Hopeless  of  pleasing,  yetindin'd  toplefM. 
Here  then  at  once  1  welcome  e^^ry  shame, 
And  cancel  at  threescore  a  life  of  fame; 
No  more  my  titles  shall  my  children  tell, 
The  oid  bufibon  will  fit  my  name  as  well; 
This  day  beyond  its  term  my  fate  extends. 
For  life  is  ended  when  our  honour  ends. 


PROLOGUg  TO  THE  TBdGBDY  OF 
ZOBEIDS. 

In  these  bold  times,  when  learning'^  sons  ex- 

,plore 
TlA  distant  ch'mat^es,  and  the  savage  shore ; 
When  wise  astronomers  to  India  steer. 
And  quit  Ipr  Venus  many  a  brighter  here ; 
While  botanists,  all  cold  to  smiles  and  dimpling. 
Forsake  the  fiiir,  and  patiently — go  sicppUn^; 
Our  bard  into  the  general  spirit  tmters, 
And  fits  his  little  frigate  for  adventures. 
With  Scythian  stores  and  trinkets  deeply  laden. 
He  this  way  steers  his  course,  in  hopes  of  trad- 
ing— 
Yet  ere  he  lands  has  OfderM  me  before. 
To  make  an  observation  on  the  shore. 
Where  are  we  driven  ?  our  reck'ning  snre  is  lost  I 
Tliis  seems  a  rocky  and  a  dang'rous  coast. 
Lord  I  what  a  sultry  climate  am  I  under !        / 
Yon  ill-^reboding  cloud  seems  big  with  thunder : 
[Upper  gallery. 
Iliere  mangroves  spread^  and  larger  than  I've 
seen  'en[i —  [PU* 

Hope  trees  of  stately  size— «nd  billing  turtles  in 
'em—  \Balconies, 

Here  ni-oondition*d  oranges  aboun^ —      {Stagey, 
And  apples,  bitter  apples,  strew  the  ground : 

{Tatting  them. 
Th*  faihabitants  are  cannibalsl  fear. 
I  heard  a  hissing— there  are  serpents  here  I  ' 
O,  there  the  people  are — best  keep  my  distance: 
Our  captain  (gcutle  natives]  craves  assistance ; 
Our  shTp^s  well  stor'd — in  yonder  creek  we've 

laid  her, 
His  honour  is  no  meroenary  trader. 
This  is  his  first  adventure  j  lend  him  aid. 
And  we  may  chance  to  drive  a  thriving  trade. 
His  goods,   he  hopes,  are  prime,   and  brought 

flfom  iar. 
Equally  fit  for  gallantry  and  war. 
Wbat,  no  reply  to  promises  so  ample  ? 
—I'd  best  step  back— and  order  up  a  saipple. 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN   BY  MS.  LSB  ICWES, 
in  TNt  CHAaACTSa  OP  BAIUaOIN,  AT  HIS  asNBPrr. 

Hold  t  prompter^  hold  t  a  word  before  your  non- 
sense ; 
I'd  spefika  word  or  two  to  ease  my  conicienoe. 


B|y  pride  ioihids  it  em  diw4d  hse  aaU^ 
My  heels  edips'd  the  ]w)fioufs  of  my  h^d; 
That  I  found  humour  in  a  pyebaU  Test, 
Or  ever  thought  that  jumping  was  a  jest, 

iTake$  qfMitimulL 
Whence  and  what  art  thou,  visional  birth  ? 
Nature  disowns,  and  reason  scorns  thy  mirth  : 
In  thy  black  aspect  every  passioa  sleq^. 
The  joy  that  dimples,  and  the  woe  that  weepe. 
Hov  hast  thou  fiU'd  the  scene  with  all  thy  bmod^ 
Of  fools  pursuing,  and  ol  ^Is  pnnu'd ! 
Whose  ins  and  outs  no  ray  of  sense  discloses. 
Whose  only  plot  it  is  to  break  oornoaes  ; 
Whilst  from  bebw  the  tmp^oor  demoos  rise^ 
Aiid  (torn  above  the  dangling  deities. 
And  shall  I  mix  in  this  unhallow'd  crew  } 
Miiy  rosin'd  lightning  bbut  me,  if  I  dp? 
No— I  irill  act— I'll  vindicate  the  sUge: 
Shakespeare  himself  shall  fed  my  tragic  rage. 
Off!  off !  vile  trappings !  a  new  passk^  leigns  ! 
The  mad'ning  monarch  revels  in  my  veins. 
Oh  !  for  a  Bichard's  voice  to  catch  the  theme : 
<*6ive  me  another  horse !  bind  op  my  wounds !— • 
soft — ^'twasbttt  a  dream.''    [treating; 
Aye,  'twas  but  a  dream,  for  noir  thete's  no  se- 
lf I  cease  Harlequin,  I  cease  from  eating* 
'Twaf  thus  that  Asop's  stag,  a  creature  blameless. 
Yet  something  vain,  like  one  that  shall  be  name- 
Once  on  the  margin  of  a  fountain  stood,       [  less^ 
And  caviU'd  at  his  image  in  the  flood. 
**  The  deuce  oonfound, "  he  cries,  **  these  drum- 
stick shanks. 
They  nether  have  my  gratitude  nor  thanks ; 
They're  perfectly  disgraceful  I  strike  me  dead  I 
But  for  a  head— yes,  yes,  I  have  a  bead. 
How  piercing  is  that  eye  1  how  sleek  that  brow  I 
My  horns  1 — Pm  told  boms  are  the  feshion  now.'! 
Whilst  thus  he  spoke,  astooish'd  !  to  his  view. 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  hounds  and  huntsmen 
drew.  [hind. 

Hoicks !  hark  forward!  came  thund'ringfrom  be^ 
He  bounds  aloft,  outstrips  the  fleeting  wind : 
He  quits  the  wobds,  and  tries  the  beaten  ways  ; 
He  surtsy  be  pants,  he  tali^s  the  circling  maze. 
At  length  his  silly  bead,  so  prii^'d  before. 
Is  taught  his  foni^r  folly  to  deplore; 
Whilst  his  strong  limbs  conspire  to  set  him  fettW 
And  at  one  bound  he  saves  himself,  like  me. 

ITaking  a  jump  through  the  ttagedoor. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  TBI  COHEDT  OV  TNa  SISTERS. 

^uat!  five  fong  acts— and  all  to  make  us  wiser  f 
Our  authoress,  sure,  hais  wanted  an  adviser. 
Had  she  consulted  me,  she  should  have  made 
Her  moral  play  a  speaking  masquerade; 
Wann'd  up  each  bviBtling  scene,  and  in  her  raga 
Have  emptied  all  the  green-room  on  the  stage. 
My  life  on't,  this   had  kept  her  play  from  sink- 
mg;  [thinking. 

Havep1eas*d  our  eyes,  and  sav'd  the  pain  oi; 
Well,  since  flbe  thus  has  shown'her  want  of  skilly 
What  if  I  give  a  masquerade? — I  will. 
Buthpw?  aye,  there's  the  rub  1  [paming'] — I'v^ 

got  my  cue: 
Thi  world's  a  masquerade  1  the  masquers,  ytm^ 
you,  you*    [To  B^Mts^  Fit,  end  GaUery» 
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Lad  1  wlial  ft  gfonpihe  vMej  loene  diseloBes ! 
FHilse  wito»  fclse  wire*,  Mm  TirgiDS,  and  folse 

•ponses! 
StAtesmeD  with  brklkf  on  ;  and,  clow  beside  'em, 
pBtrioU,  in  |»aity-ooloar>d  suiti,  that  ride  'em. 
There  Hebe8,tani'd  of  fifty,  try  once  more 
To  raiae  a  fiune  in  Cnpids  of  threescore. 
These  in  their  tntn,  with  appetites  as  keen. 
Deserting  fiifyt  fasten  on  fifteen. 
Jtfiss,  notyetftill  fifteen,  with  fire  uncommon. 
Flings  down  her  sampler,  and  takes  up  the  wo- 

The  little  urchin  smiles,  and  spreads  her  lure. 
And  ftriat  to  kill,  ere  she's  got  pow'r  to  cure. 
Thus  'tis  with  all— their  chief  and  constant  care 
Is  to  seem  ev*ry  thing  but  what  they  are. 
Yon  broad,  bold,  angry  spark,  I  fiic  my  eye  on, 
Who  seems  t'  have  robb'd  his  vizor  from  the  lion ; 
Who  frowns,  and  talks,  and  swears,  with  round 

parade. 
Looking,  as  who  should  say,  damme!    who's 

afraid?  '   [Mimickikg. 

Strip  hot  this  vizor  off,  and  sure  I  am 
You'll  find  his  Uonship  a  very  lamb* 
Yon  politician,  femous  indebate, 
Peihaps  to  vulgar  eyes  bestrides  the  state ; 
Yet  when  he  deigns  bis  real  shape  t'  assume. 
He  tuins  old  woman,  and  bestrides  a  broom. 
Yon  patTMt,  too,  who  presses  on  your  sight. 
And  seems  to  ev>ry  gazer  all  in  white, 
tf  with  a  bribe  his  candour,  you  attack, 
He  bows,  turns  round,  and  whip — the  man's  in 

black! 
Yon  critic,  too— but  whither  do  I  run  ? 
If  I  proceed,  our  bard  will  be  undone ! 
Welt,  then,  a  truce,  since  she  requests  it  too : 
Do  you  spare  her,  and  I'll  for  once  spare  you. 


EPILOGUE 


trOKBM  BY  MRS.  BULKLKY  AHD  MISS  CATLSY. 

Enter  Mrs.  Bulkiey,  toko  curifiet  very  low  as  be- 
ginning to  speak.  Then  enter  Miss  Catley, 
toko  stands  fuU  b^ore  her,  and  curtsies  to  the 
mmdienee, 

MBS.  BULKLBT. 

Hold,  ma'am,  your  pardon.    What's  your  bu- 
siness here? 

MISS  CATLBY. 

The  epilogue. 

MBS.   BIU.KLBY. 

The  epilogue  ? 

MISS  CATLEY. 

Yes,  the  epilogue,  my  dear. 

MRS.   BQLKXiBY. 

Sure  you  misUke^  ma'aoi    The  epilogue  I  bring 
it. 

MISS  CATLBY. 

Excuse  me,  ma'am.    The  author  bid  me  sing  it. 

RBCITATIVB. 

Ye  beaux  and  belles,  that  form  this  splendid  ring. 
Suspend  your'conversation  while  I  sing*         "* 

MBS.  BULKLEY. 

Why  sure  the  girl's  beside  herself:  an  epilogue 

of  singing,  P 

A  hopeful  end  indeed  to  snch  ablest beginniQg. , 


Besides,  a  singer  in  a  comic  set ! 

Excuse  me,  ma'am ;  1  know  the  etiquetitf 

MISS  CATLBY . 

What  if  we  leave  it  to  the  house? , 

MBS.  BULKLEY. 

The  house  !-*Agreed. 

MISS  CATLEY. 

Agreed. 

MBS.  BtJLKLBY. 

And  she,  whose  party's  largest,  shall  proceed. 
And  first,  I  hope,  you'H  readily  agree 
I've  all  tkie  critics  and  the  wits  forme. 
They,  lam  sure,  will  answer  my  oommanda; 
Ye  candid  judging  few,  hold  up  your  hands : 
What,  no  return  T  I  find  too  late,  I  fear. 
That  modem  judges  seldom  enter  here, 

MISS  CATLBY. 

Pm  for  a  diff*rent  set— Old  men,  whose  trade  is 
Still  to  gallant  and  dangle  with  the  ladies. 

RBcrTATnrB. 
Who  mump  their  passion,  and  who,  grimly  ymil- 

ing. 
Still  thus  address  the  fair,  wrth  voice  beg^liIing : 

AIR COTILLON. 

Turn  my  fairest,  turn,  if  ever 
Strephon  caught  thy  rarish'd  eye : 
Pity  take  on  your  swain  so  clever. 
Who  without  your  aid  must  die. 

Yes,  I  shall  die,  hu,  hu,  hu,  hu. 
Yes,  I  most  die,  bo,  ho^  ho,  ho. 

Dacape^ 

MBS.  BVLKLBY  • 

Let  all  the  old  pay  homage  to  your  merit : 

Give  me  the  young,  the  gay,  the  men  of  sj^rit. 

Ye  travell'd  tribe,  ye  macacopi  train. 

Of  French  firiseurs,  and  nosegays,  justly  v^in^ 

Who  take  a  trip  to  Paris  once  a  year, 

To  dress,  and  look  like  aukward  Frenchmen  her^ 

Lend  roe  yonr  hands. — O  fatal  news  to  tell. 

Their  hands  are  only  lent  to  the  Heinelle ! 

MISS  CATLBY. 

Ay,  take  your  travellers,  tFRvellers  indeed  I 
Give  me  my  bonny  Scot,  that  travels  firom  the 

Tweed. 
Where  are  the  cheels  ?  Ah,  ah,  I  well  discern 
The  smiling  looks  of  each  bewitching  bairne : 
A  bonny  young  lad  is  my  Jockef . 

AIB. 

I'll  sing  to  amuse  you  by  night  and  by  day. 
And  be  unco  merry  when  you  are  but  gay  ; 
When  you  with  your  bagpipes  are  ready  to  play. 
My  voice  shall  be  ready  to  carol  away. 

With  Sandy,  and  Sawney,  and  Jodiey, 
With  Sawney,  and  Jarvie,  and  Jockey. 

MRS.  BULKLEY* 

Ye  gamesters,  who,  so  eager  in  pursuit. 
Make  but  of  all  your  fortune  one  «a  Umte : 
Ve  jockey  tribe,  whose  stock  of  words  are  few, 
*•!  hold  the  odds — Done,  done,  with  you,  ifith 
Ye  barristers,  so  fluent  with  grijnace,      [you." 
"My  lord-— your  lordship  misconceives  the  caae  ;*> 
Doctors ,  who  answer  every  misfortuner, 
"  I  wish  I'd  been  call'd  in  a  little  sooner  :" 
Assist  my  cause  with  hands  and  voices  hearty. 
Come  end  the  contest  here,  and  aid  my  party. 

AIB— BALBIMAMOKY. 
MISS  CATLBY. 

Ye  brave  Irish  lads,  hark  away  to  the  crack| 
Assist  me,  I  pray,  in  this  woful  attack. 
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I^  aure  I  don't  wfong  yoa,  yoa  Beldom  are  slack* 
Wbenthe  ladies  are  calling,  to  Uustt,  and  hang 
back: 
For  you're  always  polite  and  attentive, 
Still  to  amuse  ns  incentive. 
And  death  is  your  only  prereutite : 

Your  handfi  and  yoor  voices  for  me. 

MtS.  BULKLBT. 

Wdl,  madam,  what  if,  after  all  this  sparring, 
We  both  agree,  like  friends,  to  end  our  jarring  ? 

MISS   OATLET. 

And  that  our  inendshtp  may  remain  unbroken, 
What  if  we  leave  the  epilogue  unspoken  ? 

MRS.  BULKLBY. 

Agreed. 

MISS  OATLST. 

Agreed* 

MBS.  BULKLBY. 

And  DOW,  with  late  repentance, 
Un-epiiogued  the  poet  waita  his  senlence : 
Condemn  the  stubborn  fool  who  can't  submit 
To  thrive  by  Batt'ry,  though  he  starves  by  wit. 

•  lExeunl 


EPILOGUE, 


tMTBNDBO    VOa  MftS.  BVLKLBY. 

TuBBB  is  a  place,  so  Ariosto  sings, 

A  treasury  for  lost  and  missing  things : 

Lost  human  wits  have  places  there  aasign'd  them. 

And  they,  who  lose  their  senses,  there  may  find 


Yes,  he's  ffir  gone:— and  yetiome  pity  fix. 
The  Englisn  laws  forbid  to  punish  lunatios  *• 


THRENODIA  AUGUSTALIS. 

BACBBD  TO  TBB   MaMOBY   OP   BBS   LAYS 
BOTAL  U10UKB8S   TBB 

PRINCESS  DOWAGER  OF  WALES. 

8P0KBN   ABD  SUMO   IN  THB  GREAT  BOOM   IN    80B0* 
SQCABB, 

Thursday  the  jKOth  of  February  ITIS. 

ADVBRTIS£M£NT. 

The  following  may  more  properiy  be  termed  a 
compilation  than  a  poem.  It  was  prepared 
for  the  composer  in  little  more  than  two  days  ; 
and  may  therefore  rather  be  considered  as  an 
industrious  effort  of  gratitude  than  of  genius. 

In  justice  to  the  compoeer  it  may  likewise  be 
right  to  inform  the  public,  that  the  music  waa 
adapted  in  a  period  of  thne  equally  short. 


But  Where's  this  place,  this  storehouse  of  the  age  ? 
The  Moon,  says  he :— but  lafflrm,  the  Stage  : 
At  least  in  many  things,  I  think,  I  see 
His  lunar  and  our  mimic  worid  agree. 
Both  shine  at  night,  for,  but  at  Footers  alone. 
We  scarce  exhibit  till  the  Sun  goes  down. 
Both  prone  to  change,  no  settled  iimiU  flx» 
And  sore  the  folks  of  both  are  lunatics. 
But  in  this  parallel  my  best  pretence  is. 
That  mortals  visit  both  to  fiud  their  senses. 
To  this  strange  spot,  rakes,  macannues/cits. 
Come  thronging  to  collect  their  scatter'd  wits. 
The  gay  coquet,  who  ogles  all  the  day, 
Comes  here  at  night,  and  goes  a  prude  awBy. 
Hither  the  affacted  city  dame  advancing, 
Who  sighs  for  operas,  aod  doats  on  dancing. 
Taught  by  oar  art  her  ridksule  to  pause  ob» 
Quits  the  baUet,  and  calls  for  Nancy  Dawson. 
The  gamester  too,  whose  wif  s  all  high  or  low. 
Oft  risques  his  fortune  on  one  desperate  throw. 
Comes  here  tosaunter,  having  made  his  bets. 
Finds  his  lost  senses  out,  and  pays  his  debtft 
-rtie  Mohawk  too— with  angry  phrases  stoed. 
As  ••Dam'me,  sir,"  and,  "  sir,  1  wear  a  sword  j" 
Heroksson'd  for  a  while,  and  henee  retreatmg. 
Goes  out,  aifronU  his  man,  and  takes  a  beatmg. 
Heie  come  the  sons  of  scandal  and  of  news. 
But  find  no  seBse-4br  they  had  none  to  lose. 
Of  all  the  tribe  here  wanting  an  adviser, 
Onr  author's  the  least  likely  to  grow  wiser ; 
Has  he  not  seen  how  you  yoor  fsvonr  place 
On  seativientail  queens  and  fords  in  laee  ? 
Without  a  sUr,  or  coronet,  or  garter. 
How  can  the  piece  expect  or  hope  for  quarter  ? 
Nohigh-life  scenes,  noseiatiment :— the  creatare 
Stifiitoopi  aiiioi«  ^  Ww  Wcopy BBtnre. 


SPBAKBBS. 

Mr.  Lee  and  Mrs.  Bellamy* 

8IB0BB8. 

Mr.Champnes,  Mr.  Dine,  and  Miss  Jameson. 

The  music  prepared  and  adapted  1^  Signor 
Vcnto. 


THRENODIA  AUGUSTALIS. 

OVBBTORX— *-A  80LBM1I  DIBGB. 
AIB— TBIO. 

Arise,  ye  sons  of  worth,  arise. 
And  waken  every  note  of  woe ! 
When  truth  and  virtue  reash  the  ski^ 
"Hsours  to  weep  the  want  below. 

CBOBUS. 

When  truth  and  virtue,  &c* 

MAM  SPBAKBB. 

The  praise  attending  pomp  and  power. 
The  incense  given  to  kings. 
Are  but  the  trappings  of  an  hourn 
Mere  transitory  things. 
The  base  bestow  them:  but  the  good  agree 
To  spnm  the  venal  gifts  as  flattery. — 
But  when  to  pomp  and  power  are  join'd 
An  equal  dignity  of  muid : 
Whetf  titles  are  the  8|l&llest  claim : 
When  wealth,  and  rlhik,  and  noble  blood. 
But  aid  the  power  of  doing  good. 
Then  all  their  trophies  last    and  flattery  turns 
to  fame. 


*  This  epilogue  was  given  in  MS.  by  Dr.  Gold- 
smith to  Dr.  Percy  (now  Bishop  of  Dromore) ; . 
but  for  what  comedy  it  was  intended  is  not  re« 
membereda 
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Ble^  sftlrft  tfm,  ♦hoSfe  fttofe,  juit  hdrh  to 

Shall  spread  and  flourish  from  the  toinb» 

How  bast  thou  left  mankind  fcff  Heaven ! 

Even  now  reproach  and  faction  mourn. 

And,  wondering  how  theiir  rage  wa4  bom. 

Request  to  be  forgiyen ! 

Altfi !  «bey  iitev«r  bid  tlHy  haft; 

UnmoT*d  in  CMicilemB  fdctrtdde. 

Thy  toweriBg  mmd  8eIf-.ceDCttod  rtood. 

Nor  wanted  man*8  opinion  to  be  great. 

In  iJttin,  to  charm  thy  ravish*!  sight, 

A  Choosand  gifts  would  fortune  send : 

Jd  vaiot  to  drive  th^e  firotai  tfa^  ri^it, 

A  thousand  sorrows  urged  .thy  end :  ^ 

Like   some   well-feshion'd    arch  thy    patience 

stood^ 
And  puichased  strenfth  from  its  increiteihg  fond. 
Pain  met  thee  like  a  friend  to  set  thee  five; 
Affliction  still  is  ▼irtoe's  opportunity ! 
virtue  on  herself  relsnng^ 
£very  passion  hush  'd  to  rest, 
l/ises  ^ery  pain  of  dying 
|n  the  hopes  of  being  ble«t 
Every  added  png  she  snffers. 
Some  increasing  good  bestows. 
And  every  shock  that  ihalfce  offers. 
Only  rocks  her  to  repose. 

SONOk      tt   A   IfAtf — XFFfiTOOSO. 

Virtue  on  herself  reiyinif ,  Ssii, 
to 


Only  rocks  her  to  repose. 

WOMAN   SPFAKEIU 

Yet  ah !  what  tcrrours  ficown'd  upon  her  fate 

Death  with  ite  formidable  band. 

Fever,  aikT  {tein,  dnd  pWe  fcohsti'ttT?ptiVd  (Ate, 

Determined  took  their  stand. 

Mordid  the  crttef  ratagcrt  design' 

To  fin'ish  all  their  efforts  at  a  blow : 

But,  mischievously  slow, 

They  rob'd  the  relic  and  defaced  the  shrine— 

With  unavailing  grief, 

Despairing  of  relief. 

Her  weeping  child reh  round. 

Beheld  each  hour 

Death's  growing  pbw'r. 

And  trembled  as  he  frowhM. 

As  helpless  friends  who  view  fnm  shore 

The  labouring  ship,  and  hear  the  tempest  roar. 

While  winds  dbd  ^aves  their  wisTies  cross  : 

They  stood  while  hope  and  66mfort  fiiil. 

Not  to  assist,  bftt  t6  bih(Ait 

'llie  inevitable  loss. — 

BelentlieSs  tyrant,  dtth^<i^l 

How  do  the  good,  the  vinuoii^  fallf 

Tiruth,  be«it:^,  ifehi,  alM  alt  thAt  Aibst  cngkgc, 

But  wake  thy  vengeance  ^  provoke  thy  rage. 

•OKO.      BT  A  MAl«t— rASSO,  STAOCAIO,  StutTTVOdO. 

When  vice  my  datt  and  n^\iie  iVtpfffy, 
How  great  ar  King  of  t^rrtitrt  J ! 
If  folly,  fraud,  your  hearts  engtg)?,- 
Tremble  ye  mortals  at  my  rage  ! 

Fall,  round  me  faH,  ye  liUle  things, 
Ye  statesnieil,  warriors,  poets,  kings  I 
I(  virtue  fail  lier  counsel  sage. 
Tremble,  ye  mortals,  at  my  nige  I 


MAIS  iPlAttt. 

Vet  let  that  wisdom,  urged  by  her  eaunpfc.* 
Teach  ns  to  etrtilnate  what  all  most  aoffo-  - 
Let  us  priae  death  as  the  best  gift  of  nature. 
As  a  safe  ion  where  weary  traveUen, 
When  they  have  jonmoy'd  thro>  a  world  of  cares. 
May  put  off  life  andbe  at  rest  for  ever. 
Groans,  weeping  friends,  indeed,  and  gloamy  sa- 
bles, 
J^ay  oft  distract  us  with  their  sad  solemnity. 
TJe  preparatioo  is  the  executioner. 
Death,  when unmask'd,  shows  mem  fnendly  fece. 
,  And  IS  a  terrour  only  at  a  distance: 
I  For  as  the  line  of  life  conducts  me  on 
To  death's  great  ooart,  the  piwpect  seems  more 

fair, 
Tis  nature's  kind  retreat,  that's  always  opk 
Tj  take  us  m  when  we  havedn«n>d  thecup^ 

Utlife,  orwomourdaystowwtebtdness. 

In  that  secure,  serene  retreat. 

Where  all  the  humble,  all  the  teeift 

^PpmisctMmsly  recline :  ' 

Where  wildly  huddled  to  the  eye. 

The  beggar's  pouch  and  princA  purple  fie. 

May  every  bUss  be  thine. 

And  ah  I  blest  spirit,  wheresoe'er  thy  flirht. 

TJrough  r<^img  #orids.  or  mdk  of  liqulJlight. 

May  cherubs  welcome  their  expected  goe^ 

May  saints  with  sougs  receive  thee  to  their  fwt. 

May  peace  that  claim'd  while  here  thy  wamot 

love, 
May  blissful  endless  peace  be  thine  above. 

00)10.      BY  A  WOMAN— AHOeOSO. 

Ix)vely  lastiiig  Peace  below. 
Comforter  df  every  woe, 
Heavenly  bom  and  bred  <ta  high. 
To  crowd  the  favourites  of  the  sky  • 
lovely  lasting  Peace  appeaV,         ' 
This  world  itself,  if  thou  art  here. 
Is  once  again  i^ith  Eden  blest. 
And  diaiii  contains  il  inliis  breast. 

WOMAN  SPEAK£8. 

Our  vows  artf  heard !  Long,  lofag  to  mortn!  eves 
Her  soul  wa^  fitting  to  its  teidk^  sklttT^  ^   ' 
CelestiaMike  her  bouiity  fell. 
Where  modert  want  and  patient  sorrow  dwdi. 
Want  pasfl*d  for  uitent  at herdoor. 
Unseen  Che  xnodeft  were  supplied. 
Her  coortant  pity  fisd  the  poor. 
Then  only  poor,  indeed,  the  day  shedfed. 
[And  oh!    for  this!    while  sculptwe  decks  thy 
shnne^  ^ 

And  art  exhausts  profusion  nradd. 
Thctributeof  a  te*rbc  mine, 
A  simple  song,  a  sigh  profound. 
There  Faith  shall  eeme,  a  jftlgrim  giey. 
To  bless  the  tomb  that  wmLtby <^ 
And  calm  Religion  shaU  rqnur 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hemdt  there. 

.t'"w  *i'l';^."'**^  *"^  Friendship,  shall  «gwe^ 
'  To  blend  their  viitueb  wMle  tb^  think  ^Set. 

Aift.    cHoaos— 4oinota 
Utns,  let  all  the  world  awwe. 
To  profit  byiesembliti^^ee. 
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07IttT»»B.— PA8T0»AL1. 
IIA!^  fPKAKBR. 

Fast  by  that  sbore  where  Thames^  transluceDt 

stream  ^ 

Reflects  new  glories  on  his  breast,. 
Where,  splettdid  as  the  youthful  poct^s  dream^ 
He  forms  a  scene  beyond  Elysium  blest : 
Wbete  sculptur'd  elegance  and  native  grace 
Unite  to  stamp  the  beauties  of  the  place : 
While,  sweetly  blending,  still  are  seen 
The  wavy  lawn,  the  sloping  green: 
While  novelty,  with  cautious  cunning. 
Through  every  maze  of  fancy  running, 
From  China  borrows  aid  to  deck  the  scene : 
There  sorrowing  by  the  river's  glassy  bed. 
Forlorn,  a  rural  bard  complain'd. 
All  whom  Augusta's  bounty  fed. 
All  whom  her  clemency  sustain'd; 
The  good  old  sire,  unconscious  of  decay, 
The  modest  matron,  clad  in  home-spun  grey, 
The  military  boy,  the  orphan'd  maid. 
The  shattered  veteran,  now  first  dismay'd ; 
These  sadly  join  beside  the  murmuring  deep. 
And  as  they  view  the  towers  of  Kew, 
Call  on  their  mistress,  now  no  more,  and  weep. 

CHORUS.— AFFBTfUOSO,   LAKGO. 

Ye  shady  walks,  ye  waving  greens,     , 

Ye  nodding  towers,  ye  fairy  scenes. 

Let  all  your  echoes  now  deplore. 

That  she  who  Ibim'd  yom-  beauties  it  no  more. 

MAR  SPBAKBE. 

First  of  the  trahi  the  patient  rustic  came, 
WlKwe  callous  hand  had  form'd  the  scene. 
Bending  at  once  with  sorrow  and  with  age, 
'  With  many  a  tear,  and  many  a  sigh  between, 
«  And  where,"  he  cried,  •«  shall  now  my  babes 

have  bread,  * 
Or  how  shall  age  support  its  feeble  fire  ? 
Ko  lord  will  take  me  now,  my  vigour  fled. 
Nor  can  my  strei^  perform  what  they  require : 
Each  grudging  master  keeps  the  labourer  bare, 
A  sleek  and  idle  race  is  all  their  care : 
My  noble  mistress  thought  not  so ! 
Her  bounty,  like  the  morning  dew. 
Unseen,  tbo*  constont,  used  to  flow. 
And  as  my  strength  decay'd,  her  bounty  grew." 

WOMAN  STEAK  BK. 

In  decent  dress,  and  coarsely  clean. 

The  pious  matron  next  was  seen, 

Clasp'd  in  her  hand  a  godly  book  was  borne. 

By  use  and  daily  meditation  worn ; 

•niat  decent  dress,  this  holy  guide, 

Augusta's  care  had  well  supply'd. 

And  ah!  she  cries,  all  woebegone. 

What  now  remains  for  me  ? 

Oh!  where  shall  weeping  want  repair 

To  ask  for. charity? 

Too  late  in  life  for  me  to  ask. 

And  shame  prevents  the  deed, 

And  tardy,  Urdy  are  the  times 

To  succour,  ihould  I  nead. 


But  all  my  wants,  before  I  spoke, 

Were  to  my  mistress  known ; 

She  Aill  reKev'd,  nor  tonghtmy  pMse, 

Contented  with  her  own. 

But  every  day  her  inftie  Pll  btass^ 

My  morning  prayer,  mf  evening  song, 

I'll  praise  her  while  my  life  shall  last, 

A  life  tiMtt  dtariot  last  me  long. 


Each  day,  each  hour,  her  name  Pll  bless, 
My  morning  and  my  evening  song, 
And  when  in  death  my  vows  shall  ce^c. 
My  children  shallthe  note  prok»g. 

MAN  SPBAKER. 

The  hardy  veteran  after  struck  the  sight, 

Scarr'd*  mangl'd,  maimM  in  every  part, 

Lopp'dof  bis  limbs  in  many  a  gallant  fight. 

In  nought  entire— except  his  heart: 

Mute  for  a  while,  and  sullenly  distress^. 

At  last  the  impetuous  sorrow  fir'd  his  breast* 

Wild  is  the  whirlwind  rolling 

O'er  Afric's  sandy  plain, 

And  wild  the  tempert  howling 

Along  the  billow'd  main : 

But  every  danger  felt  before, 

The  raging  deep,  the  whirlwind's  toar, 

Less  dreadful  struck  me  with  dismay. 

Than  what  1  feel  this  fatal  day. 

Oh,  let  me  fly  a  land  that  spurns  the  brave, 

Oswego's  dreary  shores  shall  be  my  grave  ; 

Pll  seek  that  less  inhospitable  coast. 

And  lay  my  body  where  my  lunbs  were  lost. 

SOHG.     BY  A  MAN. — BASSO  SPIRFTOOSO. 

Old  Edward's  sons,  unknown  to  yield, 
Shall  crowd  from  Cressy's  laurell'd  field. 
To  do  thy  memory  right: 
For  thine  and  Britain*s  wrongs  they  feel. 
Again  they  snatch  the  gleamy  steel. 
And  wish  the  avenging  fight. 

WOMAN  BPBAKEt. 

In  innocence  and  youth  complaining. 

Next  appear'd  a  lovely  maid, 

Affliction  o'er  each  feature  reigmng. 

Kindly  came  in  beauty's  aid ; 

Every  grace  that  grief  dispenses. 

Every  glance  that  warms  the  soul, 

In  sweet  succession  charms  the  Bens 

While  pity  harmoniz'd  the  whole.  [say.) 

"  The  garland  of  beauty  "  ('tis  thus  she  would 

«« No  more  shall  my  crook  or  my  temples  adom, 

ril  not  wear  a  garland,  Augusta's  away, 

Pll  not  wear  a  garland  until  she  return : 

But  alas !  that  letum  I  never  shall  see : 

The  echoes  of  Thames  shall  my  sorrows  proclaim. 

There  promis'd  a  lover  to  come,  but,  oh  me ! 

Twas  death,'twas  the  death  of  my  mistress  that 

came. 
But  ever,  forever,  her  image  shall  last, 
Pll  strip  all  the  Spring  of  its  earliest  bkx>m  ; 
On  her  grave  shall  the  cowslip  and  primrose  be 

cast. 
And  thenew-blos9om'd  thorn  shall  whiten  her 

tomb." 
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•0HO.—SY  A  WOllAlf*— 'PASTOBALI. 


With  gaiiaadfl  of  beauty  the  queen  of  the  May 
Ko  more  will  her  crook  or  her  temples  adora  ; 
For  who'd  wear  a  garland  when  she  is  away » 
When  she  is  removed,  and  shall  never  return. 


On  the  grave  of  Augusta  these  garlands    be 

plac'd, 
We*II  rifle  the  ^priagof  iti  ourliest  bloom. 


And  there  shaRtlie  eowsUp  and  primroae  becait, 
And  the  new4ilowoDi'd  thorn  shall  whiten  her 
tomb. 

CHOaUt. — ALTBO  MODO. 

On  the  grave  of  AoGvarA  this  garland  be  plac'd, 
We*U  rifle  the  Spring  of  its  earliest  bloom. 
And  there  shall  the  cowslip  and  prinnose  be  oist. 
And  the  tears  of  her  country  shall  water  ber 
tombw 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


J.UESE  scanty  materials  are  takon  prio ci pal iy  from  Mr.  Nichols's  Life  of 
Bowjer,  and  the  Biographical  Dictionary.  To  the  former  they  were  commuai* 
cated,  however  sparingly,  by  the  friends  of  Dr.  Armstrong. 

He  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Castleton  in  Roxburghshire,  where  his  father  and 
brother  were  clergymen  :  and  having  compleated  his  education  at  the  university 
of  £dinburgh,  took  his  degree  in  physic,  Feb.  4,  1752  ',  with  much  reputation. 
His  thesis  De  Tabe purulente  was  published  as  usual. 

He  appears  to  have  courted  the  Muses  while  a  student:  his  descriptive  sketch 
in  imitation  of  Shakespeare  was  one  of  his  first  attempts,  and  received  the  cordial 
approbation  of  Thomson,  Mallet,  and  Young.  Mallet,  he  informs  us,  intended 
to  have  published  it,  but  altered  his  mind.  His  other  imitations  of  Shakespeare 
were  part  of  an  unfinished  tragedy  written  at  a  rery  early  age.  Much  of  his  time, 
if  we  may  judge  from  his  writings,  was  devoted  to  the  study  of  polite  literature, 
and  although  he  cannot  be  said  to  have  entered  deeply  into  any  particular  branch, 
he  was  more  than  a  superficial  connoisseur  in  painting,  statuary,  and  music. 

At  what  time  he  came  to  London  is  uncertain,  but  in  1736,  he  published  an  oc- 
tavo pamphlet,  without  his  name,  entitled  An  Essay  for  abridging  the  Study 
of  Physic  :  to  ^hich  is  added  a  Dialogue  bcti^een  Hygeia,  Mercury,  and  Pluto, 
relating  to  the  Practice  of  Physic,  as  it  is  matlaged  by  a  certain  illustrious  So* 
ciety.  As  also  an  Epistle  from  Usbeck  the  Persian,  to  Joshua  VTard,  esq.  It  isde« 
dicated  to  the  ^^Antacademic  Philosophers,  to  the  generous  dcspisers  of  the  schools, 
to  the  deservedly-celebrated  Joshua  Ward,  John  Moor,  and  the  rest  of  the  nu- 
merous sect  of  inspired  physicians."  The  Essay,  which  has  been  lately  reprinted 
in  Dilly's  Repository,  is  an  humourous  attack  on  quacks  and  quackery,  with  al- 
lusions to  the  neglect  of  medical  education  among  the   practising  apothecaries : 

1  Three  days  after  he  sent  a  copy  of  his  thesis  to  sir  Hans  Sioane,  accompanied  by  a  hand.some 
latin  letter,  now  in  the  British  Museum.  I  find  in  the  same  repository  a  paper  written  by  him  in 
\  744  on  the  alcalescent  disposition  of  animal  fluids,  which  appears  to  have  teen  read  in  the  Royal 
Society,  but  not  published.     C. 
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but  the  author  haci  exhausted  his  wit  in  it,  and  the  Dialogue  and  Episilc  are  coo- 
scqoently  flat  and  insiftid. 

In  1737,  he  published  A  S/nopsis  of  the  History  and  Care  of  the  Venereal 
Disease,  probably  as  an  introduction  to  practice  in  that  lucrative  branch:  but 
it  was  uu fortunately  followed  by  his  poem,  The  Economy  of  Love,  which,  air 
thoygh  it  enjoyed  &  rapid  sale,  h«is  been  very  properly  e9:cluded  from  CFcry  col- 
lection of  poe'try,  and  is  supposed  to  have  impeded  his  professional  career.  la 
1741,  we  find  him  soliciting.  Dr.  Birch's  recommendation  to  Dr.  Mead,  that  he 
might  be  appointed  physician  to  the  forces  then  going  to  the  West  Itjdies. 

His  celebrated  poem,  The  Ar^  of  Preserving  Health,  appeared  in  1744,  and 
contributed  highly  to  his  fame  as  a  poet.  Dr.  VVarton,  in  his  lleflcctions  on  Di- 
dactic Poetry,  annexed  to  his  edition  of  Virgil,  observed  that  "  To  describe  so 
diiTiciilt  a  thing,  gracefully  and  poetically,  as  the  effects  of  distemper  on  the  human 
body,  was  reserved  for  Dr.  Armstrong,  who  accordingly  hath  nobly  executed  it 
at  the  end  of  the  third  book  of  his  Art  of  Preserving  Health,  where  he  hath 
given  us  that  pathetic  account  of  the  sweating  sickness.  There  is  a  classical  cor- 
rectncss  and  closeness  of  style  in  this  poem,  that  are  truly  admirable,  and  the 
subject  is  raised  and  adorned  by  numberless  poetical  images."  Dr.  Mackenzie,  in 
his  History  of  Health,  bestowed  similar  praises  on  this  poem^  which  was  indeed 
every  where  read  and  admired. 

In  1746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  physicians  to  the  hospital  for  lame  and 
sick  soldiers  behind  Buckingharo.housc.     In  1751,  he  published  his  poem  on  Be- 
nevolence,  in  folio,  a  production  which  seems  to  come  from  the  heart,  and  cootains 
sentiments  which  could  have  been  expressed  with  equal  ardour  only  by  ooe  who 
felt  them.     His  Taste,  an  Epistle  to  a  young  critic,  1753,  is  a  lively  and  spirited 
imitation   of  .Pope,   and  the  first  production  in  which  our  author  began  to  view 
men  and  manners  with  a  splenetic  eye.      In    1758,  he  published    Sketches,    or 
Essays  on  Various  Subjects,   under  the  fictitious  name  of  Ijancelot  Temple,  esq. 
In  some  of  these  he  is  supposed  to  have  been  assisted  by  the  celebrated  John  Wilke$, 
with  whom  he  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy.     What  Mr.  Wilkes  contributed  we  are 
not  told,  but  this  gentleman,  with  all  his  moral  failings  had  a  more  chaste  classical 
taste  and  a  purer  vein  of   humour  than  we  find  in  these  Sketches,  which  are  de- 
formed by  a  perpetual  flow  of  affectation,  a  struggle  to  say  smart  things,    and 
above  all  a  most  disgustmg  repetition   of  vulgar  oaths  and  exclamations.     This 
4)ractice,  so  unworthy  of  a  gentleman  or  a  scholar,  seems  to  have  predominated  in 
Dr.  Armstrong's  conversation,  and  is  not  unsparingly  scattered   through  all  his 
works,  with  the  exception  of  his  Art  of  Preserving  Health.     It  incurred  the  just 
censure  of  the  critics  of  his*  day^  with  whom,  for  this  reason,   he  could  never  be 
reconciled. 

In  1760,  he  was  appointed  physician  to  the  army  in  Germany,  where  in  1761 
he  wrote  a  poem  called  Day,  addressed  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  It  was  published  in  the 
same  yf ur,  probably  by  some'  person  to  whom  Mr.  Wilkes  had  lent  it*  The  edi- 
tor, in  his  prefatory  advertisement,  professes  to  laihent  that  it  is- not  in  his  power 
to  present  tiic  public  with  a  more  perfect  copy  of  this  spirited  letter.  He  ventures 
to  publish  it  exactly  as  it  came  into  his  hands,  without  the  knowledge  or  consent 
of  the  author,  or  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  addressed.     His  sole  motive  is  tu 


Digitized  by 


Google 


tHE  LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG.  517 

Communicate  to  othefs  the  [pleasure  lie  has  received  from  a  wrork  of  taste  and  gc. 
nius.  Ho  thinks  himself  secure  of  the  thanks  of  the  public,  and  hopes  this  farther 
advantage  will  attend  the  present  publication,  that  it  will  soon  be  followed  by  a 
correct  And  com  pleat  edition  from  the  author's  own  manuscript. 

All  this  is  somewhat  mysterious,  but  there  will  not,  however,  be  much  in  jus- 
lice  in  supposing  that  Mr.  Wilkes  conveyed  to  the  press  as  much  of  this  Epistle 
as  he  thought  would  do  credit  to  the  author  and  to  himself.  It  is  certain  the  poem 
was  published  by  Andrew  Miller  Who  was  well  acquainted  with  Dr.  Armstrong, 
and  would  not  have  joined  in  any  attempt  to  injure  his  fame  or  property.  The 
poem  contains  many  striking  allusions  to  manners  and  objects  of  taste,  but  the 
versification  is  frequently  careless  :  the  author  did  not  think  proper  to  adJ  it  to 
his  collected  works,  nor  was  it  ever  published  in  a  more  correct  form. 

In  this  poem  he  was  supposed  to  reflect  on  ChurChill,  but  in  a  manner  so' dis- 
tant that  few  except  of  Churchill^s  irascible  temper  could  have  laid  hold  of  any 
cause  of  offence.  This  libeller,  however,  retorted  on  our  author  in  The  Journey, 
'With  an  accusation  of  ingratitude,  the  meaning  of  which  is  said  to  have  been,  that 
Dr.  Armstrong  forgot  certain  pecuniary  obligations  he  owed  to  Mr.  Wilkes. 
About  tbc  same  time  A  coolness  took  between  place  Dr.  Armstrong  and  Mr.  Wilkes 
on  political  grounds.  Armstrong  not  only  serving  under  government  as  an  arniy- 
physician,  but  he  was  also  a  Scotchman,  and  could  not  help  resenting  the  indig- 
nity  which  Wilkes  was  perpetually  attempting  to  throw  on  that  nation  in  bis 
North  Briton.  On  this  account  they  appear  to  have  continued  at  variance  as  late 
As  the  year  1773,  when  our  author  called  Wilkes  to  account  for  some  re/lections 
on  his  character  Which  he  suspected  he  had  written  in  his  farouritc  vehicle,  the 
Public  Advertiser.  The  conversation  which  passed  on  this  occasion  was  lately 
published  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  (lt92),  and  is  said  to  have  been  copied 
from  minutes  taken  the  same  afternoon,  April  7,  lt73,andsent  to  a  friend  :  bnt 
as  the  doctor  makes  by  far  the  worst  figure  in  the  dialogue,  it  can  be  no  secret  by 
Vhom  the  minutes  were  taken,  and  afterwards  published.  The  contests,  how- 
ever, of  Wilkes  and  his  friends  are  of  very  little  moment :  there  appears  to  have 
been  no  sound  principle  of  friendship  among  them,  and  no  ties  which  they  did  not 
think  themselves  at  liberty  to  violate  when  it  suited  their  interest. 

After  the  peace,  Dr.  Armstrong  resided  some  years  in  London,  where  his.praC" 
tice  was  confined  to  a  small  circle,  but  where  he  was  respected  as  a  man  of  gene- 
ral knowledge  and  taste,  and  an  agreeable  companion.  In  1770,-  he  published 
two  volumes  of  Miscellanies,  containing  the  articles  already  mentioned,  except  the 
Economy  of  Love  (an  edition  of  which  he  corrected  for  separate  publication  in 
1768)  and  his  Epistle  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  The  new  articles  were,  the  Imitations  of 
Shakespeare  and  Spenser,  the  Universal  Almanac,  and  the  Forced  Marriag?,  a 
tragedy,  which  was  offered  to  Gar  rick  about  the  year  1754,  and  rejected.  A 
second  part  of  his  Sketches  was  likewise  added  to  these  volumes,  and  appeared  to 
every  delicate  and  judicious  mind,  as  rambling  and  improper  as  the  first.  ^^  I 
know  not,''  says  Dr.  Beattie  to  his  friend  sir  William  Forbes,  ^^  whxt  is  the 
matter  with  Armstrong,  but  he  seems  to  have  conceived  a  rooted  aversion  at  the 
whole  human  race,  except  a  few  friends,  who,  it  seems,  are  dead.  He  sets  the 
public  opinion  at  defiance  :   a  piece  of  boldness,  which  neither  Virgil  nor  Horace 
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were  erer  so  shameless  as  to  acknowledge.  I  do  not  think  that  Dr.  Armstrong 
has  any  cause  to  complaio  of  the  public :  his  Art  of  Health  is  not  indeed  a  popu- 
lar poem,  but  jt  is  ycry  much  liked,  and  has  often  been  printed.  It  will  make  him 
known  and  esteemed  by  posterity  :  and  I  presume  he  wilt  be  more  esteemed  if 
all  jiis  other  works  perish  with  him.  In  his  Sketches,  indeed,  are  many  sensible 
and  some  striking  remarks  :  but  they  breathe  such  aranc(»rous  and  contemptuous 
spirit,  and  abound  so  much  in  odious  vulgarisms  and  colloquial  execrations,  that 
in  reading  we  are  as  often  disgusted  as  pleiised.  I  know  not  what  to  saj  of  hb 
'  UniTeral  Almanac ;  it  seems  to  me  an  attempt  at  humour,  but  such  humour  is 
either  too  high  or  too  low  for  my  comprehension.  The  plan  of  his  tragedy,  called 
The  Forced  Marriage,  is  both  obscure  and  improbable :  yet  there  are  good  strokes 
in  it,  particularly  in  the  last  scene.'' 

In  1771,  he  published  another  extraordinary  effusion  of  spleen,  under  the  title 
of  A  short  Ramble  through  some  parts  of  France  and  Italy,  and  with  his  assum- 
ed name  of  Lancelot  Temple.  This  ramble  he  took  in  company  with  Mr. 
Fusrli,  the  celebrated  painter,  who  speaks  highly  in  favonr  of  ihe  general  bene- 
Tolence  of  his  character^.  In  1773,  under  his  own  name,  and  unfortunately  for 
his  reputation,  appeared  a  quarto  pamphlet  of  Medical  Essays,  in  which,  while 
he  condemns  theory,  he  plunges  into  all  the  uncertainties  of  theoretical  conjee- 
tures.  He  complains,  likewise,  in  a  Tcry  coarse  style,  of  the  n^Iect  he  met  with 
as  a  physician,  and  the  severity  with  which  he  was  treated  as  an  author,  and  ap- 
pears to  write  with  a  temper  soured  by  disappointment  in  all  bis  pursuits. 

He  died  at  his  house  in  Russell-street,  Covent  Garden,  on  Sept.  7,  1779.  His 
death  wa?  attributed  to  an  accidental  contusion  in  his  thigh,  vfhilc  getting  into 
the  carriage  which  brought  him  to  town  from  a  visit  in  Lincolnshire.  To  the 
surprise  of  his  friends,  who  thought  that  poverty  was  the  foundation  of  his 
frequent  complaints,  he  left  behind  hi^i  more  than  three  thousand  pounds,  saved 
out  of  a  very  moderate  income  arising  principally  from  his  half-pay. 

His  character  is  said  to  have  been  that  of  a  man  of  learning  and  genius,  of  coo- 
slderable  abilities  in  his  profession,  of  great  benevolence  and  goodness  of  heart, 
fond  of  associating  with  men  of  parts  and  genius,  but  Indolent  a.nd  inactive,  and 
therefore  totally  unqualified  to  employ  the  means  that  usually  lead  to  medical  em- 
ployment, or  to  make  his  way  through  a  crowd  of  competitors.  An  intimate 
friendship  always  subsisted  between  him  and  Thomson  the  poet ;  as  well  as  with 
other  gentlemen  of  learning  and  genius;  and  he  was  intimate  with,  and  respected 
by  sir  John  Prin^le,  at  the  time  of  his  death^.  In  1753,  Dr.  Theobald  addressed 
two  Latin  Odes,  Ad  ingcnuum  virum,  tum  medicis,  turn  poeticis  facultatibus 
prasstantoro,  Johanncm  Armstrong)  M.  D*. 

Dr.  Armstrong's  fame  as  a  poet  must  depend  entirely  on  his  Art  of  Pre^rvlog 

^  He  had  been  acquainted  with  Air.  Fuscli  for  many  years  j  and  Mr.  Isaac  Reed  informed  me  that 
it  ia  to  this  gentleman  he  aliudcs  in  the  following  passage  in  one  of  bis  Sketches,  published  in  1770, 
On  the  Influence  of  Clinjate  npon  Genius. — "  As  to  history  (painting)  itself,  besides  some  pro- 
mi&lHg  specimens  of  it  at  home,  perhaps  even  this  barren  age  has  prodaced  a  genius,  not  Indeed  uf 
Britist)  growth ;  unpatronized,  and  at  present  almost  unknown ;  who  may  live  to  astonish,  to  terrify, 
and  delight  ail  £uro])e."  C. 

3  Nichols'  Life  of  Bo\vy»»r,  p.  28 1,  282,  4to.  edit.  I  am  happy  to  inform  my  readers,  that  they 
may  soon  expect  an  enlarged  edition  of  this  valuable  collection  of  literary  history,' in  four  Volumes 
Svo.  c:. 

*  Ibid.  p.  5S3. 
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Health,  which,  although  liable  to  some  of  the  objections  usaallj  offered  against  di. 
dactic  poetry^  is  yet  free  from  the  weightiest ;  and  in  this  respect  he  may  be 
deemed  more  fortaoate,  as  he  certainly  is  superior  to  Philips,  ^J^^i  and  Grainger. 
The  Art  of  Preserting  Health  is  so  different  from  those  which  are  mechanical, 
that  his  Muse  is  seldom  inrited  to  an  employment  beneath  her  dignity.  The  means 
of  preserving  health  are  so  intimately  connected  with  the  mind,  and  depend  so 
much  on  philosophy,  reflection,  and  obsertation,  that  the  author  has  full  scope 
for  the  powers  of  fancy,  and  for  many  of  those  ornamental  flights  which  are  not 
00I7  pleasing,  but  constitute  genuine  poetry.  In  considering  the  rarieties  of  air 
and  exercise,  he  has  seized  many  happy  occflteions  for  picturesque  description  ;  and 
when  treating  on  the  passions,  he  has  many  striking  passages  of  moral  sentiment, 
which  are  vigorous,  just,  and  impressive.  In  Book  II.  on  Diet,  we  discover  more 
judgment  than  poetical  inspiration,  and  he  seems  to  be  aware  that  the  subject  had 
a  natural  tendency  to  lower  his  tone.  He  seems  therefore  intent  in  this  book 
principally  to  render  useful  precepts  familiar,  and  if  possible  to  make  them  take 
hold  of  the  imagination.  There  are  however  descriptive  passages  even  here  that 
are  very  grand.  It  would  perhaps  be  difficult  to  select  from  these  volumes  an 
hnage  more  finely  conceived  and  uniformly  preserved,  than  where  he  inculcates  the 
simple  precept,  that  persons  whx>  have  been  exhausted  for  want  of  food  ought  not 
to  indulge  when  plenty  presents  itself: 


r ■  While  the  vital  fire 

jSiims  leebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  spark 
With  what  the  soonest  feeds  its  kindred  touch : 
Be  frugal  ev>n  of  that :  a  little  give 
At  first :  that  kindled,  add  a  little  more : 
Till,  by  deliberate  nourishing,  the  flame 
Revived,  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows  ». 

s  I  have  great  pleasun  in  referring  the  reader  to  an  elaborate  criticism  on  this  poem,  by  Dr.  Aikin, 
pnfixed  to  anomaoMBted  editk>n«  published  by  Messrs.  CadeUand  Davies  in  1803. 
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DR.  ARMSTRONG. 


TBS  ART  OF  PRESERVING 
HEALTH. 

BOOK  I.— AIR. 

Davgbtbr  of  PaeoD,  queen  of  every  jcy, 
Hygeia  > ;  whose  indulgent  smile  susUins 
The  various  race  luxuriant  Nature  pours, 
And  on  th>  immortal  essences  bestows 
Immortal  youth  $  auspicious,  O  descend  ! 
Thou  cheerful  guardian  of  the  rolling  year, 
Whether  thou  wanton'st  on  the  western  gdle. 
Or  shak'st  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  North, 
Diffusest  life  and  vigour  through  the  tracts^ 
Of  air,  thro'  earth,  and  ocean's  deep  domain. 
When  thro'  the  blue  serenity  of  Heaven 
Thy  power  approaches,  all  the  wasteful  host 
Of  Pain  and  Sickness,  squalid  and  defbnn'd, 
Confounded  sink  into  the  loathsome  gloom. 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  involved  the  Fiends 
Grow  mure  profone.    Whatever  shapes  of  death. 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe. 
Swarm  thro'    the    shuddering ^^air :     whatever 

plagues 
Or  meagre  famitie  breeds,  or  with  slow  wings 
Rise  from  the  putrid  watery  element. 
The  damp  waste  forest,  motionless  and  rank. 
That  smothers   earth,  and  all   the  breathless 

winds. 
Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th'  inhuman  field ; 
Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  South ; 
Whatever  ills  th*  extremes  or  sudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moist  and  dry  prod  Ace ; 
They  fly  thy  pure  effulgence:  they  and  alt 
The  secret  poisons  of  avenging  Heaven, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 
Of  Vice  and  heedless  Pleasure :  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  sky, 

*  Hygeia,  the  goddess  of  health,  was,  accord- 
ing to  the  genealogy  of  the  heathen  deities,  the 
daughter  of  ^isculapius;  who,  as  well  as  Apollo, 
was  distio^aished  by  the  name  of  Pseon. 


Mournful  eclipse,  ar  planets  ill  combined. 
Portend  disastrous  to  the  vital  world ; 
Thy  salutary  power  averts  their  rage. 
Averts  the  general  bane :  and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  sicken,  nature  soon  would  dieu 

Without  thy  cheerful  active  energy 
No  rapture  swells  the  breast,  no  poet  sings. 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight 
Come  then  with  me,  O  goddess,  heav'nly  gay  ( 
Begin  the  song ;  and  let  it  sweetly  flow, 
And  let  it  wisely  teach  thy  wholesome  laws: 
"  How  best  the  fickle  fabric  to  support 
Of  mortal  man;  in  healthful  body  how 
A  healthful  mind  the  longest  to' mainuin.** 
Tis  hard,  in  such  a  strife  of  rules,  to  choose 
The  best,  and  those  of  most  extensive  use ; 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  song 
Dry  philosophic  precepts  to  convey. 
Yet  with  thy  aid  the  secret  wilds  1  trace 
Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  steps  proceed 
Thro*  paths  the  Muses  never  trod  before. 

Nor  should  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way, 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  sagacious  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  pestilential  fire. 
And  quell  Uie  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts, 
Thou  long  the  fav'rite  of  the  healihg  powers. 
Indulge,  O  Mead !  a  well-designM  e^say, 
Howe'er  imperfect :  and  permit  that  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  share, 
Till  you  the  rich  Asclepian  stores  unlock. 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  feverish  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mintl ; 
Fly  the  rank  city,  shun  its  turbid  air; 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  smoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 
The  dying,  sickening,  and  the  living  world 
EkhaPd,  to  sully  Heaven 's  transparent  uotn 
With  dim  mortality.     It  is  not  air 
That  fi-om  a  thousaiud  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine^ 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell,^ 
The  spoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Of  nature;  whenfmm  shape  and  tf»\ture  'she 
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Relapses  into  fighting  elemeDtg: 
It  is  not  air,  but  floats  a  nauseous  mass 
Of  all  obscene,  corrupt,  offensive  things. 
Much  moisture  hurts ;  but  here  a  sordid  bath. 
With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more 
The  solid  frame  than  simple  moisture  can. 
Besides,  immur'd  in  many  a  sullen  bay 
That  never  felt  the  freshness  of  the  breeze, 
This  slumb'ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 
With  sickly  rest :  and  (tho'  the  lungs  nbbor 
To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyss) 
Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 
Roll'd  from  so  many  thundering  chimnies,  tame 
Tbe  putrid  steams  that  overswarm  the  sky ; 
This  caustic  venom  irould  perhaps  corrode 
Those  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  air, 
In  vain  with  ail  the  unctupus  rills  bedew'd; 
Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 
In  coiuitless  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  skin 
Imbib'd,  would  poison  the  balsamic  blood, 
^nd  rouse  the  heart  to  every  fever's  rage. 
While  yet  you  breathe,  away ;  Ihe  rural  wiMs 
Invite ;  tbe  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales ; 
Tbe  woods,  the  streams,    and  each    ambrosial 

breeze 
That  fans  the  ever-undulating  sky; 
A  kindly  sky !  whose  fbst'ring  power  regales 
Man,  beast,  and  all  tbe  vegetable  reign. 
Find  then  some  #oodland  9cene  where  Nature 

smiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  hoqest  children  thrive* 
To  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  seat ! 
Look  found  the  smiling  Und,  such  numbers  rise 
We  hardly  fix,  bewil<)er*d  in  our  choice. 
See  where  euthron'd  in  adamantiue  state, 
Vroud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windsor  sits ; 
Where  choose  thy  sea^  ip  sonje  aspiring  grove 
Fast  by  the  slowly-wipding  Thames ;  or  where 
Broa4er  she  laves  fair  Richmpnirs  green  retreats, 
(Richmond  that  sees  an  hundred  villas  rise 
Rural  or  gay.)    O!  from  the  summer's  rage 
O !  wrap  me  In  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides 
Unbrageous  Ham  1 — But  if  the  busy  town 
Attract  thee  still  to  toil  for  power  of  gold. 
Sweetly  thou  may'st  thy  vacant  hours  possess 
In  Hampstead,  courted  by  the  western  wind  j 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o^er  the  winding  flood  ; 
Or.  lose  the  world  amid  the  sylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unspoil'd. 
Green  rise  the  Kentish  hills  in  cheerful  air ; 
But  on  the  marshy  plains  that  Lincoln  spreads    ' 
Build  not,  nor  rest  too  long  thy  wandcriog  feet. 
For  on  a  nistic  throne  of  dewy  turf. 
With  baneful  logs  her  aching  temples  bound, 
Quartana  thei-e  presides ;  a  meagre  fiend 
Begot  by  Eurus,  when  his  brutaj  ibrcc 
CompressM  the  slothful  Naiad  of  the  fens. 
From  such  a  mixture  spruiyg,  this  fitful  pest 
WiLhfey'rish  blasts  subdues  the  sickening  land: 
Cold  tremours  cuine,  with  mighty  love  of  rest. 
Convulsive  yawuini^s,  lassitude,  and  pains 
That  sting  the  burdenM  brous,  fatigue  the  loins, 
And  rack  the  joints,  and  every  torpid  limb; 
Then  parching  luat  succeeds,  till  copious  sweats 
Overflow  :  a  short  relief  from  former  ills 
Beneath  repeated  shocks  the  wretches  pine. 
The  vigour  sinks,  the  ^abit melts  ^way  : 
The  cheerful,  pure,  and  anim^i'^  bloom 
Dies  from  the  face,  with  squalid  atroj-by 


Devour'd,  in  sallow  melancholy  dad. 
And  oft  the  sorceress,  in  her  sated  wratlr, 
Kesigns  them  to  the  furies  of  her  train : 
The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  Fiend 
Ting'd  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  qnest  of  sites,  avoid  the  mournful  plaia 
Where  osiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love   the 

lake; 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow: 
Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marshy  mai^in  of  the  diain. 
For  from  the  humid  soil  and  wat'ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rise  ;  the  spongy  air 
For  ever  weeps :  or,  turgid  with  the  wogfat 
Of  waters,  pours  a  sounding  delngedown. 
Skies  such  as  these  let  every  mortal  shwa 
Who  dreads  the  dropsy,  palsy,  or  tbe  gout, 
Tertiaf,  coripsive  ^c^rvy,  or  moist  catairfa; 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw-spun  fibres  idle  and  unstrung. 
Skin  ill -perspiring,  and  the  purple  ikx)d 
Id  languid  eddies  loitering  intophlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humkl  skies  we  pine ; 
For  air  may  be  too  dry.    The  subtle  Heaven, 
That  winnows  into  dust  the  blasted  down^ 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  stream. 
Too  fast  ihibibes  th'  attenuated  lymph 
Which,  by  the  surfiaux,  from  the  blood  eKhaleai 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  essay 
Their  flexible  vibrations  I  or  inflam'd. 
Their  tender  ever-nK>ving  stnictnre  thaws. 
SpoiPd  of  its  linipid  vehicle,  thebtood 
A  mass  of  lees  remains,  a  drossy  tide 
That  slow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro'  the  veins ; 
Unactive  in  the  services  of  life. 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  thro' 
The  secret  mazy  cham^els  of  tbe  brain. 
The  melancholic  fiend  (that  worst  despair 
Of  physic)  hence  the  rust«>comp1exionM  m«ui 
Pursues,  whose  blood  is  dry,  whose  fibres  gain 
Too  stretch'  d  a  tone  $  and  hence  in  clii^es  ad  os* 
So  sudden  tumults  seize  the  trembling  nerves. 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly,  if  you  can,  these  violent  extremes 
Of  air ;  the  wholesome  is  nor  moist  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  power  of  choosing  is  deny'd 
To  half  mankind,  a  further  task  ensues ; 
How  best  to  mitigate  these  fell  extn^nies. 
How  breathe  unhurt  the  withering  elfment. 
Or  hazy  atmosphere :  though  custom  moulds 
To  every  clime  the  soft  Promethean  clay: 
And  he  who  first  tbe  fogs  of  Essex  breath'd 
(So  kind  is  native  air)  may  in  th.e  fens 
Of  Essex  from  inveterate  ills  revive 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Beimada  caught. 
But  if  the  raw  and  ooey  heaven  offend ; 
Connect  the  soil,  and  dry  the  sources  up 
Of  wat'ry  exhalation :  wide  and  deep 
Conduct   your   trenches  through  the  (|aaki9£ 

bog; 
Solicitous,  with  all  your  winding  arts. 
Betray  the  unwilling  lake  into  t$e  streani; 
And  weed  tbe  forest,  and  invoke  the  winds 
To  break  the  toils  where  strangled  vapours  lie  ;. 
Or  through  the  thickeU   send   the  crackliDS 


Meantune  at  home  with  cheerf^l  fires  dis|^ 
The  humid  air :  and  let  your  tablp  aipoke 
With  solid  roast  or  bak'd  j  or  whftt  the  her^s 
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Of  Umer  breed  supply ;  or  what  the  wilds 
Yield  to  the  toilsome  pleasures  of  the  chase. 
Geneious    your  wine,   the   boost   of   ripening 

years; 
But  frugal  le  your  cups:  the  languid  frame, 
Vapid  and  sunk  from  yesterday's  debauch, 
Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat'ry  Heavens, 
lint  neither  these  nor  all  Apollo's  arts, 
Disarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  sky, 
Unless  with  exercise  and  manly  toil  [blood. 

You  brace  your  nerves,  and  spur  the  lagging 
The  fat'ning  clime  let  all  the  sons  of  ease 
A\'oid ;  if  indolence  would  wish  to  live. 
Go,  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  slow  year 
111  fairer  skios.     if  droughty  regions  parch 
The  skin  and  lungs,  and   bake  the  thickening 

blood; 
Deep  in  the  waving  forest  choose  your  seat, 
Where  fuming  trees  refresh  the  thirsty  air  ; 
And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  secret  beds, 
And  into  lakes  dilate  their  rapid  stream. 
Here  spread  your  ganlens  wide;  and  let  the  cool. 
The  moist  relaxing  vegetable  store 
Prevail  in  each  repast :  your  food  supply 'd 
By  bieeding  life,  be  gently  wasted  down. 
By  soft  decoction  and  a  mellowing  heat. 
To  liquid  balm  ;  or,  if  the  solid  mass 
Yon  choo3«>,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave: 
That  through  the  thirsty  channels  of  the  blood 
A  smooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 
The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  recess 
Its  nectar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 
To  drown  your  thirst ;  or  let  the  ro.mtling  bowl 
Of  keen  sherbet  the  fickle  taste  relieve. 
For  with  the  viscous  blood  the  simple  stream 
Will  hardly  mingle ;   and  fermented  cups 
Oft  dissipuic  more  moisture  than  they  give. 
Yet  when  pale  seasons  rise,  or  Winter  rolls 
His  horrours  o'er  the  world,  thou  maySt  indulge 
In  ieaits  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  cask*    Then  too  the  scourging  air 
Provokei^  to  keener  toiLs  than  sultry  droughts 
Allow.  But  rarely  we  such  skies  blaspheme. 
tteepM  in  continual  rains,  ur  with  raw  fugs 
Bedew'd,  our  seasons  droop :  incumbent  siill 
Ji  po)¥lcrous  Heaven  overwhelms  the  sinking  soul. 
Lab'ring.  with  storms  in  heapy  mountains  rise 
Th'  imbattled  clouds,  as  if  the  S  ygian  shades 
Had  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  night, 
Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  South  descends. 
Scarce  in  a  showerless  day  the  Heavens  indulge 
Our  melting  clime ;  except  the  baleful  East 
Withers  the  tender  spring,  and  sourly  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.     Our  fathers  talk 
Of  sammei-8,  balmy  air,  and  skies  serce. 
Oood  Heaven  !  for  what  unexpiatcd  crimes 
Thii  dismal  change  !  the  brooding  elements. 
Do  they,  your  powerful  ministers  of  wralb. 
Prepare  some  fierce  exterminating  plague? 
Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 
That  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 
lodujg(9)t  Nature !  O  dissolve  this  glooai ! 
Bind  in  eternal  adamant  Uie  winds 
That  drown  or  wither :  give  the  geaial  Wesjt 
To  breatlie,  and  in  its  tunj  the  sprightly  Noith : 
^d  may  once  mort:  the  circling  8.eas4jns  rule 
The  year ;  not  mix  in  every  monstrous  day. 

Meantime,  the  uioist  malignity  to  shun  [paigo 
Of  burthen 'a  skies;  mark  whvie  th^  drycbam. 


Swells  into  cheerful  hills  :  where  magoram 
And  th)rme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  air  j 
And  where  the  cynorrbodon  '  with  the  rose 
For  fragrance  vies  ;  for  in  the  thirsty  tp^i 
Most  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes. 
There  hid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  bas^g;  st^qp 
Ascend,  there  light  thy  hospitable  fires. 
And  let  them  see  the  winter  mom  arise. 
The  summer  evening  blushing  in  the  West : 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
Oerhung,  defends  you  from  the  blast' ring  tforth. 
And  bleak  affliction  of  the  peevish  East 
Oh  !  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  sonnding  forest  fluctuates  in  the  storm ; 
To  sink  in  warm  reppse,  and  hear  the  dia 
Howl  o*er  the  steady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  sleep.       , 
The  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarser  strain 
Of  waterif  rushing  o*r  the  slippery  rocks, 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambiosial  rest. 
To  please  the  fancy  is  no  trifling  good, 
Where  health  is  studied;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  itith  calm  delight,  promotes  the  just 
And    natural    movements  of  th'   harrnppious 

firame. 
Besides,  the  sportive  brook  for  ever  shakes 
The  trembling  air,  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill 
From  vale  to  mooatain,  with  incessant  change 
Of  purest  element,  refreshing  still 
Your  airy  seat,  and  uninfected  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praise  tlie  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whose  lofty  sides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endless  billows  chjifes. 
His  purer  mansion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  anpoy. 

But  may  no  fogs,  from  lake  or  fenny  plain. 
Involve  my  hill !  and  whereso'er  you  build. 
Whether  on  sun -burnt  Epsom,  or  the  plains 
Wash'd  by  the  silent  Lee ;  in  Chelsea  low. 
Or  high  Blackhcath  with  wintry  winds  a&iaiUd ; 
Dry  Ix;  your  bouse  :    but  airy  more  than  warm. 
Else  every  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  strike 
Vonr  tender  body  through  with  rapid  pains ; 
Fierce  coughs  will  teaieyou,  hoarseness  binM  yo|ir 

voice. 
Or  moist  gravedo  load  your  aching  bro^rs. 
These  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell 
In  cloistered  air  tainted  with  steaming  life, 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms ; 
And  still  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  every  window  drink  the  liquid  sky. 

Need  we  the  suuny  situation  here. 
And  theatres  open  to  the  South,  commend  ? 
Here,  where  the  morning's  misty  breath  Infests 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ?   How  sickly  grow. 
How  pale,  the  plants  in  those  ill-fated  vales, 
lliat,  cirt'led  round  with  the  spgantic  heap 
Of  mount^iins,  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  Sim ! 
While  on  the  neighbouring  hill  the   rose  in* 

flames 
Tlie  verdant  spring  ;  in  virgin  beauty  blons 
The  tender  lily,  languishingly  sweet; 
O'er  every  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  summer's  ray. 
Nor  less  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  fost'ring  Sun,  whose  energy  dirine 

9  The  wild  rose,  or  that  which  grows  on  the 
common  briar. 
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XHrells  oot  in  mortal  fire;  whose  gen'rous  heat 
Glows  thro'  the  mass  of  grosser  elemeDts, 
And  kindles  into  life  the  ponderous  spheres. 
Cheered  by  thy  kind  inyigorating  warmth. 
We  court  iby  beams,  great  majesty  of  day  ! 
If  not  the  soul,  the  regent  of  this  world, 
First-born  of  Heaven,  and  only  less  than  God  I 
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-^^Kouca  of  air.    A  desert  subject  now, 
Kougber  and  wilder,  rises  to  my  sight. 
A  barren  waste,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Muse's  brow  ;   not  ev'n  a  proud 
StupendoMs  solitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath. 
To  rouse  a  noble  horrour  in  the  soul : 
But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  errour  leads 
Thro*  endless  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields !  the  humbler  arts 
Of  life ;  the  table  and  the  homely  gods 
Demand  my  song.     Elysian  gales,  adieu ! 
The  blood,   the  fountain  whence  the  spirits 
flow. 
The  generous  stream  that  waters  every  part, 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  every  particle  that  moves  or  lives  ;■ 
This  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tubes 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded ;  scourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round  ; 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  lasts  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature;  virulent  and  tbm 
It  grows ;  and  now,  but  that  a  thtiu5?and  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight,  it  would  destroy 
The  parts  it  cherish'd  and  repaired  betbre. 
Besides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildest  mosnt  nectareous  tide 
That  ripening  Nature  rolls  j  as  in  the  stream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;    but  what  tlic  force 
Of  plastic  fluids  hourly  battei^  down, 
That  very  force,  tho»e  plastic  particles 
Rebuild  :  so  mutable  the  state  of  man. 
For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  given, 
Daily  with  fresh  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  ex]}ense  of  life, 
This  necessary  waste  of  flesh  and  blood. 
Hence,  the  concoct ive  powers,  with  various  art, 
Subdue  the  cruder  aliments' to  chyle  ; 
'1  he  chyle  to  blood ;  the  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  which  thro*  finer  arteries 
T6  different  parts  their  winding  counie  pursue  ; 
To  try  new  changes,  and  new  forms  put  on, 
Orfor  the  public,  or  some  pri\'ate  use. 

Nothhig  so  foteign  but  tb'  athletic  bind 
Can  labour  into  blood.    The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  tinn ; 
By  violent  powers  too  easily  subu'd. 
Too  soon  expell'd.     His  daily  lalionr  thaws, 
To  friendly  chyie,  the  most  rebellions  mass 
That  salt  can  harden,  or  the  smoke  of  years ; 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  luscioos  bacon  rue. 
Nor  that  which  Cestria  ;>ends,  tenacious  [lasle 
Of  solid  milk.     But  ye  of  softer  clay, 
Infirm  and  delicate !  and  ye  who  waste 
With  pale  and  bloated  sloth  the  tedious  day  ! 
Avoid  the  stubborn  aliment,  avoid 


The  full  repast ;  and  let  sagacious  age 
Grow  wiser,  lesson'd  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  sutitiliz'd  to  chyle,  the  liquid  food 
Readiest  obeys  th'  assimilating  powers ; 
And  soon  the  tender  vegetable  mass 
Relents  ;  and  soon  the  young  of  those  that  Ireaii 
The  stedfast  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abys, 
Or  pathless  sky.     And  if  the  steer  roust  fall, 
In  youth' and  sanguine  vigour  let  him  die ; 
Nor  stay  till  rigid  9.^,  or  heavy  ails, 
Ab»>lve  him  ill-requited  from  the  yoke. 
Some  with  hi^h  forage,  and  luxuriant  ^se. 
Indulge  the  veteran  ox  ;  but  wiser  thon. 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  tbebarrenrdotnu, 
Expect  the  flocks  by  firugal  Nature  fed; 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercise 
Kefin'd  and  scanty  fiwre  :  for,  old  or  young, 
The  stalPd  are  never  healthy  ;  nor  the  cramm'd. 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholesome  food,  the  abominable  growth 
Of  rest  and  gluttony ;  the  prudent  taste 
Rejects  like  bane  such  loathsome  luscioasness. 
The  languid  stomach  curses  even  the  purd 
Delicious  &t,  and  all  the  race  of  oil : 
For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 
Its  feeble  tone;  and  with  the  eager  lymph 
(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets; 
Coyly  they  mix,  and  shun  with  slippery  wiles' 
The  woo*d  embrace.     Th'  irresoluble  oil. 
So  gentle  late  and  blandishing,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  o'erflows :  what  tumults  Bene*', 
Whathorfors  rise,  were  liauseous  to  relate. 
Choose  leaner  viands,  ye  whose  jovial  make 
I'oo  fast  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes : 
Chobse  sober  ro'eals*;  and  rouse  to  active  life 
Vour  cumbrous  clay  ;  noron  the  enfeebling  down, 
Irresolute,  protract  tfte  morning  hours. 
But  let  the  man  whose  bones  are  thinly  clad, 
With  cheerful  ease  and  succulent  repast 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ;  for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfect  slioity. 

T  could  relate  what  table  this  d euiands. 
Or  that  complexion  ;  what  the  various  powers 
Of  various  foods  :  but  fifty  years  would  roll, 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  done. 
Besides,  there  often  lurks  sortie  namelera,  strange, 
Peculiar  thinjf ;  nor  on  the  skin  display 'd. 
Felt  in  the  pulse,  nor  in  the  habh  nen ; 
Which  finds  a  poison  in  the  food  that  most 
The  temp'rature  affects.     There  are,  whose  Wood 
Impetuous  rages  thro'  the  turgid  veins. 
Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  India 
Than  the  moist  melon,  or  pale  cucumber. 
Of  chilly  natiire  others  fly  the  board 
Supply'd  with  slaughter,  and  the  vernal  powers 
For  cooler,  kinder  sustenance  implore. 
Some  even  the  generous  nutriment  detest 
Which,  in  the  shell,  the  sleeping  embryo'rters. 
Some,  more  unhappy  still,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales ;  soft,  delicious  and  benign : 
The  balmy  quintessence  of  every  ftmer, 
And  every  grateful  herb  that  decks  the  spring; 
The  fost'ring  dew  of  tender  sprouting  life ; 
The  bi^it  refection  of  declining  age  ; 
The  kind  restorative  of  those  who  lie 
Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  donbtful  fetiifK 
Of  nature  struggling  in  the  grasp  of  death. 
Try  all  the  boi^ities  of  this  fertile  gtobe. 
There  is  not  such  a  salutary  food 
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As  sniU^tb  every  xtomach.    But  (except, 
Amid  the  mingled  mass  of  fish  and  fowl, 
And  boird  and  bak'd,  you  hesitate  by  which 
You  sunk  oppressed,  or  whether  not  by  all) 
Jaught  by  experience  soon  you  may  discern 
What  pleases,  what  offends.     Avoid  the  cates 
That  lull  the  sicken *d  appetite  too  long ; 
Or  heave  with  fev'rish  flushings  all  the  face. 
Burn  in  the  palms,    and  parch  the  rotigiruing 
tongue; 
'.Or  much  diminish  or  too  much  increase 
Th'  expense,  which  Nature's  wise  economy. 
Without  or  waste  or  a^-arioe,  maintains. 
Such  cates  abjur'd,  let  prowling  hunger  loose. 
And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 
lliey  scarce  can  err  amid  the  various  stores 
lliat  burst  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 
Led  by  sagacious  taste,  the  ruthless  king 
Of  beasts  on  blood  and  slaughter  only  lives ; 
The  tiger,  fbrmM  alike  to  cruel  meals. 
Would  at  the  manger  starve:  of  mildei  seeds 
The  generous  horse  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  his  wish  ;  tho*  fobling  Greece  reiwund 
The  Thracian  steeds  with  human  carnage  wild. 
Prompted  by  instinct's  never-erring  power. 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
But  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  every  clime. 
With  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds. 
Directed,  bounded,  by  this  power  within. 
Their  cra^ngs  are  well-aim'd  :  voluptuous  man 
Is  by  superior  faculties  misled ; 
Misled  from  pleasure  even  in  quest  of  joy. 
Sated  with  Nature's  boons,  what  thousands  seek, 
With  dishes  tortured  from  their  native  taste, 
Andlnad  variety,  to  spur  beyond 
Its  wiser  will  the  jaded  appetite ! 
Is  thia  for  pleasure  ?    Learnajuater  taste  ; 
And  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury. 
Or  if  it  pride  ?    Pursue  some  nobler  aim, 
Dismiss  your  parasites  who  praise  for  hire  ; 
And  earn  the  fair  esteem  of  honest  men,  [yours, 
Whose  praise  is  fame.     Form'd  of  such  clay  as 
The  sick,  the  needy,  shiver  at  your  gates. 
Even  modest  want  may  bless  your  hand  unseen, 
Tho^  hush'd  in  patient  wretchedness  at  home. 
Is, there  no  virgin,  grac'd  with  ev'ry  charm 
But  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 
No  ymith  of  genius,  whose  neglected  bloom 
Unfoster'd  sickens  in  the  barren  shade  ? 
No  worthy  man  by  fortune's  random  blows. 
Or  by  a  heart  too  generous  and  humane, 
Constrain'd  to  leave  his  hf^ppy  natal  seat. 
And  sigh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  his  own  ? 
There  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
A  thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth, 
Without  one  fool  or  'flatterer  at  your  board. 
Without  one  hour  of  sickness  or  dii»gust. 

But  other  ills  th'  ambiguons  feast  pursue, 
Besides  provoking  the  lascivious  taste. 
Such  various  foods,  tho'  harmless  each  alone, 
Each  other  violate  ;  and  oft  we  see 
W^hat  strife  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane, 
From  combinations  of  obnoxious  things. 
Th'  unbounded  taste  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit's  diet  needlessly  severe. 
But  would  you  long  the  sweets  of  health  enjoy. 
Or  husband  pleasure ;  at  one  impious  meal 
Exhaust  nut  half  the  bounties  uf  the  year. 
Of  every  realm.     It  matters  not  meanwhile 


How  much  to  morrow  differ  from  to  day ; 
So  far  indulge;  'tis  fit,  besides,  that  man, 
To  change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  inur'd. 
But  stay  the  curious  appetite,  and  taste 
With  caution  fruits  you  never  tried  before. 
For  want  of  use  the  kindest  aliment 
Sometimes  offends;   while  custom   tames   the 

rage 
Of  poison  to  mild  amity  with  lifr. 

So  Heaven  has  form*d  us  to  the  general  taste 
Of  ali  its  ;;ifts :  so  custom  has  improv'd 
This  bent  of  nature  ;  that  few  simple  foods. 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield. 
Bat  by  excess  offend.     Beyond  the  seuse 
Of  light  refection, *at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  often  ;  nor  protract  the  feast 
To  dull  satiety ;  till  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expansive  sool 
Oppreas'd,  and  srootber'd  the  celestial  fire. 
The  stomach,  urg'd  beyond  its  active  tone. 
Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  subdues 
The  softest  food:  unfinish'd  and  deprav'd. 
The  chyle,  in  all  its  future  wanderings,  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain  ;  not  by  purer  streams 
So  to  be  clear 'd,  but  foulness  will  remain. 
To  sparkling  wine  wbat.forment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'd  grape  ?  or  what  mechanic  skill 
From  the  erode  ore  can  spin  the  ductile  gold  ? 

Gross  riot  treasures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues:  but  more  immedicable  ills 
Attend  the  lean  extreme.     For  physic  knows 
How  to  disburthan  the  too  tumid  veins. 
Even  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  blood  : 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
(V>llaps*d  and  shrunk  with  long  inanity. 
And  with  balsamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dried  and  worn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  second  spring  ; 
Or  the  tall  ash,  long  raviah'd  from  the  soil, 
JPhro'  wither'd  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey ;  not  often  wait 
Till  hunger  sharpen  to  corrosive  pain  : 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feast  beyond 
What  nature  well'can  bear :  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverse. 
Too  greedily  th'  exhausted  veins  absorb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities,  by  the  flfm-setsvBge 
And  famine  humbled,  may  this  verse  be  borne; 
And  hear,  ye  hardiest  sons  that  Albion  breeds, 
Long toss'd and  famish*d  on  the  wintry  main; 
The  war  shook  off,  or  liospitable  shore 
Attain'd,  with  temperance  bear  the  shock  of  ioy  ; 
Nor  crown  with  festive  rites  th'  auspicious  day : 
Such  feasts  might  prove   more  fatal  than  the 

waves. 
Than  war  or  fomine.    While  the  vital  fire 
Bums  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  spark 
With  what  the  soonest  feeds  its  kindest  touch 
Be  frugal  ev'n  of  that :   a  litile  give 
At  first }  that  kiudled,  add  a  little  more ; 
Till,  by  deliberate  nourishing,  the  flame 
Revived,  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 
But  tho'  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune) 
Extri  ine^  have  each  their  vice ;  it  much  avail| 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
trom  this  to  that :  so  nature  learns  to  bear 
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Whatever  chance  dr  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.     Besides,  a  meagre  day  subdues 
Tjie  cruder  clods  by  sloth  or  luxury 
CoUdcted,  and  unknds  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  aversion  to  the  feast 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lours ; 
Then  is  the  time  to  shun  the  tempting  boaudy 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day. 
Perhaps  a  fast  §o  seasonabte  starves 
The  latent  sec^ds  of  woe,  which  nwted  once 
Might  cost  you  labour.     But  the  day  return 'd 
Of  festal  luxury,  the  wise  indulge 
Most  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  : 
Then  chiefly  whim  the  summer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  Heavens  j  or  angry  Si  ri  us  sheds 
A  feverish  taint  thro*  the  stitl  gulph  of  air. 
Tbe  moist  cool  viands  then,  and  Duwing  cup 
From  the  fresh  dairy-virgin's  liberal  hand. 
Will  save  y6ar  h^^  from  barm,  tbo*  round  the 

World 
The  dreaded  caosos'  roll  bis  wasteful  fires. 
Pale  humid  Winter  Idves  the  generous  board,' 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  the  warmer  fa^e  ; 
And  lungs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  qtiaking  heart  The  seasons  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of  heat   and    cold;    by  neither 

claimM, 
lufluencM  by  both  ;  a  middle  i^gimen 
Impose.     Thro*  Autumn's  languishing  domain 
Descending,  Nattire  by  degrees  invites 
To  glovring  luxury.     But  from  the  depth 
Of  Winter  i*hefa  th'  invigorated  year 
Emerges ;  when  Favonius,  flush'd  with  love, 
Toyful  aud  young,  in  every  breeze  descends 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride ; 
Then,   shepherds,   then  begin    to    spare  your 

flocks'; 
Ahd  leani,  with  n^ise  huihanity,  to  cheek 
The  lust  of  blood.    Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  offsprifag  to  the  ihdulgent  sky : 
Now  boutoteous  Nature  feeds  with  Idvish  hand 
The  prone  ci-eation ;  yields  ^hat  once  suffic'd 
Their  dainty  sov^feign,  ^hen  the   world    was 

young ; 
Ere  yet  the  barbarous  thirst  of  blood  had  seized 
The  human  breast.—  Each  tolling  rtionth  matures 
The  food  that  suits  it  most ;  so  does  each  clime. 

Far  in  the  horrid  ^ealmS  of  Wiriter,  where 
Th'  establisH'd  ocean  heaps  d  monstrous  waste 
Of  shining  rocks  and  ihountairis  to  the  pole, 
ITiere  lives  a  hardy  race,  whose  plainest  wants 
Relentless  Earth,  their  cruel  step-mother. 
Regards  not.    On  tlie  waste  of  iron  fields, 
iJntamM,  intractable,  no  harvests  wave : 
Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownish  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.     In  this  frozen  world 
Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain  :  a  fitter  meal 
Is  eam'd  with  ease ;  for  here  the' fruitful  spawn 
Of  ocean  swarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  generous  fare  and  luxury  profuse. 
These  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know : 
These,  and  their  willing  slave  the  deer  that  crops 
The  shrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
.Girt  by  the  burning  zone,  not  thus  the  South 
Her  swarthy  sons  in  either  Ind  ifiaintains : 
Or  thirsty  Libya ;  from  whose  fervid  loins 
Tfie  lion  bursts,  and  every  fiend  that  roams 
Tb'  afirighted  wilderness.    The  mountain  berd> 

3    The  burning  fever. 


Adust  and  dry,  no  sweet  repast  affords ; 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  such  kinds  produce. 
So  perfect,  so  delicious,  as  the  shoals 
Of  icy  Zembla.     Rashly  where  the  blood 
Brews  feverish  frays;    where  scarce  the  tubes 

sustain 
Its  tumid  fervour,  and  tempestuous  course; 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  such  gifts  as  these. 
But  here  in  livid  ripeness  melts  ihe  grape : 
Here,  finished  by  invigorating  suns. 
Thro*  the  green  shade  the  golden  orange  glows  : 
Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A  generous  pulp :  the  cocoa  swells  on  high 
With  milky  riches  ;  and  in  horrid  mail 
The  crisp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  sweets. 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny  :  in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  flourish,  even  too  proud  to  live  ; 
Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 
To  vapid  life.     Here  with  a  mother's  smile 
Glad  Amaltbea  poirrs  her  cop'ous  horn. 
Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns  :  the  autumnal  aea 
In  boundless  billows  fluctuates  o*er  their  plaios. 
What  suits  the  climate  best,  xvbat  suits  the  men. 
Nature  ptofuses  most,  and  most  the  taste 
Demands.    The  fountain,  edg'd  with  racy  wine 
Or  acid  fruit,  bedews  their  thirsty  souls. 
The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  nmbs 
Supports  in  else  intolerable  air  : 
While  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  assuage 
The  torrid  Hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

Now  come  ye  Naiads^  to  the  fountains  lead  ; 
Now  let  me  wander  thro'  your  gelid  reign. 
I  bum  to  view  th'  enthusiastic  wilds 
By  mortal  else  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund  'ring  o*er  the  ruin'd  cUfls. 
With  holy  reverence  I  approach  the  rocks  [song. 
Whence  glide  the  streams  renown 'd  in  andeot 
Here  from  the  desert  down  the  rumbling  steep 
First  springs  the  Nile  ;  here  bursts  the  sonnding 
In  angry  waves ;  Euphrates  hence  devolves  [Po 
A  mfghty  flood  to  water  half  the  East; 
And  there  in  Gothic  solitude  reclin'd, 
The  cheerless  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  urn. 
What  solemn  twilight !  what  stupendous  shades 
Enwrap  these  infant  floods  !  thro*  every  nerve 
A  sacred  horrour  thrills,  a  pleasing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.   The  forest  df  epenf;  round  ; 
And  more  gigantic  still  th^  impending  ti^ees 
Stretch  their  extravagant  arnlsathwartthe  gloom. 
Are  these  the  confines  of  some  fairy  world  ?. 
A  land  of  genii  ?  Say,  beyond  these  wilds 
What  unknown  nations  ?  If  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies.     And  whither  leads. 
To  what  strange  region.*,  or  of  bliss  or  pain» 
That  subterraneous  way  !  Propitious  maids. 
Conduct  me,  whil6  with  fearfiil  steps  I  tread 
This  trembling  ground.  The  task  remains  to  sing 
Your  gifts' (so  Pafeon,  so  the  powers  of  health 
Command)  to  prais*  your  chrystal  element : 
The  chief  ingredient  in  Heaven's  various  works : 
Whose  flexile  genius  sparkles  in  the  gem. 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine ; 
The  vehicle,  the  source,  of  nutriment 
And  life,  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfortable  streams  >  with  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thirsty  qua# 
New  lifi^  in  you ;  fresh  vigour  fills  thdr  veifig. 
No  warmer  cups  the  rtt'ml  agc^  kne* ; 
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^olft  ^rtuiuer  mitf^t  fht  sires  of  hamafi  Itiod. 
Happy  in  temperate  peace  !  their  equd\  days 
Felt  not  th*  tftemate  fits  of  feverish  mirth. 
And  lick  dejection.    Still  serene  and  pleas'd 
They  knew  no  peitis  but  what  the  tender  ^oul 
With  pleasure  yields  to,  and  woald  ne'er  forget. 
Blest  irith  divine  immunity  from  ails/ 
long  centuries  Chey  livM ;  their  only  fete 
Was  rit>e  otd  age,  and  rather  sleep  than  death. 
Oh  !  eould  those  worthies  from  the  world  of  Gods 
Return  to  visit  their  degenerate  sons. 
How  would  they  scorn  the  joys  of  modem  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improved  to  pain  I 
Too  happy  they !-  but  wealth  brought  luxury, 
And  luxury  on  sloth  begot  disease. 
Leam    temperance,  friends;  and  bear  without 

disdain 
The  choice  of  «rater.    Thus  the  Coan  sage  « 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  leam'd  of  every  sehool. 
What  least  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  best:  the  lightest  then ;  what  bears  the  touch 
Of  fire  the  least,  and  soonest  mounts  in  air ; 
The  most  insfphS ;  the  most  void  of  smell. 
Such  the  rude  mountain  from  his  horrid  sides 
Pours  do^  ;  such  waters  in  the  sandy  vale 
For  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frost  s 
And  sammers  heat  secure.    The  crystal  stream, 
Thro'  rocks  rebounding,  or  lor  many  a  mile 
Cer  the  chaTd  pebbles  hurl'd,  yields  wholesome, 

pore. 
And  mellowdraaghts  ;  except  when  winter  thaws,' 
And  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide. 
Tho'  thirst  were  e'er  so  resolute,  a%'oid 
The  sordid  lake,  and  all  such  drowsy  floods 
As  fill  firom  Lethe  Belgia's  slow  canals  ; 
(With  rest  corrupt,  with  \egetalion  green ; 
Squalid  with  generation,  and  the  birth 
Of  little  monsters ;]  till  the  power  of  fire 
Has  firom  profane  embraces  disengag'd 
The  violated  lymph.     The  virgin  stream 
In  boiling  wastes  its  finer  soul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  Simple  element  dilutes 
The  fbod,  or  gives  the  chyle  so  soon  to  flow. 
But  where  the  stomach  indolent  and  cold 
Toys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
Th'  insipid  stream  :  tho'  golden  Ceres  yields 
A  more  voluptuous,  a  more  sprightly  draught ; 
Perhaps  more  active.     Wine  unmix'd,  and  all 
The  gluey  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyss 
Of  fermentation  spring  ;  with  spirit  fraught. 
And  furious  with  intoxicating  fire  ; 
Itetatt!  oohooction,  and  preserve  unthaw*d 
Th'  embodied   miss.    You   see  what  countless 
Embaim'd  In  flery  ^^utRtesscnce  of  wine,  [years, 
The  punv  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
TIterender  rudiments  of  life,  the  slim 
ITuravelHngs  afmifaute  anatomy, 
Maintain  their  texture,  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curse  not  wine  :  the  vilte  etcess  wc  blame ; 
M<»«  fhiitfbl  than  th'  accumulated  board, 
Of  pain  and  misery,     ^or  the  subtle  draught 
Faster  and  stit«r  swells  the  vital  tide  ; 
And  with  more  active  poison  than  the  floods 
Of  grosser  crudity  convey,  pervades 
The  far  remote  meandem'  of  our  frame. 
Ah  I  sly  deceiver !  branded  o'fer  and  o^cr. 
Yet  still  belief  d  !  ekblting  o'er  the  wreck 
Of  sober  TOWS  ! — But  the  Parnassian  maids 

*  Hippocrates. 


Another  time  perhaps  shall  sing  the  joys  *, 
The  fatal  charrts,  the  many  woes  of  wine; 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  various  powers. 

Meantime,    1  would    not  always  dread  ihb 
bott'l, 
Nor  every  trespass  shun.     Th6  feverish  strife, 
Kous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  subdues,  expels 
The  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life ; 
And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
Th'  obstructed  tubes.  Besides,  this  restless  wurld 
Is  full  of  chances,  which,  by  habit's  power. 
To  leam  to  bear  is  easier  than  to  shun. 
Ah  !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  ^old. 
Or  sacred  country  calls,  with  mellowing  wine 
To  moisten  well  the  thirsty  suffrages ; 
Say  how,  unseasoned  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Comos  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  ? 
Then  learn  to  revel ;  but  by  slow  degrees : 
By  slow  degrees  the  liberal  arts  are  won ; 
And  Hercules  grew  strong.  But  when  you  smooth 
The  brows  of  care,  indulge  your  festive  vein 
In  cups  by  welUinformM  experience  found 
The  least  your  bane :  and  only  with  your  friends. 
There  are  sweet  follies  ;  frailties  to  be  seen    , 
By  friends  alone,  and  men  uf  generous  minds. 

Oh  !  seldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  !  I  would  not  daily  taste. 
Except  when  life  declines,  even  sober  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids. 
With  frugal  nectar,  smooth  and  slow  with  balm, 
The  sapless  habit  daily  to  bedew, 
And  give  the  hesitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play.     Bui  youth  has  better  joys ; 
And  is  it  wise  when  youth  with  pleasure  flows, 
To  squander  the  reliefs  of  age  and  pain ! 

What  dextrous  thousands  just  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  course  ! 
Perhaps  no  sickly  qualms  bedim  their  days* 
No  morning  admonitions  shock  the  bead. 
But,  ah !  what  woes  remain  !  life  rolls  apace 
And  that  incurable  disease,  old  age, 
In  youthful  bodies  more  severely  felt. 
More  sternly  active,  shakes  their  blasted  prime  ^ 
Except  kind  Nature  by  some  hasty  blow 
Prevent  the  lingermg  fates.  For  know,  whate'er 
Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  on 
l*he  sanguine  tide;  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 
High-season'd  fare,  or  exercise  to  toil 
Protracted  ;  spurs  to  its  last  stage  tir'd  life. 
And  sows  the  temples  with  untimely  snow. 
When  life  is  new  th8  ductile  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increasing  force ;  and,  day  by  day. 
The  growth  advances  :  'till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (from  their  elemental  veins  ', 

»  See  Book  IV. 

*  In  the  human  body,  as  well  as  in  those  of 
other  animals,  the  larger  blood-vessels  are  com^ 
posed  of  smaller  ones ;  which,  by  the  violent  mo« 
tion  and  pressure  of  the  fluids  in  the  lai^ge  vessels, 
lose  their  cavities  by  degrees,  and  degenerate  into 
impervious  chords  or  fibres.  In  proportion  as 
these  small  vessels  becpme  solid,  the  larger  must 
of  course  become  less  extensile,  more'  rigid,  and 
make  a  stronger  resistance  to  the  action  of  the 
heart,  and  force  of  the  blood.  From  this  gra- 
dual condensation  of  the  smaller  vessels,  and  con- 
sequent ngidity  of  I  he  larger  ones,  the  progress  of 
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-CondeDsM  to  aoHd  cbordb)  a  firmer  tone* 
Sastain,  and  just  sastain,  th'  impetuous  blood. 
Here  stops  the  growth.     With  overbearing  pulse 
And  pressure,  still  the  great  destroy  the  snail ; 
Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  small  grow  strong. 
Life  glows  meantime,  amid  the  grinding  force 
Of  viscous  fluids  and  elastic  tubes ; 
Its  various  functions  rigorously  are  plied 
By  strong  machinery  $  and  in  solid  health   ,     ^ 
The  man  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o'er  disease. 
But  the  fvH  ocean  ebbs :  there  is  a  point, 
By  Nature  fix'd,  when  life  must  downward  tend. 
For  still  the  beating  tide  consolidates 
The  stubborn  vessels,  more  reluctant  still 
To  the  weak  throbs  of  th*  ill  supported  heart. 
This  languishing,  these  strengthVing  by  degrees 
To  hard  unyielding  unelastic  bone, 
Thro'  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 
Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on  ; 
It  loiters  still ;    and  now  H  stirs  no  more. 
This  is  the  period  fe^  attain  ;  the  death 
Of  Nature;  thus  (so  Heaven  ordain*d  it)  life 
Destroys  itself;    and   could   these  laws   have 

chang'd 
-Nestor  might  now    the   fates  of  Troy  relate; 
And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  song. 
What  does  not  fade  ?  the  tower  that  long  had 

stood 
The  crush  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds, 
Shook  by  the  slow,  but  sure  destroyer.  Time, 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  base. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brass, 
Descend  :  the  Babylonian  spires  are  sunk; 
Acfaaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Time  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones. 
And  tottering  empires  crush  by  their  own  weight. 
'This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old ; 
And  all  those  worlds  that  roll  around  the  Sun, 
The  Sun  himself,  shall  die ;  and  ancient  Night 
Again  involve  the  desolate  abyss : 
'Till  the  Oreat  Father  thro*  the  lifeless  gloom 
Bxtend  his  arm  to  light  another  world, 
And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws. 
For  through  the  regions  of  unbounded  space. 
Where  unconfln*d  Omnipotence  has  room. 
Being,  in  various  systems,  fluctuates  still 
Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay : 
It  ever  did,  perhaps  and  ever  will. 
New  worids  are  still  emerging  from  the  deep ; 
The  old  descending,  in  their  turns  to  rise. 
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Tbro'  various  toils  th*  adventurous  Muse  has 

past; 
But  half  the  foil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  is- her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  song; 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament ;  and  I 
But  little  practised  in  th*  Aonian  arts. 
Yet  not  in  vain  such  labours  have  we  tried, 

the  human  body  from  infancy  to  old  age  is  ac- 
counted for. 


If  aught  these  lays  the  fickle  health  coofinn. 
To  you,  ye  delicate,  I  write ;  for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philoaophic  cares. 
And  grow  still  paler  by  the  midnight  lampa. 
Not  to  debilitate  with  tinoorous  rules 
A  hardy  frame:  nor  needlessly  to  brave 
Inglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  streogih. 
Is  all  the  lesson  that  in  wholesome  years 
Concerns  the  strong.     His  care  were  ill  bestow'd 
Who  would  with  warm  effeminacy  nurse 
The  thriving  oak  which  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Bears  all  the  blasts  that  sweep  the  wint'ry  Hea- 
ven. 

Behold  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  dust,  in  rain,  in  cokl  and  sultry  skies! 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood. 
Nought  anxious  he  what  sickly  stars  asoeod. 
He  knows  no  laws  by  Esculapius  giveo  ; 
He  studies  none.     Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Inf^t,  nor  those  eihrenom*d  shafts  that  fly 
Wlien  rabid  Sirius  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temperate  mesls. 
Robust  with  labour,  and  by  custom  steel'd 
To  e^'ery  casualty  of  varied  life; 
Serene  he  bears  the  peevish  eastern  blast. 
And  uninfected  breathes  the  mortal  south. 

Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  sober  life; 
Of  labour  such.     By  health  the  peasant'^  toil 
Is  well  repaid ;  if  exercise  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temperance  pain*  By  arts  like  these 
Laconia  nursM  of  old  her  hardy  sons ;  C*^y> 

And  Rome's   unconquer'd  legions    urg'd    tb«r 
Unlinrt,  through  every  toil  in  every  climie. 

Toil,  and  be  strong.  By  toil  the  flaccid  uerves 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  tooe  ; 
The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  subdu'd, 
Mellow'd  and  subtilized ;  the  vapid  old 
ExpelI'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come,  my  companions,  ye  who  feel  the  charms 
Of  Nature  and  the  year ;  come,  let  us  stray 
Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk : 
Come,  while  the'  soft  voluptuous  breezes  £ui 
The  fleecy  Hea%'ens,  enwrap  the  limbs  in  balm. 
And  shed  a  charming  languour  o*er  the  soul. 
Nor  when  bright  Winter  sows  with  prickly  frost 
The  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  irarmth 
Indulge  at  home ;  nor  even  when  Eunis*  blasts 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'riog  woods. 
My  liberal  walks,  save  When  the  skies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  season  should  confine 
Or  to  the  cloister'd  gallery  or  arcade. 
Go,  climb  the  mountain ;  from  th'  ethereal  soaroe 
Imbibe  the  recent  gale.    The  cheerful  mora 
Beams p^er  the  hills;    go,  mount  th'  exulting 

steed. 
Already,  see,  the  deep>mouth'd  beagles  catcb 
The  tainted  mazes;  and,  on  eager  sport 
Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  try 
Each  doubtful  trace.    Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chase  the  desperate  deer; 
And  through  its  deepest  solitudes  awidLe 
The  vocal  forestMrith  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breathless  chase  o'er  hill  and  dale 
Exoee<l  your  strength,  a  sport  of  leos  fatigue. 
Not  less  delightful,  the  prolific  stream 
Affords.    The  crystal  rivulet,  that  o'er 
A  stony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze, 
Swarms  with  the  silver  fry.    Such,  through  the 
bounds 
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Of  pastoral  Stafford,  nins  the  brawling:  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  sprung  from  Cumbrian  mountains ; 
such  [stream 

The  Esk,  o*erhung  with   woods  ;    and  such  the 
On  whose  Arcadian  banks  I  first  drew  air, 
L.iddel ;  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays 
Ton'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  Io\*e-8ick  swains, 
Unknown  in  Song;  though  not  a  purer  stream. 
Through  mends  more  flowery,  more   romantic 
groves.  [flood ! 

Riills  toward  the  western  main.     Hail,  sacred 
May  still  thy  hospitable  swains  be  blest 
In  rural  innocence  ;  thy  mountains  still 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race ;  thy  tuneful  woods 
Forever  flourish ;  and  thy  vales  look  gay 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  grain  ! 
Oft,  with  thy  blooming  sons,  «'hen  life  was  new, 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm'd  with  toys. 
In  thy  transparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd : 
Oft  trac'd  with  patient  steps  thy  fairy  banks. 
With  the  well-imlUted  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  slender  line 
And  yielding  rod  solicit  to  the  shore 
The  struggling  panting  prey ;  while  venial  clouds 
And  tepid  gales  obscured  the  ruflled  pool. 
And  from  the  deeps   call'd  forth  the  wanton 
swarms* 
Formed  on  the  Samian  school,  or  those  of  Ind, 
There  are  who  think  these  pastimes  scarce  hu- 
mane. 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentless  I) 
His  Hie  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  stains. 
But  if  through  genuine  tenderness  of  heart. 
Or  secret  want  of  relish  for  the  game. 
You  shun  the  glories  of  the  chase,  nor  care 
To  haont  the  peopled  stream  ;  the  garden  yields 
A  soft  amusement,  an  huoiane  delight. 
To  raise  tb*  insipid  nature  of  the  ground  -, 
Or  tame  its  savage  genius  to  the  grace 
Of  careless  sweet  mstiorty,  that  seems 
The  amiable  result  of  happy  chance. 
Is  to  create ;  and  giv^  a  god-like  joy. 
Which  every  year  improves.     Nor  then  disdain 
To  check  the  lawless  riot  of  the  trees,  ^ 
To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 
O  happy  be  I  whom,  when  hb  yean  decline, 
(Hb  fortune  and  his  fiime  by  worthy  means 
Attain*d,  and  equal  to  his  moderate  mind ; 
His  life  approv*d  by  all  the  wise  and  good. 
Even  envied  by  the  vain)  the  picaceful  groves 
Of  Epicums,  from  this  stormy  world. 
Receive  to  rest;  of  all  ungrateful  cares 
Ahaolv'd,  and  sacred  from  the  selfish  crowd. 
Happiest  of  men  I  if  the  fnme  soil  inVites 
A  chosen  few,  oompaniorts  of  his  youth, 
Once  felkm-nkes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends; 
With  whom  in  easy  commerce  to  pursue 
Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  for  sylvan  fome : 
A  foir  ambition ;  void  of  strife  or  guile. 
Or  jeakxisy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 
Who  plans  tfa*  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 
The  vistobest,  and  best  conducts  the  stream  : 
Whose  groves  the  fastest  thicken  anfl  ascend ; 
Whom  first  the  welcome  Spring  salutes ;    who 


The  earliest  Uoom,  the  sweetest  proudest  charms 
Of  Fkn;  who  best  gives  Fomotm's  juice 
To  match  the  sprigMiy  genius  of  ebampaprne. 
Thrieetap^days!  in  rural  busiiiesi  pa$t: 
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(  Blest  winter  nights !  when  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  fomily 
With  soft  domestic  arts  the  hours  beguile, 
And  pleasing  talk  that  starts  no  timorous  fome. 
With  witless  Wantonness  to  hunt  it  down : 
i>r  through  the  foiry-Iand  of  tale  or  song 
Delighted  wander,  in  fictitious  fotes 
Engag'd,  and  all  tiiat  strikes  humanity: 
Till  lost  in  fable,  they  the  stealing  hour 
Of  timely  rest  forget.     Sometimes,  at  ere 
His  neighbonrs  lift  the  latch,  and  bless  unhid 
His  festal  roof;  while,  o'er  the  light  repast. 
And  sprightly  cops,  they  mix  in  social  joy  ; 
And,  through  the  maze  of  conversation,  trace 
WHate*er  amuses  or  improves  the  miod. 
Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I  delight  to  taste 
The  native  zest  and  flavour  of  the  fruit. 
Where  sense  grows  wild  and  tastes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent)  honest,  eheerfol  husbandman 
Should  drown  his  labour  in  my  friendly  bowl ; 
And  at  my  table  find  himself  at  home. 

Whate'er  you  study,  in  wbate'er  you  sweat, 
Indulge  your  taste.     Some  love  the  manly  foils ; 
The  tennis  some ;  and  some  the  graceful  dhnce. 
Others  more  hardy,  range  the  purple  heath, 
Or  naked  stubble.;  where,  from  field  to  field. 
The  sounding  coveys  urge  their  labouring  flight; 
Eager  amid  the  rising  cloud  to  pour 
The  gun's  unerring  thunder:  and  there  are 
Whom  still  the  meed  ^  of   the  green  archer 

charms. 
He  chooses  best,  whose  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  most:  thdtoil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  soon,  and  scarce  improves  your 
limbs. 

As  beauty  still' has  blemish,  and  the  mintl 
The  most  accomplbh'd  its  imperfect  side. 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  hisppy  mould 
But  some  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  rest : 
The  legs,  perhaps,  or  arms  refuse  their  load, 
Or  the  chest  labours.    These  assiduously. 
But  gently,  in  their  proper  arts  employed. 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  springy  activity, 
To  which  they  were  not  born.     But  weaker  ports 
Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  discipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils ;  and  as  your  nerves 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  just  steps  aspire  ; 
The  prudent,  even  in  every  moderate  walk. 
At  first  but  saouter,  and  by  slow  degrees 
Increase  their  piice.    I'hb  doctrine  of  the  w7se 
Well  knows  the  master  of  the  flying  steed. 
Pirst  frum  the  goal  the  managed*  coursers  play 
On  bended  reins ;  as  yet  the  skilful  yonth 
Repress  their  foamy  pride ;  but  every  breath 
The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempest  swells. 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  hasiU  way. 
And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  frum  indolence  to  toil 
You  spring,  the  fibres  by  the  hasty  shock 
Are  tir'd  and  crack'd,    before   their  unctuous 

coats, 
Gompress'd,  can  pour  the  lubricaUng  balm« 
Besides,  odilected  in  the  passive  veins. 
The  purple  mass  a  sudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowers  the  heart,  and  deluges  the  lungs 
With  dangerous  inundation :  oft  the  source 

*  This  word  is  fnnch  used  by  some  of  the  old 
English  ftki'iy  and  ngnifics  reward  or  prize. 
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Of  fatal  woes;  a  cough  that  foams  with  blood. 
Asthma,  and  feller  peripneomony  *, 
Or  the  slow  minings  of  the  hectic  fire. 

Th'  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  Heaven  deny'd 
Of  soul  is  well  compensated  in  limbs, 
Oft  from  his  rage,  or  brainless  frolic,  feels 
His  vegetation  and  brute  force  discay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity, 
And  scorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 
Pursued  prolixly,  even  the  gentlest  toil 
Is  waste  of  health  :  repose  by  small  fatigue 
Is  eam'd,   and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  first  moisture  of  the  brows. 
The  fine  and  subtle  spirit^  cost  too  much 
To  be  profus'd,  too  much  the  roscid  balm. 
Dut  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dusty  chase. 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  some  important  day: 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wish'd  repose;  nor  eourt  the  fanning  gale, 
Nor  taste  the  spring.    O !  by  the  sacred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  sisters,  sires. 
Forbear !  no  other  pestilence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  so  fatal,  the  sagacious  Muse 
Thro'  nature's  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace : 
But  there  are  secrets  which  who  knows  not  now. 
Must,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  science ;  and  devote  seven  years  to  toil. 
Besides,  I  would  not  stun  your  patient  ears 
With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  shelves,  and  where  the  whirlpools 

boil, 
What  signs  portend  the  storm :  to  subtler  minds 
He  leaves  to  scan,  ^om  what  mysterious  cause 
Charybdifi  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wave; 
Whence  those  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  sail  can  stem  ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  expects  the  storm,  as  sure 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  shrouded  Heaven. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vied 
For  polish'd  luxury  and  usdul  arts ; 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympic  strife, 
And  warm  Palestra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Th'  athletic  youth  relax 'd  their  weary  limbs. 
Soft  oils  bedew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  nard  and  eassia  fraught,  to  sooth  and  heal 
The   cherish'd  nerves.      Our    less  voluptuous 

clime 
Not  much  invites  ns  to  such  arts  as  these. 
Tis  not  for  those,  whom  gelid  skies  embrace, 
And  chilling  fogs;  whose  piirspiration  feels 
Sueh  frequent  bars  from  Euros  and  the  North ; 
'Tis  not  for  those  to  cultivate  a  skin 
Too  sofl :  or  teach  the  recrcmental  fume 
Too  fast  to  crowd  thro'  such  precarious  ways.  . 
For  through  the  small  arterial  mouths, that  pierce 
In  endless  millions  the  close-woven  skin, 
The  baser  fluid's  in  a  constant  stream 
Escape,  and  viewless  melt  into  the  winds. 
While  this  eternal,  this  most  copious  waste 
Of  blood,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine, 
Maintains  its  wonted  measure,  all  the  poweri 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  ease  and  pleasure  move:  but  this  restrain'd 

*  The  inflammation  of  the  lungs. 


Or  more  or  less,  so  more  or  less  yoO  fet^ 
The  fifnctions  labour  :  from  this  fatal  source 
What  WOTS  descend  is  never  to  be  sung. 
To  take  thcrr  numbers  were  to  count  the  sand? 
That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch'd  Libyan  air; 
Or  waves  that,  when  the  blustering  North  em- 
broils 
The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  German  shore. 
Subject  not  then,  by  soft  emollient  arts. 
This  grand  expense,  on  which  your  fates  dcpecd, 
To  every  ca price  of  the  sky ;  nor  thwaijt 
Tlie  genius  of  your  clime :  for  from  the  blood 
I^east  fickle  rise  the  recremental  steams^ 
And  least  obnoxious  to  the  styptic  air. 
Which  breathe  through  straiter  and  more  calkwa 

pores. 
The  temper'd  Scythian  hence,  half-naked  treads 
His  boundless  snows,    nor  roes  th*  ioclemeot 

Heaven; 
And  hence  our  painted  ancestors  defied 
The  east :  nor  curs'd,  like  us,  their  fickle  sky. 

The  body,  moulded  by  the  clime,  endures 
The  equator  heats  or  hyperhoreaD  frost : 
Except  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn. 
Unwise  you  counteract  its  forming  |M>w'r. 
Rude  at  the  first,  the  winter  shocks  you  less 
By  long  acquaintance :  study  then  3rour  sky. 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obsequious  firame. 
And  learn  to  sufler  what  you  cannot  shun. 
Against  the  rigon  of  a  damp  cold  heav'n 
To  fortify  their  bodies,  somefrequent 
The  gelid  cistern;  and,  where  nought  forbids, 
I  praise  their  dauntless  heart :  a  frame  so  sted'd 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  those  ungenial  blasts 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatisra ; 
The  nerves  so  tempered  never  quit  their  tone. 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  such  hardy  breassts. 
Sot  all  things  have  their  bounds:  and  hewlio 
By  daily  use  the  kindest  regimen  [makci! 

Essential  to  his  health,  should  nerer  mix 
With  human  kind,  nor  art  nor  trade  pursue. 
He  not  the  safe  vicissitudes  «f  life 
Without  some  shock  endures  ^  ill-fitted  be 
To  want  the  known,  or  bear  unusual  things. 
Besides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  pain 
(Since  pain  in  spite  of  all  our  care  will  oome) 
Should  never  with  your  prosperous  days  of  bealtli 
Grow  too  familiar:  for  by  fVequent  use 
The  strongest  medicines  lose  their  healing  power, 
And  even  the  surest  poisons  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  those  who  froitt  the  frozen  Arctos  retch 
Parch'd  Mauritania,  or  the  sultry  west. 
Or  the- wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indostan, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave 
Untwist  their  stubborn  pores  ;  that  full  and  five' 
Th'  evaporation  through  the  soflen'd  skin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  swelling  blood. 
So  may  they  'scape  the  fever's  rapid  flames; 
So  feel  tmtainted  the  hot  breath  of  HelL 
With  us,  t  he  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
17)6  warm  ablution  just  enough  to  clear 
The  sluices  of  the  skin,  enough  to  keep 
I'he  body  sacred  from  indecent  soil. 
Still  to  be  pure,  ev*n  did  it  not  oooduce 
(As  much  it  does)  to  health,  were  greatly  wortk 
Your  daily  pains.     'Tis  t  bis  adorns  the  rich ; 
The  want  of  this  is  poverty's  wont  woe  ; 
With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 
A  decent  grs^pe ;  without  it  youth  and  < ' 
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Arc  loathsome.    'rH»  the  venal  graces  know ; 
SxloubtlcM  do  your  wives:  for  mnrrie<l  sires, 
As  well  as  lovers,  still  pretend  to  taste; 
Nor  is  it  less  (all  pnident  wives  ean  tell) 
To  lose  a  husband's  than  a  lover's  heart. 

But  now  the  hours  and  seasons  when  to  toil 
From  fiircign  themets  recal  my  wandering  song. 
S^tme.  labour  fastintr,  or  but  slightly  fed 
To  lull  the  grinding  atoinach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame 
'  ris  wisely  done :  Ihr  while  the  thinty  veins, 
Impatient  of  lean  pennry>  devour 
The  treasured  oil,  then  is  the  happiest  time 
To  shake  the  lazy  balsam  fn>m  its  reds. 
Now  while  the  stomach  from  the  full  repast 
Subsides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws. 
Ye  leaner  habits,  give  an  liour  to  toil : 
And  ye  whom  no  Inxuriancy  of  growth 
Oppresses  yet,  or  threatens  to  oppress. 
But  from  the  recent  meal  do  labours  please, 
Of  limbs  or  mind.     For  now  the  cordial  powers 
Claim  all  the  wandering  spirits  to  a  work 
Of  strong  and  subtle  toil,  and  great  event : 
A  work  of  time :  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurried,  with  untimely  exercise, 
A  half-otiDOocted  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharged  with  unctuous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demands :  the  lean  elastic  less. 
While  winter  chills  the^  blood  and  binds  the 


No  labours  are  too  bard :  by  those  you  *8cspe 
The  slow  diseases  of  the  torpid  year ; 
Endless  to  name ;  to  one  of  which  alone, 
To  thii  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  slaves 
Is  pleiMre :  Oh  I  from  such  inhuman  pains 
May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel ! 
But  fnmi  the  burning  Lion  when  the  Sun 
Poors  down  his  sultry  wrath;    now  while  the 

blood 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins. 
And  all  the  finer  fluids  throngh  the  skin 
I-jtplore  their  flight;  me,  near  the  cool  cascade 
Reclin'd,  or  sauntering  in  the  lofty  grove, 
No  needless  slight  occasion  should  engage 
To  pant  and  sweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon. 
Now  the  fresh  mom  alone  and  melk>w  cvc 
To  shady  walks  and  actiirc  rural  sports 
lorite.     But,  while  the  chilling  dews  descend, 
May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
Of  humid  skies ;  though  'tis  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrours  of  the  solemn  wood 
While  the  soft  evening  saddens  into  night : 
Though  the  sweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 
Melts  all  the  night  in  strains  of  am'r&us  woe. 
The  shades  descend,   and  midnight  o'er  the 
worid 
Expands  her  sable  wing*.    Great  nature  droops 
Thrt/  all  her  works.    Now  happy  he  whose  toil 
Has  o'er  his  languid  powerless  limbs  diffused 
A  pleasing  laswtude :  he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 
His  powers  the  most  voluptuously  dissolve 
fo  soft  repose:  on  him  the  balmy  dews 
Of  sleep  with  double  nutriment  descend. 
But  would  3rou  sweetly  waste  the  blank  of  night 
In  deep  oblivion;  or  on  Fancy*s  wings 
Visit  the  paradise  of  happy  dreams, 
Aad  wm^en  cheerful  yis  the  lively  room ; 
Oppress  not  mtare  sinking  down  to  rest 


With  leasts  too  late,  too  sordid,  or  too  full : 

But  be  the  firet  concoction  half-mat ur*d 

£re  you  to  mighty  indolence  resign 

Your  passive  faculties.     He  from  the  toils 

And  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil         [rocks 

Retired,  whom  trembling  from  the  tower  that 

Amid  the  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  heigltt,         ^ 

Tlie  busy  demons  hurl ;  or  in  the  main 

O'erwhelm ;  or  bury  struggling  underground. 

Not  all  a  monarch's  luxury  the  woes 

Can  counterpoise  of  that  most  wretched  man, 

Whose  nights  are  shaken  with  the  frantic  fits 

Of  wild  Orestes;  whose  delirious  brain. 

Stung  by  the  furies,  works  with  poison'd  thongbt; 

While  pale  and  monstrous  painting  shocks  the 

soul; 
And  mangled  consciousness  bemoans  itself 
For  ei'er  torn ;  and  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreams  presage,   what  dangers  these  or 

those 
Portend  to  sanity,  tho' prudent  seers 
ReveaPd  of  old,  and  men  of  deathless  fame,  < 
We  would  not  to  the  superstitious  mind  ' 
Suggest  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear. 
'Ks  oura  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
To  banish  omens  and  all  restless  woes. 

In  study  some  protract  the  silent  hours, 
Which  others  consecrate  to  mirth  and  wine  ; 
And  sleep  till  noon,  aad  hardly  live  till  night. 
But  Surely  this  redeems  not  from  the  shades 
One  boar  of  life.    Nor  does  it  naught  avail 
What  season  you  to  drowsy  Morpheus  give 
Of  th»  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day ; 
Or  whether,  through  the  tedious  winter  gloom, 
You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damp&. 
The  body,  fresh  and  vigoitas  from  repose. 
Defies  the  eariy  fogs :  but,  by  the  toils 
Of  wakeful  day  exhausted  and  unstrung. 
Weakly  resisU  the  night's  unwholesome  breath. 
•  The  grand  discharge,  th»  effiisionof  tiieskin, 
Stowly  impair'd,  the  languid  maladies       [steat. 
Creep  on,   and  through  the  sick'ning  functions 
A»t  »  hen  the  chilling  east  invades  the  Spring, 
The  delicate  narcissus  pines  away 
(n  hectic  languor,  and  a  slow  disease 
TainU  all  the  fiimily  of  flowers,  condemnM 
To  cruel  heav'n^.     But  why,  alieady  prone 
To  fade,  should  beauty  cherish  its  own  bane  > 
O  shame!  Opity!  nipt  with  pale  quadrille. 
And  midnight  cares,  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies ! 

By  toH  Bubdu'd,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
Sleep  fiut  and  deep:  their  active  functions  soon 
With  generous  streams  the  subtle  tubes  supply  i 
And  soon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
Peel  the  fresh  impulse  and  awake  the  sou). 
The  sons  of  indolence  with  long  repose 
Grow  torpid ;  and,  with  slowest  Lethe  drunk, 
Ftebly  and  hngVingly  return  to  life, 
Blunt  every  sense  and  pt»w'riess  every  Kmb. 
Ye,    prone  to  sleep   (whom  sleeping  roost  an- 
On  the  hanl  inatiass  or  elastic  couch  [noyv  . 

Extend  your  limbs,  apil  wean  yourselves  IVoju 

sloth; 
Nor  gnulge  the  lean  projector,  of  dry  brain 
And  springy  ner\e»,  the  blandiMiunents  of  down  • 
Nor  dnry  while  the  buried  Bacchanal 
Exhales  hi^  surfeit  in  prolixer  dreams. 

He  without  riot,  in  the  balmy  feast 
Of  life,  the  warit<  of  nature  has  supp'y  M, 
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Who  rises,  oool,  serene,  And  full  of  soul. 

But  pliant  natore  nliore  or  less  demands!^ 

As  custdm  forms  her;  and  all  sqdden  change 

She  hates  of  habit,  even  from  bad  to  good. 

If  fiaults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies, 

Fiom  habits  arge  you  by  long  time  coofirm'd, 

Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  stage  by  stage; 

Slow  as  the  shadow  o'er  the  dial  moves. 

Slow  as  the  stealing  progress  of  the  year. 

Observe  the  circling  year.     How  unperceiv*d 
Her  seasons  change !  Behold  !  by  slow  degrees, 
Stem  Winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  Spring; 
The  ripen'd  Sprinjf  a  milder  Summer's  glows; 
The  parting  Summer  sheds  Pomona's  store. 
And  aged  Autamn  brews  the  winter  slorm. 
Slow  as  they  come,  these  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  shocks :   the  cold  and  torrid  reigns. 
The  two  great  periods  of  the  imporUnt  year. 
Are  in  their  first  approaches  seldom  safe; 
Funeral  Autumn  ail  the  sickly  dread; 
And  the  black  fates  deform  the  lovely  Spring. 
He  weii  advis'd  who  taught  onr  wiser  sires 
Eariy  to  borrow  Muscovy's  warm  spoils. 
Ere  the  first  frost  has  touehM  the  tender  blade; 
And  late  resign  then,  though.lhe  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charnM  with  all  her  sister's 

rays. 
For  while  tlie  e0)uence  of  the  skin  maintains 
Its  native  roeasurC}  the  pleuritic  Spring 
Glides  harmless  by ;  and  Auto  on,  sick  to  death 
With  sallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  numbers  oould  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year :  what  seasons  teem 
With  what  diseases ;  what  the  humid  South 
Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  tlie  East : 
But  you  perhaps  refuse  the  tedious  song, 
Besides,  whatever  piugues  in  heat,  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  OKMSture  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
SkiU'd  to  correct  the  vives  of  the  «iky. 
And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.     But  should  the  public  bane 
infect  you  ;  or  some  trespass  of  your  own. 
Or  flaw  of  nature,  hint  mortality ; 
Soon  as  a  not  unpleasing  borrour  glides 
Along  the  spine,  through  all  your  torpid  limbs ; 
When  first  the  head  throbs,  or  the  stomach  feels 
A  sickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins , 
Be  Celsus  cali'd :  the  fates  iK>roe  rushing  on ; 
The  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  delay. 
While  wilful  you,  and  fstaliy  secure, 
Expect  to  nvirrow's  more  auspicious  snn, 
The  growing  fiest,  whose  infancy  was  weak 
And  easy  vanquished,  with  triumphant  sway 
O'erpow'rs  your  life.    For  want  of  timely  care, 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  woonds. 

Ah  !  ill  uhat  perils  is  vuin  life  engag'd  I 
What  slight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults  destroy 
The  hardiest  frame  1    of  indolence,  of  toil, 
We  die;    ofwaut,  of  superfluity  ; 
The  all-surrounding  Heaven,  the  vital  air. 
Is  big  with  death.      And,    though  the  putrid 
Be  sh ut ;  though .  no  convulsive  a^ny      [South 
Shake,  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world, 
Th'  imprisoned  plagues ;  a  secret  venom  oft 
Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  sad  Byzantiom  seen ! ' 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe. 
Wept  o'er  her  alaugfater'd  sons  and  lonely  streets! 
Even  Albion,  girt  with  less  malignant  skies» 


Albion  the  poison  of  the  gods  has  drank. 
And  felt  the  sting  of  monsters  aU  berown. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Plantagenets  had  speat 
Their  ancient  rage,  at  Bosworth's  purple  lieW ; 
While,  for  which  tyrant  Es^aad  should  recciu\ 
Her  legions  in  incestuous  murders  mia^d. 
And  daily  honours ;  till  the  fiites  were  drank 
With  kindred  UoA)  by  kiadred  hands  profus'd: 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arose,  a  mtinster,  never  known  befwe, 
Rear'd  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head. 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  pests, 
Pursu'd  a  gradual  course,  but  in  a  day 
Riuih*d  as  a  storm  o'er  half  the  astotiish^d  islf , 
And  strew'd  with  sudden  carcases  the  land. 

First,  through  the  sliouldeTS,  or  whatever  pan 
Was  seiz'd  the  lirst,  a  fervid  vapour  sprung. 
With   rash  combustion   tlienoe,    the  qniveiin^ 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within ;  [u>ariw 
And  soon  the  surface  caught  the  spreading  fires. 
Through  all  the  yieHded  pores,  the  melted  bkiod 
Gush'd  out  in  smoky  sweaU  $    but   nought  as- 
suaged 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  ought  relieved 
The  stomach's  anguish.     With  incessant  toil. 
Desperate  of  ease,  impatieut  of  their  pain. 
They  toaa'd  from  aide  to  side.  In  vain  the  stream 
Ran  fiill  and  dear,  they  burnt  and  thirsted  stili. 
Tlie  restless  arteries  with  rapid  Uood 
Beat  strong  and  frequent     Thick  and  paniingi} 
The  breath  was  fetch'd,  and  with  huge  lab*ring« 

heair*d. 
At  last  a  hea^y  pain  oppressed  the  bead, 
A  wiki  delirium  came;  their  weeping  friends 
Were  strangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Harass'd  with  toil  on  toil,  the  sinking  powers 
Lay  prostrate  and  overthrown ;  a  ponderous  sleep 
Wrapt  all  the  senses  up :  they  slept  and  died. 

In  some  a  gentle  horrour  crept  at  first 
O'er  all  the  limbs  ;  the  sluices  of  the  skin 
Withheld  their  moisture,  till  by  art  prorok'd 
The  sweats  o'erflow'd;  but  in  a  clammy  tide  : 
Now  fi*ee  and  copk>u8,  now  restiain'd  and  alow; 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temperature 
Had  mix*d  the  blood ;  and  rank  with  fetid  steame 
As  if  the  pent-up  hnaours  by  delay 
Were  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  malign. 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (tho*  little  hope  remain'd) 
With  full  effusion  of  perpetual  sweats 
To  drive  the  venom  out.     And  here  the  &tes 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  Unger'd  not  in  pain ; 
For  who  survived  the  Sun's  diurnal  race 
Rose  from  the  dreary  gates  of  Hell  radeem'd : 
Some  the  sixth  hour  oppressed,  and  some  the 
third. 

Of  many  thousands  few  untainted  'scapM; 
Of  those  infected  fewer  'scap'd  alive: 
Of  those  who  liv'd  some  felt  a  second  blow ; 
And  whom  the  second  spar'd  a  third  destroyed. 
Frantic  with  fear,  they  sought  by  flight  to  shun 
The  fierce  contagion.     O'er  the  OMramful  land 
Th'  infected  city  poor'd  her  hurrying  awamw : 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir 'd  her  seaU  apoond, 
Th'  infected  country  rush'd  into  the  town. 
Some,  sad  at  hoiliie,.  and  in  the  desert  «ime» 
Abjur'd  the  fatal  commeroeof  mankind : 
In  vain :   where'er  they  fled^  the  fates  pwrm'd. 
Others,  with  hopes  more  spMaous,  orot»*d  the 
main^ 


\ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.  BOOK  IV.   W 


1*0  serk  protection  in  far  distant  skies ; 

But  none  they  found,     (t  seemM  the  g^enenil  air, 

Fn>m  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  east. 

Was  then  at  enmity  with  English  bkxxi. 

For,  but  the  race  of  England,  all  were  safe 

]n  forei^  dimes ;  nor  did  this  fury  taste 

The  foreign  bloed  which  England  then  contain'd. 

Where  slicukl  they  6y  ?     The  circumambient 

Heaven 
Involved  them  still ;  and  every  breeze  was  bane. 
Where  find  relief?  The  salnUry  art 
Was  mute ;  and,  startled  at  the  new  disease, 
Jn  fearful  whispers  hopeless  omens  gave. 
Tu  Heaven  with  suppliant  ritas  they  sent  their 

pray'rs; 
Ileav'n  heard  them  not.  Of  every  hope  deprived; 
Fatigued  with  vain  resources ;  and  subdued 
With  woes  resistless  and  enfeebling  fear; 
PaKsivc  they  sankl>eaeath  the  weighty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  sounds  was  heard, 
Nor  aught  was  seen  but  ghastly  views  of  death, 
luffctious  horronr  ran  from  fkce  to  fiicc, 
And  pale  despair.    'Twas  all  the  business  then 
To  tend  the  sick^  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  fell :  and  oft  one  bed,  they  say. 
The  ^ick*Bing,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained. 

Ye  giiardiiin  gods,  on  whom  the  fotes  depend 
Of  tottering  Albion!  ye  eternal  fires    - 
That  lead  thro'  Heav*n  the  wandering  year  I  ye 

powers 
That  o'er  th'  encircling  elements  preside  I 
May  nothing  worse  than  what  this  age  has  seen 
Arrive  1  Enough  abruad,  enough  at  home 
Has  Albion  bled.     Here  a  disteroper'd  heaven 
Has  tbin'd  ber  cities,  from  those  lofly  cliffs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul,  to  Thnlc's  wintry  reign ; 
^Vbile  in  the  west,  lieyond  the  Atlantic  Ibfim, 
Her  bravest  sons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy'd 
The  death  of  cowards  and  of  common  men : 
Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  falPn  without  renown. 
But  from  these  views  the  weeping  Muses  turn, 
^iid  other  themes  invite  my  waitdering  song. 


THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING 
HEALTH. 

BOOK  IV,— THE  PASSIONS, 

The  choice  of  aliment,  the  choice  of  air, 
The  nse  of  toil,  and  all  external  things. 
Already  sung ;  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good,  what  evil,  from  ourselves  proceeds: 
And  how  the  subtle  principle  within 
Inspires  with  health,  or  mines  with  stran|pe  decay 
The  passive  body.     Ye  poetic  shades 
Who  know  the  secrets  df  the  world  unseen. 
Assist  my  song  !   for,  in  is  doubtful  theme 
IcjnS^^^*  ^  wander  thny  mysterious  ways. 

There  is,  they  say,  (and  1  believe  there  is) 
A  spark  withm  us  of  th*  immortal  fire, 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  grosser  frame ; 
And  when  the  body  sinks,  escapes  U>  Heavep, 
Its  native  seat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 
Meanwhile  this  heavenly  particle  pervades 
The  mortal  elements  \  in  every  ntrve 
It  thrills  with  pleasure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain. 
And,  ii?  its  secret  copclave,  as  it  feels 
Jbe  body's  ^ ^>e8  and  joys,  this  ruJvig  power 


Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world, 
And  is  the  body's  health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  gross  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues^  extenuates,  or  destroys  itself. 
Nor  less  the  labours  of  the  miud  corrode 
The  solid  fabric :  for  by  sub4le  parts 
Aud  viewless  atoms,  secret  Nature  moves 
The  mighty  wheels  of  this  stupendous  world* 
By  subtle  fluids  pour'd  through  subtle  tubes 
The  natural  vital  functions  agre  peiform'd. 
By  these  the  stubborn  aliments  are  tam'd ; 
The  toiling  heart  distributes  life  and  strength ; 
These  the  6tiU-cr.umbling  frame  rebuild;  and 

these 
Are  lost  in  thinking,  and  dissolve  in  air. 
But  'tis  not  thought,  (for  still  the  soul's  em- 
ployM) 
Tis painful  thinking  that  corrodes  our  day. 
All  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fotigae 
Strays  o'er  the  Heaven  and  Earth ;  but  long  in- 
tent 
On  microscopic  arts,  its  vigour  fails. 
Just  so  tlie  mind,  with  various  thought  amus'd. 
Nor  aches  itself,  nor  gives  Uie  body  pain. 
But  anxions  study,  discontent,  and  care. 
Love  without  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge. 
And  fear,  .ind  jealousy,  fiktigue  ihe  soul, 
Ennoss  the  subtle  ministen  df  lift'. 
And  spoil  (be laboring  fuix:tions  of  their  «h^re. 
^ence  the  lean  gloom  that  melancholy  wears  ^ 
The  lover'^  paleness ;  and  the  sallow  hue 
Of  envy,  jealousy;  the  meagre  stare    - 
Of  sore  revenge :  the  canker'd  body  hence 
Betrays  each  flretful  motioji  of  the  mind. 
Tlie  strong-built  pedant,  yho  both  ui^bt  an^ 
day 
Feeds  on  the  coarsest  lase  the  schools  btttow. 
And  crudely  fattens  at  gross  Biuman's  stall ; 
O'erwhelinM  with  phlegm  lies  in  a  dropsy  drown'd, 
Or  sioks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
With  useful  studies  you,  »od  arts  that  please 
Employ  your  mind ;  amuse,  but  not  fatigue. 
Peace  to  each  drowsy  metapbysic  sage  I 
And  ever  may  all  heavy  systems  rest  I 
Yet  some  there  are,  even  of  elastic  part^, 
M'hom  strong  and  obstinate  ambition  leads 
Thro*  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore. 
And  gives  to  relish  what  their  generous  taste 
Wouid  else  refuse.     But  may  not  thirst  of  &iDe^ 
Kor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fatigue 
With  constant  drudgery  the  libera^  soul. 
Toy  with  your  books  i  and,  as  the  various  fits 
Of  hnmour  seize  you,  from  phikMophy 
To  fable  shift :  from  serious  Antouine 
To  Rabelais' ravings,  and  from  prose  to  song. 

While  reading  pleases, but  no  longer,  read; 
And  read  aloud  resounding  Homer's  strain. 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demosthenes. 
The  chest  so  ezercis'd  improves  its  strength ; 
And  quick  vibrations  through  the  bowels  drive 
The  restless  bkxxl,  which  in  unactive  days 
Would  loiter  else  thro'  unelastic  tubes. 
Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I  recommend 
What  posture  suits :  to  stand  and  sit  by  tuiqy. 
As  nature   prompts,    is  best,     ^ut  o'er  your 

leaves' 
To  lean  for  ever,  cnupp^  the  viul  parts, 
And  robs  tibe  fineiaacbinery  of  ittfrfay. 

'Tis  the  great  pxX  of  life  to  maofge  w^l 
The  restj^  B^oA*    fpr  .ever  90  pynuit 
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Of  kn(»wiedge  bent,  it  stances  the  grosser  power^: 
Quite  unemployed,  against  its  own  repose 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  sharper  pnngps 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  Kfe. 
Chiefly  where  solitude,  sad  nurse  of  care, 
'iV)  sickly  musing  gives  the  pensive  mind. 
There  madness  enters ;  and  thedim-(5y*d  fiend. 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
}\eT  own  eternal  wound.    The  Sun  grows  pale ; 
A  mournful  visionary  I'rght  o'efspreads 
The  cheerftil  face  of  Nature:  Earth  becomes 
A  dreary  d«*sert,  and  Heaven  frowns  above. 
Then  various  shapes  of  curs'd  illusion  rise: 
Whatc'er  the  wretched  fears,  creating  fear 
Forms  out  of  ndthing,  and  with  monsters  teems 
Unknown  in  Hell,     The  prostrate  soul  beneatfi 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves; 
-And  all  the  htirroursthat  the  murderer  feds 
With    anxious  fluttering^  wake    tbfe    ^tiltless 
breast. 
Such  phantoms  pride  in  solitary  scenes, 
Or  fear,  or  delicate  self-love  creates. 
From  other  caires  absolved,  the  busy  mind 
Finds  in  yourself  a  theme  to  pivrc  lypon ; 
It  funis  yoo  miserable;  dr  makes  you  so. 
For  while  yourself  you  anxiously  explore, 
Timorous  self-love^  with  sick'ning  fancy's  aid. 
Presents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  most, 
j^nd  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part. 
Hence  some  for  love,  and  some  for  jealousy. 
For  grim  religion  some,  and  some  for  pride. 
Have  lost  their  reason :  some  for  fear  of  want 
Want  all  their  lives  ;  and  others  every  day  • 
For  fear  of  dying  suffer  worse  than  death. 
Ah  !  from  your  bosoms  banish  if  you  can 
Tiiose  fatal  guests ;  and  first  the  demon  Fear, 
That  trembles  at  impos«irh1e  events ; 
I.eat.  aged  Atlas  should  resign'his  load, 
And  Heaven's  eternal  battlements  msh  down. 
U  there  an  evil  worse  than  fear  itself?  • 
And  5»  hat  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heaven 
From  mortal  eye^  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come. 
If  we,  inprenious  to  torment  ourselves, 
(trow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 
Enjoy  the  present :  nor  with  needless  cares, 
Of  what  may  spring  from   blind  mi^fbrtnne's 

womb,  '     ' 

Appal  the  surest  hour  that  life  bestows. 
Serene,  and  master  of  yourself,  prepare 
For  what  may  come;  and  leave  the  rest  to  Hea- 
ven, 
Oft  fVon»  the  body,  by  long  ails  mis-tnn'd. 
These  evils  spnmg,  the  most  important  health, 
I'hat  of  the  mind,  destroy:  and  when  the  mind 
1'hey  first  invade^  the  conscious  body  sqod 
In  sympathetic  languishment  dcKline^- 
'i'hese  chronic  passions,  while  fi^om  real  woes 
They  rise,  and  yet  without  the  body's  ifault 
.  Infest  the  soOl,  admit  one  only  cure ; 
Diversion,  hurry,  and  a  restless  life. 
Vain  Site  the  consolatk>ns  of  the  wise ; 
In  vain  y6ur  friends  wpM  reason  down  your 
pain.  ••  '  •"'  ,.: 

O  ye,  whttse  souls  relentless  love  has  tam'd 
To  soft  distress,  or  friends  untimely  falPn !  •    * 
Court  not  ihe  luxury  of  tender  thought ; 
Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  those  pains 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  soft  enthusiast !  quit  the  cypress  groves, 
JVor  10  the  rivulet*B  lonely -moanmgs  inne     • 


Your  sad  complaint.  Go,  seek  the  clieerliillianiiti 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  bustling  crowd  ; 
Lay  schemes  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  fsme,  the 

wish 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  push  tbem  nigbt  and  day. 
Or  join  the  cara^'an  in  quest  of  scenes 
New  tA  your  eyes,  and  shifting  every  boar. 
Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Appennines. 
Or  more  advout'rous,  rush  into  the  field 
Where  war  grows  hot ;  and,  ragin^r  thro'  the  bly, 
The  lofty  trumpet  swells  tlic  madd'oing  soul: 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  tuitsome  march 
Foreet  all  softer  and  U'ss  manly  cares. 
But  most,  too  passh-e  when  the  Mood  rocs 

low, 
T<.>o  weakly  indolent  to  strive  with  pain. 
And  bravely  by  resisting  conquer  fate. 
Try  Circe's  arts ;  and  in  the  tempting  botr] 
Of  poisoned  nectar  swoet  oblivion  swill.       £soJve« 
Struck  by  the  powerful  charm,  (he  gloom  dis- 
In  empty  air,  Elysium  open^  round, 
A  pleasing  phrenzy  buoys  the  lightened  soal. 
And  sanguine  hopes  dispri  your  liceting  care  ; 
And  what  was  difficult,  and  what  wbs  dire. 
Yields  to  your  prowess  and  superior  stars : 
The  happiest  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad. 
Or  arc,  or  shall  be,  could  this  folly  I^^L 
But  soon  your  H^avenSis  gone ;  a  heavier  |doom 
Shuts  o'er  your  bead :  and  as  the   thuiMl'na; 

stream, 
Scvoln  o'er  its  banks  with  sudden  mountain  niin, 
Siuks  from  its  tunmlt  to  a  silent  brook ; 
So,  nrhen  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  breast 
Subside,  you  languish  into  mortal  man  ; 
You  sleep,  and  waking  find  yourself  undooe. 
For,  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rash  night 
You  lavished  more  than  might  support  three  days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes  ;  your  cares  retnm 
With  tenfbld  rage.     An  anxious  stomach  well 
May  beendur'd ;  so  may  the  throbbing  head  : 
But  such  a  dim  delirium,  such  adiieam. 
Involves  you  ;  such  a  dastardly  despair 
Unmans  your  soul,  as  madd*ning  Pentheus  felt. 
When,  baited  round  Cytbvron^s  cruel  sides 
He  saw  two  suns,  and  double  Thebes  ascend. 
You  «urs)B  tbe   sluggish  jrart;  you    dixnic  the 

wretch. 
The  felon,  with  unnatural  mixture  first 
Who  dai^d  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  champaign  you  pour 
A  thousand  curses ;  for  to  Heav'n  it  wrapt 
Your  soul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  despair. 
Perhaps  you  rue  even  that  diviner  gift. 
The  gay ,  serene,  gcod-natur'd  Burgundy, 
Or  the  fresh  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine : 
And  wish  that  Heaven  from  mortals  had  withheld 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Besides,  it  wounds  ymisoreto  recollect ' 
Whatfolliesf  in  your  loose  unguarded  hour 
Eycap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhapfs  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lose  a  friend. 
Or  in  the  fage  of  wine  your  hasty  hand 
Perfor^ts  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave. 
Add  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts, 

decay ; 
Your  friends  avoid  you  ;  brutishly  transformed. 
They  hardly  know  you  •  or  if  one  remains 
To  wish  you  well,  he  wishes  you  in  Heaven. 
Despis'd,  unwept  yoti  fall ;  who  might  have  left 
A  sacred  cherish'd,  sadly.plcasing  name  j 
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A  name  8tHl  to  be  utterM  with  a  sigb. 
Vftur  last  ungraccftil  scene  has  quite  effac'd 
Ail  sense  and  memory  of  your  former  worth. 

How  to  live  happiest  ?  how  avoid  the  pains. 
The  disappointments,  and  dis^rusU  of  those 
Who  would  in  pleasure  all  their  hours  employ ; 
Tlie  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  coald  recite.     Tho'  old,  he  still  retain *d 
His  manly  sen^e,  and  ener^iry  of  mind. 
Virttious  and  wise  he  was,  but  not  severe ; 
He  still  romember'd  that  he  once  was  young  ; 
His  easy  presence  checkM  no  ilecent  joy. 
Him  even  the  dissolute  adniirM ;  for  he 
A  jfraceful  looseness  when  he  pleased  put  on. 
And  laughing  could  instruct.  Much  had  he  read, 
Much  more  had  seen :  he  studied  from  the  life. 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life, 
Tie  pitie<1  man  :  and  much  he  pitied  those 
Whom    falsely-smiiiog    fate    has    cursM   with 

means 
To  dissipate  their  days  in  quest  of  joy. 
**  Our  aim  is  happiness ;  *tis  yours,  *tis  mine,** 
He  said,  **  'tis  the  pursuit  of  ail  that  live : 
Yet  few  attjiin  it,  if 'twas  ere  attained. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark,   ^ 
Who  thro*  the  flowery  paths  of  snuntering  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess :  that  frum  stage  to  stage 
Jnvites  us  still,  but  shifts  as  we  pursue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  pains  thai  pleasure  brings 
To  counterpoise  itself,  relent  less  fate 
Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
Should  ever  roam :  and  were  the  fates  more  kind, 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  soon  grow  stale: 
Were  these  exhaustless,  nature  would  grow  sick. 
And,  cloy'd  with  pleasure,  squeamishly  complain 
That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
Let  nature  rest :  be  btisy  for  yourself. 
And  for  your  firiend ;  be  busy  even  in  vain, 
Rather  than  tease  her  sated  appetites. 
Who  never  fiuts,  no  banquet  e'ereqjoys ; 
Who  never  toils  or  watches,  never  sleeps. 
Let  nature  rest :  and  when  the  taste  of  joy 
Grows  keen,  indulge ;  but  shun  satiety. 

'*  'Tis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  blest. 
But  him  the  least  the  dull  or  painfui  hours 
Of  life  oppress,  whom  sober  sense  conducts. 
And  virtue,  thro'  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
Virtue  and  wmse  I  mean  not  to  disjoin ; 
Virtue  and  sense  are  one  :  and,  trust  me,  still 
A  faithless  heart  betrays  the  head  unsound. 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  ^cnsc  and  spirit  with  humanity  : 
*Tis  sometimes  angry,  and  ics  frown  confoimds ; 
'Ti.s  even  viudictive,  but  in  vengeance  just. 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it ;   some  great  on/es 

dare; 
But  at  his  heart  the  most  undaunted  son 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awfiil  charms. 
To  noblest  uses  this  determines  wealth ; 
This  is  the  solid  pomp  of  prosperous  days  ; 
The  peace  and  shelter  of  adversity. 
And  if  you  pant  for  glory,  build  your  fame 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  secret  shock 
Defies  of  envy  and  all-sapping  time. 
The  gawdy  gloss  of  fortune  only  strikes 
Tlie  vulgar  eye ;  the  suffrage  yf  the  wise 
The  praise  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attained 
By  sen$e  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 


*'  Virtue,  the  strength  and  beauty  of  the  soul. 
Ts  tlie  best  gift  of  Heavoi :  a  happiness 
That  even  above  the  smiles  and  frowns  of  fate 
Exalts  great  Nature's  fovouritos ;  a  wesilth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferred. 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  baseness  eam'd  ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance  to  shield  a  lucky  knave. 
Or  throw  a  cruel  sunshine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  mnch-neglected  use. 
Are  riches  worth  your  care ;  (for  nature's  wants 
Are  few,  and  without  opulence  supply 'd;) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  soul ; 
To  show  the  virtues  in  their  feirest  light ; 
To  make  humanity  the  minister 
Of  bounteous  Providence ;  and  teach  the  breast 
That  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy." 

Thusj  in  his  graver  vein,  the  friendly  sage 
Sometimes  declaim'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he 

taught 
Truths  as  refln'd  as  ever  Athens  heard  ; 
And  (strange   to  tell!)    lio  practis'd  what  h* 

prrach'd. 
Skill'd  in  the  passions,  how  to  check  their  sway, 
He  knew,  as  far  as  reason  can  control 
The  lawless  powers.     But  other  cares  are  mine : 
Form'd  in  the  school  of  Pseon,  I  relate 
What  passions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve  ; 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  serene 
Supports  the  mind,  supports  the  body  too. 
Henee,  the  most  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope :  the  b^m  and  life-blood  of  the  soul. 
It  pleases,  aqd  it  lasts.     Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delusion,  through  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on ; 
And  m^ke  our  happiest  state  no  trdions  thing. 
Our  greatest  good,  and  what  we  least  can  spare, 
Is  hope :  the  last  of  all  ou^eviIs,  fear. 

But  there  are  passions  grateful  to  the  breast. 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life :  perhaps  they  please 
Or  to  excess,  and  dissipate  the  soul ; 
Or  while  they  please,  torment.    The  stnbbpm 

down. 
The  ilUtam'd  ruffian,  and  pale  usurerf 
(If  love's  omnipotence  such  hearts  can  mo^ld) 
May  safely  mellow  into  love;  and  grow 
Refm'd,  humane,  and  generous,  if  thipy  oan. 
Love  in  such  bosoms  n^ver  to  a  fault 
Or  pains  or  pleases.    But  ye  flner  souls, 
Form'd  to  soft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains, 
That  beauty  gives;  with  caution  .and  reserve 
Indulge  the  sweet  destroyer  of  repose. 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares. 
For,  while  thecherish'd  poison  in  your  mast 
Ferments  and  maddens  ;  sick  with  jealonsy. 
Absence,  distrust,  or  even  with  anxious  joy, , 
The  wholesome  appetites  and  powers  of  lifis 
Dissolve  in  languor.    The  coy  stomach  loathes 
The  genial  board :  your  cheerful  days  are  gone  ; 
The  generous  trfoom  that  flosh'd  your  cheeks  19 

.fled. 
To  sigh's  devoted  and  to  tender  pains. 
Pensive  you  sit,  or  sofitanr  stray. 
And  ^s^Bte  jrour  youth  in  musing.    Musing  fint 
Toy'd  into  care  your  unsuspecting  heart :     "  ' 
It  found  a  liking  there,  a  sportful  fire, 
4nd  that  fomented  into  serious  love; 
Which  pusing  daily  strengthens  ai^  ijEnprcnrea 
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Thro*  all  tbo^  heights  of  fondness  and  romance : 
And  you're  undone,  the  fatal  shaft  has  sped, 
If  onoe  you  doubt  wbether  you  love  or  no. 
The  body  wastes  away ;  th'  infected  mind, 
Dis^olv'd  in  female  teudemess,  forgets 
Each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Swee.t  Heaven,  firom  such  intoxicating  charms 
Defend  all  worthy  breasts  1  not  that  1  deem 
Love  always  dabgenms,  always  to  be  shunned. 
Love  well  repaid,  and  npt  too  weakly  sunk 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  tenderness. 
Adds  bloom  lo  health ;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  sheds 
A  gay,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  grace, 
And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man. 
But  frultiess,  hopeless,  disappointed,  racked 
With  jealousy,  fatigu'd  with  hope  and  fear. 
Too  seiious,  or  too  Unguishingly  fond, 
Unnerves  the  body  and  unmans  the  soul. 
And  some  have  died  for  love;   and  some  run 

mad; 
And  some  with  desperate  hands  themselves  have 
slain. 

Some  to  extinguish,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dangerous  fair, 
Gonrt  all  tbey  meet  *,  in  hopes  to  dissipate 
Tlic  cares  of  love  amongst  an  hundred  brides. 
Th'  event  is  doubtful :  for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this ;  there  are  who  find  it  not. 
'Tis  no  relief,  alas  1   it  rather  galls 
The  wound,  to  those  who  are  sincerely  sick, 
tor  while  iVom  feverish  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  nerves  grow  lauguid  and  the  soul  subsides. 
The  tender  fancy  smarts  with  every  sting. 
And  what  was  love  before  Is  madness  now. 
Is  health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim, 
Ee  temperate  still :  when  Nature  bids,  obey  ; 
Her  wild  impatient  sallies  bear  no  curb : 
But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight,' 
Or  loosie  imagination  spurs  yon  on 
To  deeds  above  your  strength,  impute  it  not 
To  Nature :  Nature  all  compulsion  hates. 
Ah  I  let  not  luxuiy  nor  vain  renown 
Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  sleep  without; 
To  make  what  should  be  rapture  a  fat  i  gite, 
A  tediotis  task ;  nor  in  the  wai^ton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down. 
For  from  the  colliquation  of  soft  joys       [was  1 
How  chaugM  you  rise  1   the  ghost  of  what  you 
Languid,  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt,  and  wan; 
Your  veins  exhausted,  and  your  uerves  unstrung. 
SpoiI'd  of  its  balm  and  sprightly  zest,  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm ;  along  tbe  tender  nerves 
(To  each  slight  impulse  tremblingly  awake) 
A  subtle  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  plagues, 
Bapid  and  restless  sprmgs  from  part  to  part. 
Tbe  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fallen; 
Your  vigour  pines ;  your  vital  powers  decay  ; 
Diseases  haunt  you  ;  and  untimely  age 
Creeps  on  ;  unsocial,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
Infatuate,  impious  epicure!  to  waste 
Thestotf's  of  pleasure,  cheerfulness,  and  health ! 
Infatuate  all  whu  make  delight  their  trade. 
Ami  ooy  perdition  every  hour  piii sue. ' 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  lascivious  dames 
Conmimes,  is  with  his  own  consent  undone;   ' 
He  c-huoses  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad  ; 
And  varnM,  piocceils,  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
}tut  thtne's  a  passion,  whos9  tempestuous  sway. 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  bis  breast, 


And  shakes  to  ruins  proud  philosophy. 
For  (jale  and  trembling  anger  rushes  in,  [»tar£  ; 
With  fsult'rin;:  speech,  and    eyes    that  wildij 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  thaa  tiie  seat. 
Desperate,  and  arm'd  with  moss  than  human 

strength. 
How  soon  the  ralm,  humane,  and  polish'd  man 
Forgets  compunction,  and  stairts  tip  a  fiend ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  wastes  with  silent  caies. 
Envy,  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief» 
Sloi^y  descends,  and  lingering,  to  the  diades : 
But  he  whom  anger  stings,  drops,  if  he  dies, 
At  once,  and  rushes  apoplectic  dovRi ; 
Or  a  fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  liiiHI. 
For,  as  the  body  thro*  uonnmbcr'd  stxings 
Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  soul  ; 
As  is  the  pasKon,  such  is  still  the  pain 
The  body  feels :  or  chronic,  or  acnleL 
And  oft  a  sudden  storm  at  once  overpowers 
The  lifis,  or  gives  your  reason  to  the  wiods. 
^uch  fates  attend  the  rash  alaim  of  feur, 
And  sudden -grief,  and  rage,  and  sadden  joy. 

There  are,  meantime,  to  whomtlTC  hoist'ro'^ 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  sails  of  life.         [\i\ 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads. 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  coIcK 
An^  each  clogg'd  function  lazily  moiwes  o«i ; 
A  generous  sally  spurns  th'  incumhcnfc  load. 
Unlocks  the  breast,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
l!ut  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  3\it  to  lx>U, 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  strung. 
Wave  all  dispute  ;  be  cautious,  if  you  joke ; 
Keep  Lent  for  ever,  and  forswear  the  bowL 
For  one  rash  mom&nt  sends  yoa  to  the  shades, 
Or  shatters  ev'ry  hopeful  scheme  oflHe, 
And  gives  to  horrour  all  your  days  to  cxme. 
Fate,  arm'd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ^'ry  pbgoe. 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  di&tracfts  mankind. 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hoar, 
0*erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  so  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  sodden  bknrs. 
While  choler  works,  good  friend,  you  may 
he  wrong. 
Distrust  yourself,  and  sleep  before  you  fight 
Tis  not  too  late  to  morrow  to  be  brave  ; 
If  honour  bids,  to  morrow  kill  or  die. 
But  calm  advice  against  a  raging  fit 
Avails  too  little  ;  and  it  braves  the  poWer 
Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  prose  or  song. 
To  tame  the  fiend,  that  sleeps  a  gentle  lamb, 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovoit'd  «uid  calm. 
You  reasbn  well ;  see  as  you  ought  to  see^ 
And  wonder  at  the  madness  of  mankind : 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage,  you  soon  fofget 
The  speculations  of  your  wiser  hours. 
Beset  with  furies  of  all  deadly  shapes. 
Fierce  and  insidious,  violent  and  slow  : 
With  all  that  urge  or  lore  us  on  to  fete : 
WheJt  refuge  shall  we  seek  ?  what  anas  prepare  ? 
Where  reason  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
To  cope  with  subtle  or  impetuous  pAwers, 
1  would  invoke  new  passions  to  your  aid: 
With  indignation  would  extinguish  fear  ; 
With  fear,-  or  generous  {lity,  vanqut&b  nge  ; 
And  love  with  pride ;  and  force  to  fbrce  oppose. 
There  is  a  ch^m,  a  ix>wer,   that  sways  tbs 
Bids  every  passion  revel  or  be  still;       [biea^t^ 
Inspires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  dissolves; 
Can  sooih  distraction,  and  almost  despair. 
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That  power  is  music  :  lar  beyond  the  stretch 
Of  those  uDnieaning  warblers  on  our  stage ; 
Those  clumsy  heroes',  t^ose  fat-beaded  gods» 
Who  move  no  jiassion  justly  bih  contempt : 
Who,  like  our  daRcef»,  (light  indeed  and  strong!) 
Do  wondVouj  feats,  but  n«ter  beard  of  grace. 
The  fault   is  ours;  we   bear  those    monsUt»us 

ai:ls; 
Good  Uaavcfn !  we  praise  them :  we,  with  loud* 

est  peaU 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highest  lifu  bi<  heels ; 
And  with  insipid  show  of  vaptuve,  die 
Of  ideot  notes  impertinently  lon^. 
But  he  the  Mus^*s  laucel  justly  shares, 
A  ppct  he,  and  t<M»ch'd  with  Heaven's  own  fire, 
Who,  with  bold  ragnor  solemn  pomp  of  sound, 
jafiames,  exalte,  and  ravishes  the  soul ; 
Now  Under,  plaintive,  swedt  almost  to  pain,  . 
In  love  disaolvos  yoo;  now  in  sprightly  stvains 
Breathes  a  gay  r^jp^ure  thio'    your  thrilling 

breasiSa 
Or  molts  thd  hearU  wiih  airs  divinely  aad  ; 
Or  wakes  to  bom>ur  the  tremendous  strings. 
Such  was  the  bard,  wlyMe  heavenly  stvaina  of  old 
AppeasM  the  fiend  of  mekmcholty  SruI. 
Such  was,  if  old  and  heathen  fiaMne  say  tme. 
The  man  who  bade  the  Tbeban  domes  asoeud. 
And  Ua'd  the  savage  nations  with  his  song ; 
And  such  the  Thracian,  whose  melodious  lyre^ 
Tun'd  to  soft  woe,  mad«  ail  the  mountaiw  weep ; 
Sooth'd  etvcn  th'  inexorable  powers  of  HeU, 
And  half  redeem^  bis  lost  Euiydice. 
Music  exalts  eaehjoy,  allays  each  ^rief, 
Expels  diseases,  softens  every  pain, 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poison  and  of  plague ; 
And  hence  ihe  wise  of  ancient  days  ador'd 
One  power  of  pbyuc,  melody,  and  song. 


OF  BKNErOLENCE. 
AN  EPISTLE  TO  EUMENE8.  J 

1751. 

KiHDto  my  frailties  still, Enmenes,  hear; 
Once  more  I  try  the  patience  of  your  car. 
Kot  oft  I  sing  :  the  happier  for  the  town, 
So  stunn'd  already  they're  quite  stupid  grown 
With  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I  own. 
Happy  for  them,  1  seldom  court  the  Nine  j 
Another  art,  a  serious^  art  is  mine. 
Of  nauseous  verses  ofTer'd  once  a  week, 
**  You  cannot  say  I  did  it,"  if  you're  sick. 
^was  ne'er  my  pride  to  shine  by  flashy  fits 
Amongst  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly  wits. 
Content  if  some  few  fViends  indulge  my  name, 
So  slightly  am  I  stung  with  love  of  fame, 
I  would  not  scrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines—- 
Not  for  the  praise  of  all  the  magazines. 

Yet  once  a  moon,  perhaps,  1  steal  a  night; 
And,  if  our  sire  Apollo  pleases,  write,     [follow, 
You  smile :    but  all  the  train  the  Muse  that 
Christians  and  dunces,  still  we  quote  Apollo. 

*  This  little  piece  was  addressed  to  a  worthy 
gentlemaiiy  as  an  ezpretision  of  gratitude  for  bis 
kind  endeavours  to  do  the  author  a  great  piece 
of  service. 


Unhappy  still  our  poets  will  rehearse 
To  Goths,  that  stare  aatonUh'd  at  their  vecse  ; 
To  the  rank  tcibss  submit  Ibeir  virgin  lays : 
So  gross,  so  bestial,  is  th^  lust  of  praise  ! 

1  to  sound  judges  from  the  mob  appealjt 
And  write  to  those  who  must  my  subject  £»el, 
Eumenes,  these  dry  moral  lines  1  trnst  [disgust. 
With   you,   whom   pau0ht  that's   mond   oan 
With  you  I  ventuve,  In  plain  bome-spuasetisoy 
What  I  imagine  of  £ienevolence. 

Of  all  the  monsters  of  the  human  kind, 
What  strikes  you  most  is  the  low  selfish  mind. 
You  wonder  how,  without  one  liberal  joy, 
Ttie  steady  miser  can  his  years  employ  ; 
Without  one  friend,  however  his  fortunes  thrive, 
Despised  and  hated,  bow  he  bears  to  live. 
With  honest  warmth  of  heart,  with  somedegvee 
Of  pity  that  suoh  wretched  things  should  be. 
You  scorn  the  sordid  knave — Ue  grins  at  yon. 
And  deems  himself  the  wiser  of  the  two. — 
Tis  all  but  taste,  howe'er  we  silt  the  case ; 
He  has  his  joy,  as  every  creature  has. 
'Tis  true,  he  cannot  boast  an  angel's  share, 
Yet  has  what  happiness  his  organs  hear. 
Thou  likewise  mad'st  the  high  seraptuc  soul. 
Maker  Ooonipoteot  I  and  thoo  the  owl. 
Heav*uform'd  him  tDO,aBd  doubtless  for  someuse : 
But  Crane-court  knows  not  yet  all  Nature's  views. 

lis  chiefly  taste,  or  blunt,  or^rass,  or  fine, 
Makes  life  insipid,  bestial,  or  divine. 
Better  be  bom  with  l^ste  to  little  rent. 
Than  the  dull  monarch  of  a  continent. 
Without  this  bounty  which  the  Gods  bestow. 
Can  Fortune  make  one  favuurile  happy  ^ — No. 
As  well  might  Fortune  in  her  frolic  vein. 
Proclaim  an  oyster  sovere^n  of  the  main. 
Without  fine  nerves,  and  bosom  justly  warmed. 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  ffincy  to  be  charm'd. 
In  vain  majestic  Wren  expands  the  dome ; 
Blank  as  pale  stucco  Rubens  lines  the  room  : 
Lost  are  the  raptures  of  bold  UandePs  strain ; 
Great  Tully  storms,  sweet  Virgil  sings,  in  vain. 
The  beauteous  forms  of  Nature  are  efihc'd ; ' 
Tempo's  soft  charms,  the  raging  waf  ry  waste ; 
Each  greatly«wild,  each  sweet  romantic  scene. 
Unhealed  rises,  and  almost  unseen. 

Yet  these  are  joys,  with  some  of  better  clay, 
To  sooth  the  toils  of  life's  embarrassed  way. 
These  the  fine  frame  with  charming  horrours  chill. 
And  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 
But  of  all  taste  the  noblest  and  the  best. 
The  first  enjoyoDentof  the  generous  breast. 
Is  to  behold  in  man's  obnoxious  state 
Scenes  of  content,  and  happy  turns  of  fate. 
Fair  views  of  Nature,  shining  works  of  art. 
Amuse  the  fancy  :  but  those  touch  the  hearL 
Chiefly  for  this  proud  epic  aong  delights, 
For  this  some  riot  on  th'  Arabian  Nights. 
E%ch  case  is  ours  :  and  for  the  human  mind . 
'Tis  monstrous  not  to  feel  for  all  mankind. 
Were  all  mankind  unhappy,  who  could  taste 
Elysium  ?  or  be  solitarily  blest  ? 
Shock'd  with  surroundii^g  shapes  of  human  woe. 
All  that  or  sense  or  fancy  could  bestow. 
You  would  reject  with  sick  and  coy  disdain. 
And  pant  to  see  one  cheerful  face  again. 

But  if  life's  better  prospects  to  behold 
So  much  delight  the  man  of  generous  mould  | 
How  happy  they,  the  great,  the  godlike  few,     * 
Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleasing  view  ! 
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This  is  a  joy  possess'd  by  few  Indeed  ! 
Dame  Fortune  has  so  many  fools  tti  feed. 
She  cannot  oft  afford,  with  all  her  store, 
To  yield  her  smiles  where  Nature  smiPd  before. 
To  sinking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend ; 
With  better  fortune  to  surprize  a  friend ; 
To  cheer  the  modest  stranger's  lonely  state  ; 
Or  snatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate  ;     « 
To  do,  possessed  with  virtue's  noblest  fire, 
Such  generous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire ; 
Deeds  that,  above  ambition's  vulgar  aim. 
Secure  an  amiable,  a  solid  feme  :  [seize ; 

These  are  such  joys  as  Heaven's  first  favourites 
These  please  you  now,  and  will  for  ever  please. 

Too  seldom  we  great  moral  deeds  admire  ; 
The  will,  the  power,  th»  occasion  must  conspire. 
'Yet  few  there  are  so  impotent  and  low. 
But  can  some  small  good  ofiices  bestow. 
Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 
They  add  still  something  to  the  general  sum  : 
4Uid  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  power, 
'The  world  acquits;  and  Heaven  demands  no  more. 
Unhappy  he  !  who  feels  each  neighbour's  woe. 
Yet  no  relief,  no  comfort  can  bestow. 
Unhappy  too,  who  feels  each  kind  essay. 
And  fer  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay ; 
WIk),  scornful  of  the  flatterer's  fewnlng  art. 
Dreads  even  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart; 
And  with  a  distant  lover's  silent  pain 
Must  the  best  movements  of  his  soul  restrain. 
But  men  sagacious  to  exptore  mankind 
Trace  even  the  coyest  passions  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  tUp  good  we  owe  good- will ; 
Jn  good  and  bad  distress  demands  it  still. 
This  with  the  generous  lays  distinction  low, 
Kndears  a  friend,  and  recommends  a  fi)e. 
Not  that  resentment  ever  ought  to  rise ; 
For  even  excess  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  : 
And  there  are  villanies  no  bench  can  awe, 
'J'hat  sj^rt  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 
No  laws  th'  ungenerous  crime  would  reprehend 
Could  I  forget  Eumenes  was  my  friend : 
In  vain  the  gibbet  or  the  pillory  claim 
Tlie  wretch  who  blasts  a  helpless  virgin's  feme. 
AVherelaws  aredup'd,  'tis  nor  unjust  nor  mean 
To  srize  the  proper  time  for  honest  spleen. 
An  open  candid  foo  I  could  not  hate, 
><or  even  insult  the  base  in  humbled  state ; 
But  thriving  malice  tamely  to  forgive — 
-Tis  somewhat  late  to  be  so  primitive. 

But  I  detain  you  with  these  tedious  lays. 
Which  few  perhaps  would  read,  but  fewer  praise. 
No  matter :  could  i  please  the  polish'd  few 
Who  taste  the  serious  or  the  gay  like  you. 
The  squeamish  mob  may  find  my  verses  bare 
<  )f  every  grace — but  curse  me  if  /  care. 
Besides,  I  little  court  Parnassian  fame  ; 
There's  yeta  bftNr  than  a  poet's  name. 
'  IVonId  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  said. 
That  I  with  j'ou  the  paths  of  honour  tread, 
Thap  that  amongst  the  proud  poetic  train 
No  modern  boasted  a  more  classic  vein  ; 
Or  that  in  numbers  I  let  loose  my  song, 
Smooth  as  the  Tweed,  and  as  the  Severn  strong. 


TJSTE. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO    A  YOUVG  CRITIC.     1753. 

Proferre  quae  sentiat  cur  quisquaro  liber  dafaU 
tei? — Malim,  me  hercule,  solus  insanire,  quam 
sobrius  aut  plebis  aut  patrum  delirationibus  ig- 
naviter  assentari.—- — 

Autor  anonym.  Fiagm. 
Range  from  Tower-hill  all   Ixmdoo  to  the  Fleet, 
Thence  round  the  Temple  t'  utmost  Grosvenor- 

street: 
Take  in  your  roate  both  Gray's  and  UdcoId's  Imi ; 
Miss  not,  be  sure,  my  lords  and  geotlesieo  ; 
You'll  hardly  raise,  as  I  with  Petty  *  guess. 
Above  twelve  thousand  men  of  taste  ;  unless 
In  desperate  times  a  connoisseur  may  pass. 

•*  A  connoisseur  I  what's  that  ?"     'l*is  hard 
But  you  must  ofl  amidst  the  fair  and  gay  [to  say  i 
Have  seen  a  wou'd-be  rake,  a  ftuttering  fool. 
Who  swears  he  loves  the  sex  with  all  his  stniL 
Alas,  vain  youth !  dost  thou  admire  sweet  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  without  or  blood  or  bones  ! 
You'd  split  to  hear  th'  insipid  coxcomb  cry 
"  Ah,  charming  Nancv  !   'tis  too  much !  I  die  P 
"Die  and  bed — n'd,"  says  one;  **  bnt  let  me  tell  ye 
rU  pay  the  loss  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye." 

'TIS  easy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote : 
At  Nando*s  'twill  but  cost  you  half  a  groat ;  [sir ; 
The  Bedford  school  at  three -pence  is  not  dear. 
At  White's — the  stars  instrui^t  you  for  a  tester. 
But  he,  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  share 

One  S)>ark  of  taste,  will  never  catch  it  there  : 

Nor  no  where  else  ;  howe'er  the  booby  bemn 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau. 
Good  native  taste,  though  rude,   is  seldom 
Be  it  in  music,  painting,  or  in   song.        [wrong. 
But  this,  as  well  as  other  feculties. 
Improves  with  age  and  ripens  by  degrees. 
I  know,  my  dear,  'tis  needless  to  deny't. 
You  like  Voiture,  you  think  him  wondrous  bright : 
But  seven  years  faence,  your  relish  more  matur'd. 
What  now  <lelights  will  hardly  be  endui'd. 
Tlic  boy  may  live  to  taste  Racine's  fine  charms 
Whom  JL^e's   bald  orb  or  Rowe'sdry  rapture 

warms; 
But  he,  cnfrancbis'd  from  his  tutor's  care» 
Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair  j 
Or  ^ith  ]Crasmus  can  admit  to  vie 
Brown  of  Squab-hall  of  merry  mtmory ; 
Will  die  a  Goih :  and  nod  at  Woden's  feast  ^, 
Th'  eternal  winter  long,  on  Gregory's  breast^. 
Long  may  he  swill,  this  patriarch  of  the  dull. 
The  drowsy  mum — But  touch  not  Maro's  skull! 
His  holy  barbarous  dotage  sought  to  doom, 
Gocxi    Heaven!  th'    immortal    classics   to  the 

tomb  ! — 
Tliose  sacred  lights  shall  bid  new  genius  rise 
When  all  Rome's  saints  have  rotted  from  the  skies. 
>  Sir  William  Petty,  author  of  the  Political 
Arithmetic. 

^  Alluding  to  the  Gothic  Heaven, Woden's  ball ; 
where  the  happy  are  for  ever  employed  in  drink- 
ing beer,  mum,  and  other  comfortable  liqqorsoot 
of  the  skulls  of  those  whom  they  bad  slain  in  battle* 
3  Pope  Gregory  the  Vlth,  distinguished  by  the 
name  of  St.  Gregory;  whose  piouy  zeal  i|itbe 
cause  of  barbarous  ignorance  and  priesUy  ty- 
ranny, exerted  itself  in  demolishing,  to  the  ut- 
most of  his  power,  all  the  remains  of  beatbea 
genius. 
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^  these  yoar  guides,  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
/You  aim  ;  eaoh' country's  classics,  and  your  own. 
'  Butrshiefly  with  the  ancient*  pass  your  prime, 
And  driok  Castalia  at  the  fonntain^s  brim. 
The  man  to  genuine  Burgundy  bred  up, 
Soon  starts,  the  dash  of  Methuen  in  his  cup. 
Those  sovereign  masters  i>f  the  Muses  skiil 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  still. 
Their  ore  wa.4  rich  and  seven  times  pnrg'd  of  lead. 
Their  art  scem'd  nature,  'twas  so  finely  hid. 
Though  born  with  all  the  powere  of  writing  well. 
What  pains  it  cost  they  did  not  blush  to  telL 
TTieir  ease  (my  lords  *. )  ne'er  tonng'd  for  want  of 
VoT  did  theitrage  through  affectation  tire,  [fire, 
Free  from  all  lawdry  and  imposing  glare 
'f  hey  trusted  to  thdr  native  grace  of  air. 
Tlapt'rousand  wild  the  trembling  soul  they  seize, 
Or  sly  coy  beauties  ftteal  it  by  degrees  ; 
The  more  yon  view  them  still  the  more  they 

please. 
Yet  there  are  thousands  of  ijcholastic  merit 
Who  worm  their  sense  out  but  ne'er  taste  their 

spirit 
Witness  each  pedant  under  Bentely  br^ed  ; 
Eicb  c4)mmentator  that  e*cr  commented. 
( Y0U  scarce  can  seize  a  spot  of  classic  ground, 
With  leagues  of  Dntch  morass  so  floated  round.) 
Witness— but  sir,  I  hold  a  cautious  pen, 
Lest  I  should  wrong  some  "  honourable  men. " 
They  grow  enthusiasts  too—"  Tislrue!  'tis  pity  f" 
But  *tis.  not  every  lunatic  that's  witty. 
Some -have  run  Maro — and  some  Milton— mad, 
Ashley  once  torn'd  a  solid  barber's  head: 
Hear  all  that's  said  or  printed  if  you  can, 
Ashley  has  tum'd  more  solid  heads  than  one. 

•  Let  such  admire  each  great  or  specious  name } 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them's  the  same. 
•'Right!"  Yes,  a  thousand  times.— Each  fool 

has  heiird    • 
That  Homer  was  a  wonder  of  a  bard. 
Despise  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart — 
But  to  convince  them  is  a  desperate  part. 
Why  should  you  tease  one  for  what  secret  cause 
One  doatsoo  Horace,  or  on  Hudibras  ? 
»Tis  cruel,  sir,  'tis  needless,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a  sot  of  taste  he  knows  no  flavour. 
To  disunite  I  neither  wish  nor  hope 
A  stubborn  blockhead  from  his  favorite  fop. 
yes  —fop  I  say,  were  Maro*s  self  before  'em : 
For  Maro's  self  grows  dull  as-  they  pore  o'er  him. 
But  bear  their  raptures  o'er  some  specious 

rhyme 
I>ubb*d  by  the  musk'd  and  greasy  mob  sublime. 
For  spleen's  dear  sake  hear  ho#  a  coxcomb  prates 
As  clam'rous  o*cr  his  jiys  as  fifty  cats  ; 
'*  Mu«ic  has  charms  to  sooth  a  savage  breast, 
to  soften  rocks,  and  oaks'*— and  all  the  rest : 
"I've  heard" — Bless  thcjse  long  ears  i — 'Heav'ns 

what  a  strain  I 
Ciood  God !  what  thunders  buret  in  this  Campaigri! 
Hark  I  Waller  warbles !  ah !  Iiow  sweetly  killing! 
Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  ! 
Rowe  breathes  all  Shakespeare  here !— That  ode 

of  Prior 
Js  Spenser  quite!  egad  his  very  fire  !— 
As  like  "—Yes  faith  !   as  gum-flowers  to  l!ie  rose. 
Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca's  dose ; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  srrossly  wrong) 
Jlrlc  Robert's  Mice  to  aught  eVr  Chaucer  stog. 


Read  boldly,  and  nnprejadic'd  peruse 
Each  fav'rite  modern,  ^n  each  ancient  muse. 
With  all  his  comic  salt  and  tragic  rage. 
The  great  stupendous  genius  of  our   stage. 
Boast  of  our  island,  pride  of  human-kind. 
Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind. 
His  frailties  are  to  ev'ry  gossip  known : 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  shocS  the  town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  of  names,  however  high  ; 
For  some  outlive  good  parts,  some  misapply. 
Each  elegant  Spectator  you  admire ; 
But  most  you  therefore  swear  by  Cato*s  fire  ? 
Masques  fbr  the  court,  and  oft  a  clumsey  jest. 
Disgraced  the  Muse  that  wrought  the  Alchemist. 
"  But  to  the  ancients." — Faith  I  I  am  not  clear, 
ForvU  the  smooth  round  type  of  Elzevif^, 
That  every  work  which  lasts-  in  prose  or  soug 
Two  thousand  years,  deserves  to  last  so  long. 
For  not  to  mention  some  eternal  blades 
Known  only  now  in  th'  academic  shades, 
(Those  sacred  groves  irhere  raptuV'd  spirits  stray, 
And  in  word-hunting  waste  the  live-long  day) 
Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  critics  scan, 
Do  read  Messalas*  4  praises  if  you  can. 
Ah !  who  but  feels  the  sweet  contagious  smart 
While  soft  TibuUus  pours  his  tender  heart } 
With  him  the  Loves  and  Muses  melt  in  tears  ; 
But  not  a  word  of  some  hexameters. 
"  You  grow  so  squeamish  and  so  dev'lish  dry. 
You'll  call  Lucretius  vapid  next."    Not  L 
Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think  him  lame  : 
But  if  he  lags,  his  subject  is  to  blame.      [tried, 
Rough    weary    roads  through   barren  wilds  be 
Yet  still  be  marohes  with  true  Roman  pride  : 
Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright, 
He  streams  athwart  the  philosophic  night. 
Find  you  in  Horace  no  insipid  odes? — 
He  dar'd  to  tell  us  Homer  sometimes  nods ; 
And  but  for  such  a  critic's  hardy  skill 
Homer  might  slumber  unsuspected  still.  ■ 

Tasteless,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame. 
At  second-hand  we  chiefly  praise  or  blame. 
Hence  'tis,  for  else  one  knows  not  why  or  bow, 
Some  authors  flourish  for  a  year  or  t«o : 
For  many  some,  more  wond'rous  still  to  tell ; 
Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  Hell. 
Of  solid  merit  others  pine  unknown  ; 
At  first,  though  Carlos  ^  swimmingly  weut  down, 
Popr  Belvidera  fail'dto  melt  the  town. 
Sunk  in  dead  night  th&  giant  Milton  lay, 
Tdl  Sommer's  hand  produc'd  him  to  the  day. 
But,  thanks  to  Heav'n  and  Addison's  good  grace. 
Now  ev'ry  fop  is  charm'd  with  Chevy  Chace. 

Specious  and  sage,  the  sovereign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave-worn  rock 
Reluctant  hnrl'd,  the  tame  implicit  trahi 
Or  crop  the  downs,  or  headlong  seek  the  main. 
As  blindly  we  our  solemn  leaders  follow. 
And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable  swallow. 

^  A  poem  of  Tibnllus's  in  hexameter  verse ; 
as  yawning  and  insipid  as  his  elegies  are  tender 
and  natural. 

ft  Don  Carlos^  a  tragedy  of  Otway's,  now  long 
and  j  ustly  forgotten,  went  off  with  gi%at  applause ; 
while  his  Orphan,  a  somewhat  better  performance, 
and  what  is  yet  more  strauge,  his  Venice  Pyt- 
served,  according  to  the  theatrical  aneqfiotes  of 
those  timesA  met  with  a  very  cold  reception. 
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ARMSTRONG'S  POEMS. 


Pray,  OB  the  first;  tlirong'd  eTenrng  of  a  play 
ThM  wears  the  fades  hippocratica  \ 
StronjBf  lines  of  death,  signs  dire  of  reprobation ; 
Have  you  not  seen  the  angel  of  salvation 
Appear  subiime;  with  wise  and  solemn  rap 
To  teaeh  the  doobtfol  rabble  where  to  clap  ? — 
The  rabble  knows  not  where  our  dramas  shine ; 
'But  vbere  the  cane  goes  pat—"  By  O —  that's 
fine !" 

Judge  for  yourself;  nor  wait  with  timid 
phlegm 
'Till  some  illustrious  pedant  hum  or  hem. 
The  lords  who  starved  old  Ben  were  learn 'dly  fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn*d. 
Their  sons,  whose  ears  held  Milton  could  not  seize, 
WouM- laugh  o^er  Ben  like  mad,  and  snu^aud 

sneeze. 
And  swear,  and  seem  as  tickled  as  you  please. 
Their  spaw<n,  the  pride  of  this  sublimer  age. 
Feel  to  the  toes  and  hosns  grave  Miltoa^s  rage. 
7'lv>ugh  liv'd  he  now  he  might  appeal  with  sconi 
To  lords,  fcnighis,  'squires,  and  doctors,  yet  un- 
Or  jusUy  mad,  to  Moloch's  burning  iane   [bom ; 
Devote  the  choicest  children  of  bis  brain. 
Jud^c  fiir  yourself;  and,  as  you  find,  peport 
Of  wit,  as  f redely  as  of  beef  or  port. 
Zounds !  shall  a  p<»vt  or  bluff  impointant  wight, 
Whose  brain  18  Aiaciiess,  whose  blood  is  uihite ; 
A  mumUing  ape  of  taste ;  prescribe  us  laws 
To  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  cause 
Than  that  he  boasts  per  ann.  ten  thousand  dear, 
Yelps  in  tlie  bouse,  or  Imrely  sits  a  peer  ? 
For  shame !  for  shame !  the  iilicral  British  soul 
I'o  stoop  to  any  stale  dictator's  rule ! 

I  may  be  wruug,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
Hut  right  or  wrong  with  fricndi<,  with  foes  'twill 
Thus  'tis  perhaps  my  fault  if  I  complain      [ont. 
or  tr;tc  invention  and  a  flimsy  vein, 
'J  ame  characters,  uninteresting,  jejune, 
And  passions  drily  copied  from  Ije  Brun  7. 
l-\)r  I  would  rat  her  never  judge  tiian  wrong 
'I  hKt  friend  of  all  men,  generous  Fenelon. 
But  in  the  name  of  goodness,  must  1  he 
'i'he  <Iupe  of  charms  I  uever  yet  could  see  ? 

I 

^  Tl>e  aiipettrance  of  the  face  in  the  last  stape 
of  a  consumption,  as  it  is  described  by  Hippocra- 
tes. 

7  First  painti»r  to  Lewis  XIV.  who,  to  sppak  in 
fashionable  French  English,  called  himself  Lewis 
,tlie  Great  Onr  sovereign  lords  the  passions, 
Jjove,  Rogc,  Despair,  &c.  were  graciously  pleas- 
ed  to  sit  to  him  in  their  turns  fur  their  portraits; 
'nbich  he  was  generous  enough  to  communicate 
"to  the  public;  to  the  great  improvement,  no 
doubt,  of  history-painting.  It  was  he  who  they 
:Miy  poii«c»ncd  Le  Sueur ;  who,  without  half  his 
advantages  m  many  other  respects,  was  sp  un- 
reaMmabte  and  prox'oking  as  to  display  a  genius 
with  which  his  own  could  stand  no  comparison. 
It  was  he  aiid  his  Gothic  disciples,  who,  with  sly 
snvatchcs,  defi^^  tlie  most  masterly  of  this  Le 
Suenr's  performances,  as  often  as  their  barbarous 
envy  could  stfUgly  veach  them.  Yet  after  all 
|h«»e  aobieivements  he  died  in  his  bed  i  A  catas- 
trophe which  ooutd  hot  have  happened  to  him  in 
a  country  like  this,  where  the  ^e  arts  are  as 
zealously  and  judiciously  patroyiised  a»4hey  are 
Avcil  underslMd. 


And  then  to  flatter  where  them's  no  r 

Better  be  any  patron-hunting  bard. 

Who  half  our  lords  with  filthy  praise  besmean,- 

And  sing  an  anthem  to  all  ministers: 

Taste  th'  Attic  salt  in  ev'ry  peer's  poor  rebua. 

And  crown  each  Gothic  idol  for  a  Pbcebua. 

AJas !  so  far  from  free,  so  far  from  brave, 
Wc  dare  not  show  the  little  taste  we  have. 
With  us  you'll  see  ev'n  vanity  control 
The  most  refin'd  sensations  of  the  soul. 
SadOtway's  8cenes,great  Shakespeare's  we  defyr 
**  Lard,  madam  1  'lis  so  unpolite  tu  cry ! — 
For  shame,  my  dear  I  d'ye  credit  all  this  stuff? — 
1  TOW — well,  this  is  innocent  enough. " 
At  Athens  long  ago,  the  ladies — (married) 
Dreamt  not  they  misbebav'd  though  they  mis- 
carried. 
When  a  wild  poet  with  licentious  rage 
Tum'd  fifty  fories  loose  upon  the  stage. 

They  were  so  tender  and  so  easy  mov'd. 
Heavens!    how  the  Grecian  ladies  must  have 

fov'dl 
For  all  the  fine  sensations  still  have  dwelt. 
Perhaps,  where  one  was  exquisitely  felt. 
Thus  he  who  heavenly  Maro  truly  feels. 
Stands  filed  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  thrilb. 
The  grosser  senses  too,  the  taste,  the  ^mell^ 
Are  likely  truest  where  the  fine  prevail : 
Who  doubts  that  Horace  must  have  cater'd  well? 
Friend,  I'm  a  shrewd  observer,  and  will  guess 
What  books  you  doat  on  from  your  fav'rite  mess» 
Brown  and  L'  Estrange  will  surely  charm  wbom- 

e'er 
The  frothy  pertness  strikes  of  weak  smaU-4>eer. 
\^'ho  steeps  the  calf's  fist  loin  in  greasy  sauce 
Will  hardly  loathe  the  praise  that  baat^es  an  ass. 
Who  riots  on  scutcht  collops  scorns  not  any 
Insipid,  fulsome,  trashy  miscellany ; 
And  who  devours  whate'er  the  cook  can  dish  up, 
Will  for  a  classic  consecrate  each  bishop  ^. 

Hut  I  am  sick  of  pen  and  ink ;  and  you 
W i !  I  find  this  letter  long  enough.     Adieu ! 


•   IMITATIONS  OF  SHAKESPEARE 
AND  SPENSER. 

ADVERTISEMBSn'   PROM   TUB   POBLlSBBa. 

The  following  imitation  of  Shakespeare  was  one 
of  our  autlior's  first  attempts  in  poetry,  made 
when  he  was  very  young.  It  helped  to  amuse 
the  solitude  of  a  winter  passed  in  a  wild  ru- 
mantic  country ;  and,  what  is  rather  particu- 
lar, was  just  finished  when  Mr.  Thomson's 
celebrated  poem  upon  the  same  subjc  ct  ap- 
peared. Mr.  Thomson,  soon  hearing  of  it, 
had  the  curiosity  to  procure  a  copy  by  the 
means  of  a  common  acquaintance.  He  showed 
it  to  his  poetical  fiiends,  Mr.  Mallet,  Mr. 
Aaron  Hill,  and  Dr.  Young,  who,  it  seems, 
did  great  honour  to  it  ^  and  Uie  first-mention- 
ed gentleman  wrote  to  one  of  his  friends  at 
Edinburgh,  desiring  the  author's  leave  to 
publish  it;  a  request  too  flattering  to  youthfol 
vanity  to  be  resisted.  But  Mr.  Mallet  altered 
his  mind ;  and  this  little  piece  has  hitherto 
remained  unpublished. 

8  See  Felton'sdassic?. 
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The  other  MMtAf ^ms  of  Sbiit^siy^  hapfpftn  lo 
have  been  $nved  out  of  the  rntra  of  an  mift- 
nishpd  tragedy  ott  the  story  of  Tereus  mid 
Pfailomeln ;  attempted  upon  an  itrtgularr  and 
extrtvagant  plan,  at  an  age  mufch  loo  early 
for  9ueh  achievements  However,  they  are 
here  exhibited  for  the  sAke  of  sutth  guests  a» 
may  like  a  little  reptist  of  scraps. 


Now  Summer  with  her  wanton  court  is  gone 
To  ravel  oo  the  soaih-side  of  the  work). 
And  flannt  and  froHo  out  the  live-loag  day. 
While  Winter  rising  paie  from  northern  seas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  rheum. 
A  blast  so  shrewd  makes  the  talUbodied  pines 
Unsinew'd  bend,  and  heavy  paced  bears 
Sends  ^wwling  to  their  savage  tenements. 
Now  blows  the  snrly  north,  and  chilis  througb- 
ont 
The  stiffening  regions;  while,  by  stronger  chahns 
Than  Chfcc  e'er  or  fell  Medea  brew'd. 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  ba«k«, 
Lies  all  bestilPd  and  wedgM  betwixt  its  banks, 
Nor  moves  the  wither 'd  reeds :  and  the  rash  flood 
That  from 'the  mountains  hel<l  iU   headstrong 
Buried  in  livid  sheets  of  vaulting  ice,       [course, 
Seen  through  the  shameful  breaches,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a  scanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 
What  wonder }  when  the  floating  wilderness 
That  scorns  our  miles,  and  calls  geography 
A  shallow  pryer  j  from  whose  unsteady  mirror 
The  high-hung  pole  surveys  his  dancing  locks  ; 
When  this  still-raving  deep  lies  mote  and  dead, 
Nor  heaves  iU  swelling  bosom  to  the  winds. 
The  surges,  baited  by  the  fierce  north-east. 
Tossing  with  fretful  spleen  their  angry  h«jads 
To  roar  and  rush  together. 
Even  in  the  foam  of  all  their  madness  struck 
To  monumental  ice,  stand  all  astride 
The  rocks  they  washed  so  late.    Such  executkm, 
So  stem,  so  sudden,  wrought  the  grisly  aspect 
Of  terrible  Medusa,  ere  young  Persco.s 
With  his  keen  sabre  eropt  her  horrid  head. 
And  laid  her  serpents  rowlingou  the  dost;  [stone 
When  wandering  thro'  the  woods  she  frown'd  to 
Their  savage  tenants :  jost  as  the  foaming  Hon 
Sprung  furious  on  his  prey,  her  speedier  power 
Outrun  his  haste ;  no  time  to  languish  in, 
Bat  fix*d  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  stands 
Like  Rage  in  marble.— Now  portly  Argoses 
Lie  wedg»d  'twixt  Neptune's  ribs. 

abysm 
Has  chang'd  our  ships  to  horses ;    Che  swift  bark 
Yields  to  the  heavy  waggon  and  the  cart. 
That  now  from  isle  to  isle  maintain  tftie  trader 
And  where  tlie  surface-baunliug  dolphin  led 
Her  sportive  young,  is  now  an  arcu  fit 
Por  the  wild  school-boy's  pastime. 

Meantime  the  evening  skies^  crusted  with  ice. 
Shifting  from  red  to  blaek  th«ir  weighty  skirts, 
Hang  mournful  o'er  the  hills ;   and  stenHng  mght 
■feides  the  bleak  p«iffing  winds,  that  seem  to  s|»it 
Their  focMB  spnrsethro'  the  w^kin,  which  is  no- 
thing 
If  DO^  beheld.    Anon  the  bw^en'd  Hedvea 
Shakes  from  its  am^le  sieve  the  boulted  snow ; 
That  fluttering  down'bespriokles.the  sod  trees 
In  mockery  of  leaves  ;•  pHee  iip  the  hills 
To  monstrous  altiUHto^  and  CJhokes  to  the  lips 


The  deep  impervious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
As  to  the  centre,  Nature's  vasty  breat^hea 
White  all  the  pride  of  men  and  mortal  things 
Lies  wkelmM  in  Heaven'a  white  rmnA^»« 

The  shivering  clown  dig*  his  obstnicted  way 
Through  the  snow-brinioidoed  cottage  dbor ; 
And  muffled  in  hishome-sptin  p4aid  encotMters 
With  livid  cheeks  and  rbemn-distilKng  nose 
The  momtng*s  Awrp  and  seoorgiug  breath ;    to 

count 
His  starving  flock  whose  number's  ati  too  short 
To  make  the  goodly  snm  of  yester-nigbt : 
Part  deep  mgurgiiated,  part  yet  struggling 
With  their  last  pantings  melt  themselves  a  grave 
In  Winter's  bosom;  which  yields  not  to  the 
Of  tlie  fate  languid  ereseet  of  this  world,  [teuchr 
That  now  with  lean  and  ehvrKsh  hosbandi^y 
Yields  hearflesBly  the  remaants  of  his  prime ; 
And,like  most  spendthrifts,  starves  his  latter  days 
For  firmer  ranlmessi    He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  disgrace ;  the  harness'd  waste 
RebelKoas  to  hi»  MaM  defeated  shafts ; 
And  idly  striiMB  the  ehdNsy  mooataiDs'  tops 
That  rise  to  kis<s  the  welkin's  mddy  lips; 
Where  all  the  rasAi  yomig  balKes  of  the  air 
Mount  their  quick  slender  penetrating  wings. 
Whipping  the  frost-burilt  vrUagets  to  the  bones  ; 
And  growing  with  their  tootion  mad  and  farious, 
'Till  swolt»  to  tempests  they  ont-tstge  the  thunder; 
Winnow  the  chafly  snow,  and  mdok  thte  skies 
Even  with  their  own  artiHery  retorted ; 
Tear  up  and  throw  th'  aoenrattlaOed  hills 
Into  the  vallies.    AttA  as  rude  h nrrieanlBs, 
Disehars'd  from  the  wmd-swotn  cheeks  of  Hea^ 
buoy  up  the  swilling  skills  of  Araby's  [ven. 

Inhospitable  wHds, 

And  roll  the  dnsty  dtesert  throagb  the  skies^ 
ChoakingtlMHbera4Bir,  aadsaKAbering 
Whole  caravans  at  onoe ;  soch  havoe  spiteds 
This  #ar  of  Heairan  and  FAnh,  soch  sialden  ruim. 
Visits  their  houseless  dtizefis»  that  shrink 
In  fbe  false  sheker  of  the  biUs  together. 
And  hear  the  tempest  hetrling  o'er  the'nr  herids 
ThAt  by  and  by  o'erwbdltase  them;    Tlie  very 

birds, 
Tkoseib^  that  trooped  ndt  with  the  chiming  tribtf 
Of  aMOroos  Summer,  qcnt  tlieir  ^tiflian  element; 
And  with  domestic  tameuess  hop  and  flutter 
WithiB  the  roofe  of  pervMniting  man, 

»Q w  (Grown  hospkaMe  by  like  sense  of  sufiffcrance ;) 

The  bridg'd  f  WhiCberthe  hinds,  the  dtobto*  thedsydii«charg'cl. 
From  kiln  or  bam  repairing^^  shut  th^  door 
On  surly  Winter  j  crowd  the  clea»-s*ept  hearth 
And  cheerful  Aioing  fire;  and  doff  the  tima, 
The  Whilst  the  maids  their  tMrirling  spindlek  ply. 
With  musty  legends,  aadear-pathingtates, 
Of  giants,  rnikk  Maok  neeromimtfc  hardsy 
Of  air-^buAt  <!asttes,  feats  ef  madea]^  knights^ 
And  every  hollow  fiction  of  romance. 
And,  as  their  VambHng-hmAbnf  leads  theM,  tulft 
Of  pvodfgics,  and  th'mgs  ef  ^trtiadM  uttetanee. 
That  Mt  tbem  all  ifgaiA^,  rease  up  their  hair. 
And"  moke  the  ideat  dr<)pli  start  fti»m  their  eyes ; 
Of  churoh-yard^  beloMag  flames  at  d«ed  of  irifht^ 
Of  vmMtiiig  stalurs,  gfiwtb  unafffisbK 
Haunting  Hie  diArkwaste  tower orairless«[imgeon; 
Tften  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  g^een, 
Diinking  the  simnlfer's    moonlight    iVom  the 
fMer*;  . 
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And  all  the  toys  that  pliantasy  pranks  ap 
P  amuse  her  fools  withal. — ^Tbus  they  lash  on 
The  snaii-pac'd  hyperlwrean  nights,  till  Heaven 
Hangs  with  a  juster  poize :  when  the  murk  cioiKis 
RoU*d  up  in  heavy  wreathe;;  low-bellying,  seem 
To  kiss  the  ground,  and  all  the  waste  of  snow 
Looks  blue  beneath  'em;    till    plumped    with 

bloating  dropsy,  « 
Beyond  the  bounds  aiid  stretch  of  continence, 
They  burst  at  once  ;    down  pours  the  hoarded 

rain. 
Washing  the  slippery  winter  from  the  hills, 
And  floating  all  the  rallies.     The  fading  scene 
Melts  like  a  lost  enchantment  or  vain  phantasm 
That  can  no  more  abuse.     Nature  resumes 
Her  old  substantial  shape ;   while  from  Uie  waste 
Of  undistinguishing  calamity. 
Forests,  and  by  their  sides  wide-skirted  plains. 
Houses  and  trees  arise ;  and  waters  flow. 
That  from  their  dark   confinements   tiursting, 

spurn 
Their  brittle  chains ;  fange  sheets  of  loosen'd  ice 
Float  on  their  bosoms  to  the  deep,  and  jarr 
And  clatter  as  they  pass;  th*  o'erjuttiug  banks. 
As  long  unpractisM  to  so  steep  a  liew, 
Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the  moving  pomp. 

Now  ev*ry  petty  brook  that  crawl'd  along. 
Bailing  its  pebbles,  mocks  the  river's  rage. 
Like.  ^  proud  frog  i'  the  fable.      The    huge 

Danube, 
While  melting  mountains  rush  into  its  tide, 
Rolls  with  such  headstrong  and  unreined  course. 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxine's  gulphy  maw, 
Bursting  its  crystal  cerements.    The  breathing 

time 
Of  peace  expired,  that  hush 'd  the  deafning  scenes 
Ofclam'rous  indignation,  ruffian  war 
Rebels,  and  Nature  stands  at  odds  again : 
Wh^  the  Toos'd  furies  of  the  fighting  winds 
Torment  the  main ;  that  swells  its  angry  sides. 
And  chums  the  ibam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws; 
While  through  the  savage  dungeon  of  the  night 
The  horrid  thunder  growls.   Th'  ambitious  waves 
Assault  the  skies,  and  from  the  bursting  clouds 
Drink  the  glib  lightening ;   as  if  the  seas 
Would  quench  the  ever-buming  fires  of  Heaven. 
Straight  from  their  slipp*ry  pomp  they  madly 

plunge 
And  kiss  the  lowest  pebbles.     Wretched  they 
That  'midst  such  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
Guide  a  frail  vessel !  Better  ice-bound  still. 
Than  roock'dwith  liberty  thus  be  resigu'd 
To  the  rough  fortune  of  the  fn>ward  time ;, 
When  NavigatKNi  all  a-tiptoe  stands 
On  such  unsteady  footing.     Now  they  mount 
On  the  tall  billow's  top»  and  seem  to  jowl 
Against  the  stars;  whence  (dreadful  eminence!) 
Tliey  see  with  swimming  eyes  (enough  to  hurry 

round 
In  endless  vertigo  the  dizzy  brain) 
A  gulph  that  swallows  vision,  with  wide  mouth 
Steep-yawn'rng  to  receive  them ;  down  they  dock 
To  the  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 
The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  Hell: 
Thence  toss'd  to  light  again:  till  borne  adrift 
Against  some  icy  mouprain's  bulging  sides 
They  reel,  and  are  no  more. — ^Nor  less  by  land 
Ravage  the  winds,  that  in  their  wayward  rage 
Howl  through  tho  wide  uuhospitable  glens  j 


That  rock  ibe  stable-p^aBled  towers,  tad  shake 

The  hoary  mooumentsaf  ancient  time 

Down  to  their  flinty  bases ;   that  engage 

Aa  they  would  tear  the   mountains  fixiro  their 

roots,  [heads , 

And  brash  th'  high  Heavens   with' their  woodt 
Making  the  stout  oaks  bow. — But  [  funset 
That  sprightly  Ver  trips  on  old  Winter'ss  beel: 
Cease  we  these  notes  too  tragic  for  the  time, 
Norjai-  against  great  Nature's  sjiuphony ; 
When  even  the  blustrous  elements  grow  tunefnl. 
Or  listen  to  the  concert.     Hark !   how  loud 
The  cdckoo  wakes  the  solitary  wood ! 
Soft  sigh  the  winds  as  o'er  the  greens  they  stray. 
And    murmuring  brooks  within  their  c'faanziei? 

play. 


»        PROGNE*S  DREAM : 

DAnXLY    EXPRESSIVE   OF   .SOME   PAST  BVEKTS    THAT 
WERE   SOOM    TO   BE    REVEALED  TO   HEB. 

-^ Last  night  I  dreamt, 

Whate'cr  it  may  forebode  it  moves  mestrangeiv. 
That  I  was  rapt  into  th6  raving  deep; 
An  old  and  reverend  sire  conducted  me : 
He  plnng'd  into  the  bosom  of  the  main, 
And  bade  me  not  to  fear  bnt  follow  him. 
1  followed:  with  impetuoos  speed  we  div'd. 
And  heard  the  dashing  thunder  o'er  our  heads. 
Many  a  slippery  fathom  doim  we  sunk, 
Beneath  all  plummet's  sound,   and  reach'd  the 

bottom. 
When  there;  I  ask'd  my  venerable  gtiide 
If  he  could  tell  me  where  'my  sister  was^; 
He  told  me  that  she  lay  not  far  from  theoce 
Within  the  bosom  of  a  flinty  rock. 
Where  Neptune  kept  her  for  his  paramour; 
Hid  from  the  jealous  Amphitrite's  sight : 
And  said  he  could  conduct  me  to  the  place. 
I  beg'd  he  wonld.     Through  dreadful  ways  we 

Pasf'  [side, 

'Twixt  rocks  that  frightfully  lower'd  on   either 
Whence  here  and  there  the  branchingr    comf 

sprang ;  [gold  and  gemi^. 

O'er  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heap^  of 
Into  a* hideous  kind  of  wilderness. 
Where  stood  a  stem  and  prison-looking  rock, 
DaubM  with  a  mossy  verdure  all  arouiK), 
The  mockery  of  paint     As  we  drew  near. 
Out  sprung  a  hydra  from  a  den  beluw, 
AspeckI'dfiiry;   fearfiilly  it  hiss'd. 
And  roll'd  its  sea.green  eyes  so  angrily 
As  it  would  kill  with  looking.     My  old  guide 
Against  its  sharp  head  huri'd  a  rugged  ston 
The  curling  monster  rais'd  a  brazen  shriek, 
Wallow'd  and  died  in  fltfnl  agonies. 
We  gain'd  the  cave.     Through  woven  adamant 
I  look'd,  and  saw  my  sister  ail  alone. 
Employ'd  sheseem'd  in  writing  something  sad. 
So  sad  she  look'd :   her  cheek  was  wond'coos  wan. 
Her  mournful  k)cks  like  weary  sedges  hung. 
I  cali'd— she,  timung,  started  when  she  saw  me, 
And  threw  her  head  aside  as  if  asham'd  : 
She  wcpit,  hot  wonld  not  speak— 1  call'd  again  , 
Still  she  was  mute. — Then  madly  I  addrest. 
With  all  the  lion-sinews  of  despair. 
To  break  th**  flinty  ribs  that  heM  me  out ; 
And  wiih  the  sirngglrtig  wak'd.-— 
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A  STORM; 

KAISCD  XO    ACCOUNT   FOR  THE    LATE     RETURN     OF 
A    MF^SENGBR. 

— The  Sun  went  down  in  wrath ; 

The  skies  foam'd  brass,  and  soon  th'  unchained 

winds 
Burst  from  the  howlins;  dungeon  of  the  north  : 
And  rais*d  such  high  delirium  on  the  main, 
Such  angry  clamour  ;  while  such  boiling  waves 
Fiash'd  on  the  peevish  eye  of  moody  night, 
U  look'd  as  if  the  seas  would  scald  the  Heavens. 
Still  louder  chid  the  winds,  tli'  enchafed  surge 
Still  answer'd  louder ;  and  when  the  sickly  mom 
Peep'd  ruefully  through  the  bk>tted  thick-brow'd 

east' 
To  view  the  ruinous  havoc  of  the  dark, 
The  stately  towers  of  Athens  seem*d  to  stand 
On  hollow  foam  tlde-whipt ;  the  ships  that  lay 
Scorning  the  blast  within  the  marble  arms 
Of  the  sea-chid  Portumnus.  danc'd  like  corks 
Upon  th'  enraged  deep,  kicking  each  other ; 
And  some  were  dash'd  to  fragments  in  this  fray 
Against  the  harbour's  rocky  chest.    The  sea 
So  roar'd,  so  madly  rag'd,  so  protidly  swelFd, 
As  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  sti«ets, 
And  steep  the  UU  Cecropian  battlements 
In  foaming  brine.    The  airy  citadel, 
Perch'd  like  aneagleona  high-browM  rock, 
Shook  the  salt  water  from  its  stubborn  sides 
With  eager  quaking;  the  Cyclades  appeared 
Lrike  ducking  cormorants — Such  a  mutiny 
Out.claraour'd  all  tradition,  and  gain'd  belief 
To  ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore. 
Seven  days  it  storm 'd,  &c. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

WRrrjEM   AT   MR.   THOMSOW'S    DESIRE,  TO   BE     W 
8ERTB0  IMTO   TBS   CASTLE   OF    INDOLENCE. 

Full  many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  house  of  rest, 

And  made  of  passi\e  wights  an  easy  prey. 
Here  Lethargy  with  deadly  sleep  oppre^t , 

Stretchy  on  his  back,  a  mighty  luUiaul  lay, 
Heaving  his  sides  ;  and  snored  night  and  day. 

To  stir  him  from  his  traunce  it  was  not  eath. 
And  his  half-open*d  eye  he  shut  straiglitway  : 

He  led  I  ween  the  softest  way  to  death, 
And  taught  withouten  pain  or  strife  to  yield  thr 
breath. 

Oflimbs  enormous,  but  withal  unsound, 

Stoft-swoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydrop^ie; 
Unwieldly  man,  with  belly  monstrous  round 

For  ever  fed  with  watery  supply  ; 
For  ttill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  still  was  dry. 

And  here  a  moping  mystery  did  sit. 
Mother  of  Spleen,  in  roli^  of  various  dye  : 

She  calPd  herself  the  Hypochondriac  Fit, 
And  frantic  seem*d  to  some,  to  others  seem'd  a 
wit: 

A  lady  was  she  whimsical  and  proud. 
Yet  oft  thro*  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen 
low. 

She  felt  or  fsncied  in  her  fhittering  mood 
All  Uia  diseases  that  the  ^piuls  know, 
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Aim!  sought  all  physic  that  the  shop^  bestow ; 
And  still  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would 
try. 
'Twas  hard  to  hit  her  humour  high  or  low, 
For  sometimes  she  would  laugh  and  some- 
times cry. 
Sometimes  would   waxen  wroth;    and  all   she 
knew  not  why. 

Fast  by  hersideaiistles»  virgin  pin'd. 

With,  aching  head  and  squeamish  hrart- 

burnings ;  [kind. 

Pale,  bloated,  cold,  she  secmVl  to  hate  mau- 

But  lov'd  in  secret  all  forbidden  thkig^. 
And  here  the  Tertian  shook  his  chilling  wings. 
And  here  the  Gout,  half  tiger  half  a  snake, 
Rag^d   with  an  hundred  teeth,  an   hundred 
stings. 
These  and  a  thousand  furies  more  did  shake 
Those  weary  realms,  and  kept  ease*  loving  me» 
awake. 


A  DAY: 

AN    EPISTLE     TO     JOHM     WILKES,     OF     AYLESBORV, 
ESQ. 

Escaped  from   London   now  four  moons,   and 

more, 
1  greet  gay  Wilkes  from  Fulda's  wasted  shore. 
Where  cloth'd  with  wood  a  hundred  hills  ascend. 
Where  Nature  manj'  a  paradise  has  planned  : 

A  land  that,  eVn  amid  cont«jding  arms. 
Late  smil'd  with  culture,  and  luxuriant  charms  f 
But  now  the  hostile  scythe  has  bar*d  her  soil. 
And  her  sad  peasants  starve  for  all  their  toil. 

What  news  to  day?— I  ask  you  not  what 
rogue. 
What  paltry  imp  of  fortune  *s  now  in  vogue ; 
What  forward  blundering  fool  was  last  preferred. 
By  mere  pretence  distinguished  from  the  herd ; 
With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  was  smit '; 
What  crazy  scribbler  reigns  thi'  present  wit  j 
What  stufffbrwmterthe  two  Booths  have  mixt ; 
What  bouncing  mimic  grows  a  Roscins  next. 
Wave  all  such  news :  Pre  seen  too  much,  my 

friend, 
To  stare  at  any  wonders  of  that  kind. 

News,  none  have  I :  you  know  1  never  had  | 
I  never  longM  the  day*.*  dull  lye  to  spread ; 
1  left  to  gossips  that  sweet  luxury, 
More  in  the  secrets  of  the  preat  than  I ; 
To  nurses,  midwives.  all  the  slippery  train. 
That  swallow  all,  anxH  bring  np  all  again  : 
Or  did  I  e*er  a  brief  event  relate, 
You  found  it  soon  at  length  in  the  Gazette. 

Now  for  the  weather — ^This  is  England  still 
For  aught  I  find,  as  good,  and  quite  as  ill. 
Even  now  the  pood'rous  rain  perpetual  falh. 
Drowns  every  camp,  and  crowds  our  hospitals. 
I'his  soaking  deluge  all  unstrings  my  frame. 
Dilutes  my  sense,  ami  sufihcates  my  flame— 
Tis  that  which  makes  these  present  lines  so  tame. 
The  parching  e%st  wind  still  pursues  me  too — 
Is  there  no  climate   itliere    this    Ht^iid    ne'er 

flew?-* 
By  Heaven,  it  slays  Japon,  perhaps  Peru  ! 
It  blasts  alt  Earth  with  itsenvenora'd  breath » 
Tliat  scatters  discord,  rage,  diseases,  death. 
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>T«BS  the  first  plague  ihatbarst  Pandora's  cheat, 
Aari  with  a  livid  smile  sovM  all  arcmnd  the  rest. 
Heaven  guard  my  frieiMl  from  every  plague 
that  fltes. 
Still  grant  him  health,  whence  all  the  pleasures 
But  oft  diseases  from  slow  causes  creep,  [rise. 
And  in  this  doctrine  as  (thank  Heaven)  I'm  dc«p, 

•  •  •  *  # 

•  •  ♦  •  * 


Mean  time  excuse  me  that  I  slily  snatch 
The  only  theme  m  which  I  shine  your  match. 

You  study  early :  some  indulge  at  night, 
,Thcir  prudish  Muse  steals  in  by  candle-light ; 
Shy  as  the  Athenian  bard,  she  shuns  the  day. 
And  finds  December  genial  more  than  May. 
But  happier  you  who  court  the  early  Sun, 
For  mommg  visits  no  debauch  dratr  on. 
Nor  so  the  spirits,  health,  or  sight  itnpair, 
As  those  that  pass  in  the  raw  midnight  air. 

The  task  of  breakfast  o*er ;  that  peevish,  pale. 
That  lounging,  yawning,  most  ungenial  meal ; 
Rush  out,  before  these  fools  msh  in  to  worry  ye. 
Whose  business  is  to  be  idle  in  a  hurry, 
Who  kill  your  time  as  frankly  as  their  own, 
And  feel  no  civil  hints  e'er  to  be  gone. 
These  fiies  oH  loirly  fiuog,  whene'er  the  house, 
Your  country's  business,  or  your  friend's,  al- 
lows. 
Hash  evt,  enjoy  the  fields  and  the  fresh  air ; 
Ride,  w«4k,  or  drive,  the  weather  foul  or  fair. 
Yet  in  the  torrid  months  I  would  revene 
This  HMtiiod,  leave  behind  both  proce  add  verse; 
With  the  gfey  dawn  the  bills  and  forest  roam, 
And  wait  the  sultry  pooo  erabower'd  at  home. 
While  every  r«ral  sound  ifn{»roves  the  breeEe, 
The  railing  stream,  the  busy  rooks,  and  murmur 
of  the  bees. 

You'll  hardly  cfapoose  these  cheerfiil  jaunts 
alone— 
Except  when  some  deep  scheme  is  carryiag  on. 
With  you  at  Chelsea  oift  may  I  behold 
The  hopeful  bod  of  sense  her  bloom  mifoM, 
With  you  I'd  walk  to  •     •     •    ♦    ♦    * 
To  rich,  insipid  Hackney,  if  yon  will : 
With  you  no  matter  where,  while  we're  together, 
i  scorn  no  spot  on  Earthy  and  curse  do  weather.. 

When  dinner  oomas,  amid  the  various  foaat. 
That  crowns  your  genial  bonvd,  where   every 

guest, 
Or  grave,  or  gaor,  is  happy,  and  at  bone. 
And  nonn  e'er  sigh'd  for  the  mind's  elbow-room  ; 
I  warn  you  stiU  tomakeyoor  ehief  repast 
On  one  plain  dish,  and  trifle  with  the  rest. 

•  *  •  •  • 

•  *  •  •  • 
Beef,  in  a  fever,  if  your  stomach  cwk  it. 
Ox-cheek,  or  mawkish  ood,  be  sure  you  have  it« 
For  still  the  oonstiintioa,  even  tbe  cose. 
Directs  the  stooMtch  $  this  informs  the  torte  ; 
And  what  the  taste  in  her  oapncions  fita 
Ceyly«  or  even  indifferently  admits. 

The  peevish  stomach,  or  disdains  to  toil, 
Or  indolently  works  to  vapid  chyle. 
This  instinct  of  the  taste  so  seldom  errs. 
That  if  yon  fove,  yet  smart  for  oucumbers, 
Or  plumbs  of  bad  repute,  you'll  likely  find 
'Twas  ibr  you  separated,  mtiat  l^ature  join'd» 
The  spicy  kernel  here, and  there  the  rind.  j 


'TIS  strange  how   blindly  we   from  Katnre 
Stray! 
The  only  creatures  we  that  miss  their  way ! 
"  To  err  is  human,"  man's  prerogative, 
VVho*as  too  much  sense  by  Nature's  ln«s  to  live  : 
Wiser  than  Nature  be  most  thwart  her  plan. 
And  ever  will  be  spoiling,  where  be  can. 
'Tis  well  he  cannot  ocean  change  to  Gre8m« 
Nor  earth  to  a  gHded  cake ;  not  e^en  oontd  tnm*: 
Niagara's  steep  abyss  to  crawl  down  stairs  *, 
Or  dress  in  roses  the  dire  CordelUers  *: 
But  what  he  con  he  does :  welt  can  he  trim 
A  charming  spot  into  a  ehildtsh  whim  ; 
Can  every  generous  gift  of  Nature  spoH, 
And  rates  their  merits  by  his  cost  and  toil. 
Wbate'er  the  land,  whate'er  the  seas  pR>dooe» 
Of  perfbet  texture,  and  exalted  juice. 
He  pampers,  or  to  fulsome  fat,  or  drains. 
Refines  a^d  hleaclies,  till  no  taste  remains. 


Enough  to  fatten  fools,  or  drive  the  dray. 
But  ^lalpies  otid  death  to  those  of  finer  clay. 

No  comer  else,  'tis  not  to  be  dented. 
Of  all  OUT  isle  so  rankly  is  supplied 
With  gross  productions,  and  adulterate  fare. 
As  our  renown'^d  abode,  whose  name  I  spare 
They  cram  all  poultry,  that  the  hungry  fox 
WouM  loathe  to  toudi.them ;  e'en  their  boasted 

ox 
Sometimes  is  glutted  so  with  unctuous  spoil. 
That  what  seema  beef  is  rather  rape-seed  oil. 
D'ye  ye  know  what  brawn  ir?-«^th' unhappy 

beast  I     - 
He  stands  eternal,,  and  is  doom'd  to  feast 
Till—- but  the  nanseou»  process  I  forbear^— 
Only,  beware  of  brawn— 4>esore,  beware  I 
Yet  brawn  has  taste — it  has ;  their  veal  ba^itooc. 
Saw  what  the  batcher's  breath  inspires  alone  ; 
Just  Heaven  one  day  may  send  them  hail  for 

wheat, 
Who  spoil  all  veal  because  it  should  be  white. 
'Tia  hard  to  say  of  what  compounded  paste 
Then*  bread  is  wrought,  for  it  betrays  no  taste. 
Whether  'tis  flour  and  chalk,  or  chalk  and  flour, 
Shell'd  and  r«fin'd  till  it  has  taste  no  more  ; 
But  if  the  lump  be  white,  and  white  enough. 
No  matter  how  Insipid,  dry  or  tough. 
In  salt  itself  the  sapid  savour  fails, 
Btrmt  alum  for  the  love  of  white  prevails : 
While  tasteless  cole-seed  we  for  mustard  swal- 
low, 
'Tis  void  of  Eest  indeed — but  stHl  'tis  yellow. 
Parsnip,  or  parsley-root,  the  rogues  will  soon 
Scrape  for  horse-radish,  and  'tmH  pass  unknown. 
For  by  the  colour,  not  the  taste,  we  prove  oil. 
As  hens  will  sit  on  chalk,  if  'tis  but  ovaL 

1  must  with  caution  the  cook's  reign  invade. 
Hot  as  the  fire,  and  hasty  from  his  trade, 

•  «  •  «  • 

•  *  •  *  * 


>  Vide  Chatflwortb,  1753. 
■  Les  CofdcUeiras  dea  Andes  ore  a  chain  of 
hills  which  run  through  South- America, 
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A  took  of  genius,  bid  him  roast  a  hare, 
Dy  all  that's  hot  and  horrible  would  swear, 
Parch  native  dryness  I  zounds,   that's  not  the 

thing— 
But  stew  him,  and  he  might  half  dine  a  king. 
His  generous  broth  I  should  almost  prefer 
To  turtle  soup,  though  turtle  travels  far. 

Yon  think  me  nice  perhaps:  yet  I  could  dine 
On  roasted  rabbit ;  or  fat  turkey  and  chine ; 
Or  fulsome  haslet ;  or  most  drily  cram 
My  throat  with  tasteless  fillet  and  wet  bam : 
Jut  let  nie  ne'er  of  mutton^saddle  eat. 
That  solid  phantom,  that  most  specious  cheat  ^ 
Yet  loin  is  passable,  he  was  no  fcml 
Who  said  the  half  is  better  than  the  whole: 
•  •  *  •  « 


* 
* 


But  I  have  cook'd  and  carv'd  enough  and 
more, 
We  come  to  drinking^  next.    'Till  dinner's  o'er, 
i  wouM  all  claret,  even  champaign  forbear ; 
nive  me  fresh  water — bless  me  with  small-beer. 
But  still  whate'er  you  drink  with  cautious  lip 
Approach)  survey,  and  e'er  you  swallow,  sip  ; 
For  often,  O  defend  all  honest  throaU !    • 
The  reeling  wasp  on  thedrench'd  borac^e  floats^ 
I've  known  a  dame,  sage  else  as  a  divine. 
For  brandy  whip  off  ipeoacoan  wine; 
And  I'm  as  sure  amid  your  careless  glee, 
YouMl  swallow  port  one  time  for  cote-rotie. 
But  you  aware  of  that  Lethean  flood. 
Will  scarce  repeat  the  doae^forbid  you  shouldl 
'  ns  such  a  deadly  foe  to  all  that's  bright, 
*Twonld  souo  encumber  e'en  youf  fancy's  flight : 
And  if 'tis  true  what  some  wise  preacher  says, 
That  we  our  gen'rous  ancestors  disgrace. 
The  foult  from  this  pemickms  fountain  flows. 
Hence  half  our  follies,  half  oar  crimes  and  woes; 
And^  ere  our  maudlin  genius  mounts  again, 
^wUI  cause  a  sea  of  claret  and  champaign 
Of  this  retarding   glue  to  rinse  the  natioD's 

brain. 
The  mud-fed  carp  reflnes  amid  the  springs. 
And  time  and  buigundy  might  do  great  things : 
Bat  health  and  pleasure  we  for  trade  despise. 
For  Portugal's  grudg  d  gold  our  genius  dies. 
O  hapless  race !  O  land  to  be  bewail'd  ! 
With  murders,  treasons,  honid  deaths  appal 'd ; 
Where  dark-red  skies  with  livid  thunders  frown 
While  Earth  convulsive  shakes  her  cities  down; ' 


Where  Hell  in  Heaven's  name  holds  her  impious 

court,  ^ 

And  the  grape  bleeds  out  that  bMck  poison,  port  i 
Sad  poison  to  themselves,  to  us  still  worse,    * 
Brew'd  and  rebrew'd,  a  double,  treble,  curse. 
Toss'd  in  the  cr«^d  of  various  rules,  I  find 
Still  some  material  business  left  behind  > 

•  •  •  •  * 

•  ♦  •  *  ♦ 
The  fig,  the  gooseberry,  beyond  all  grapes. 
Mellower  to  eat,  as  rich  to  drink  perhaps. 
But  pleasures  of  this  kind  are  best  enjoy'd. 
Beneath  the  tree,  or  by  the  fountain  side. 
Ere  the  quick  soul,  and  dewy  bloom  exhale. 
And  vainly  melt  into  the  thankless  gale. 

•  «  *  •  ji, 


Who  from  the  full  meal  yield  to  natural  rest, 
A  short  repose ;  'tis  strange  how  soon  you'll 

find 
A  second  morn  rise  cheerful  on  your  mind : 
Besides  it  softly,  kindly,  sooths  away 
The  saddest  hour  to  some  that  damps  tha  day. 
But  if  you're  coy  to  sleep,  before  yoii  spread 
Some  easy-trotting  poet's  lines— you're  dead 
At  once  :  even  these  may  hasten  your  repose. 
Now  rapid  verse,  now  halting  nearer  prose ; 
There  smooth,  here  rough,  what  I  suppose  you'd 

chuse,       ^ 
As  men  of  taste  hate  sameness  in  the  Muse : 
Yes,  I'd  adjourn  all  drinking  till  'tis  late. 
And  then  indulge,  but  at  a  moderate  rate. 
By  Heaven  not  *  *  *  with  all  his  genial  wit. 
Should  ever  tempt  me  after  twelve  to  sU*- 
You  laugh— at  noon  you  say :   I  mean  at  night. 

1  long  to  read  your  name  once  more  again. 
But  while  at  Casael,  all  such  longing's  vain. 
Yet  Cassel  else  no  sad  retreat  I  find. 
While  good  and  amiable  Gayots  is  my  friend. 
Generous  and  plain,  the  friend  of  human-kind  ; 
Who  scorns  the  little-minded's  partial  view ; 
One  you  would  love,  one  that  would  rolish  you. 
With  him  sometimes  I  sup,  and  often  dine, 
And  find  his  presence  cordial  more  than  wine. 
There  lively,  genial,  friendly,  Goy  and  I 
Touch  glasses  oft  to  one  whose  company 
Would— 4>nt  what's  this  ? — Farewell— within  two 

hours 
We  mareh  for  Hoxter— ever,  ever  yours. 

9  Mons.  de  Gayot,  fils,  conselller  d'estat,  et 
intendant  de  I'armee  Franp  oise  en  AUemagne. 
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LIFE  OF  JOHNSON, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


•1  HE  admksion  of  Dr.  JohoB0D*8  poemi  into  the  snpplemeiit  to.  his  own  coOec- 
tioD,  published  in  179$^  renders  some  account  of  his  life  necessary  in  this  place.  I 
am  aware  that  the  following  is  short  and  may  not  be  thought  satisfactory,  for  what 
can  be  satbfactory  to  those  who  have  read  Mr.  BoswelPs  very  interesting  Tolumes^ 
and  who  that  has  read  them  is  unacquainted  with  the  mind,  the  habits,  the  geniui 
of  Dr.  Johnson  ?  Still  as  some  account  is  indispeosible  to  preserve  the  uniformity 
of  our  plan,  an  attempt  has  been  made  to  compress  the  leading  events  of  his  life  in  a 
short  narratire,  which  may  perhaps  refresh  the  memory,  although  it  can  add  no* 
thing  to  the  vast  fund  of  information  already  before  the  public. 

This  highly  distingnished  writer  was  bom  on  the  18th  of  September  1709,  at 
Litch£eld  in  SMTordshire,  where  his  father  Michael  Johnson,  a  native  of  Derby* 
shire,  of  obscure  extraction,  was  at  that  time  a  bookseller  and  stationer.  His 
mother,  Sarah  Ford,  was  a  native  of  Warwickshire,  and  sister  to  Dr.  Ford,  phy- 
sician, who  was  father  to  Cornelius  Ford,  a  clergyman  of  loose  character,  whom 
Hogarth  has  satirized  in  one  of  the  prints  of  hb  Modem  Midnight  Conversation. 

Our  author  was  the  eldest  of  two  sons.  Nathaniel,  the  youngest,  died  in  1737^ 
In  his  twenty.fifth  year.  The  father  was  a  man  of  robust  body  and  active  mind^ 
yet  occasionally  depressed  by  melancholy,  which  Samuel  inherited,  and,  with  the 
aid  of  a  stronger  mind,  was  not  always  able  to  shake  oflf.  He  was  also  a  steady 
high^chnrchman,  and  an  adherent  of  the  house  of  Stuart,  a  prejudice  which  his 
s(m  outlived  in  the  nation  at  large,  without  entirely  conquering  in  himself.  Mrs« 
Johnson  was  a  woman  of  good  natural  understanding,  unimproved  by  education, 
andour  author  aclcnowledged,  with  gratitude,  that  she  endeavoured  to  instil  sen- 
timents o^  piety  as  soon  as  he  was  capable  of  any  instruction.  There  is  little  else . 
in  his  family  history  worthy  of  notice^  nor  had  he  much  pleasure  in  tracing  hhi 
pedigree.  He  venerated  others,  however,  who  could  produce  a  recorded  ancestry; 
nod  used  to  say,  that  in  him  this  was  disinterested,  for  he  could  scarcely  tell  who 
was  his  grandfather. 
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That  he  was  remarkable  in  his  earlj  years  has  been  supposed,  bat  maoj  proofs 
bave  not  been  advaniced  by  his  biographers.  He  had,  iodeed,  a  retentife  me. 
morj,  and  soon  discorered  symptoms  of  an  impetaous  temper,  bat  these  dnnmu 
stances  are  not  enough  to  distinguish  him  from  hundreds  of  children  wko  never  at* 
tain  eminence.  In  his  infancy  he  was  afflicted  with  the  scrophnUt  which  injured 
his  sight,  and  he  was  carried  to  London  to  receirc  the  royal  touch  from  the  hand 
of  queen  Anne,  the  last  of  our  sorereigns  who  encouraged  that  popular  super- 
stition.  •  ^ 

He  was  first  taught  to  read  English  by  a  woman  who  kept  a  school  for  yonog 
children  at  Litchfield,  and  afterwards  by  one  Brown.  I^tln  he  learned  at  liteb- 
field -school,  under  Mr.  Hunter,  a  man  of  serere  discipline,  but  ao  attentive 
teacher.  Johnson  owned  that  he  needed  correction,  and  that  hb  master  did  not 
spare  him,  but  this  instead  of  being  the  cause  of  unpleasant  recollections  in  his 
advanced  life,  serve4  only  to  conrince  him  that  sererity  in  school- educatios  b  ne* 
cessary,  and  in  all  his  couTcrsations  on  the  subject,  he  persisted  in  pieaifiagfor  a 
liberal  use  of  the  rod. 

At  this  school  his  superiority  was  soon  acknowledged  by  his  companions,  who 
could  not  refuse  submission  to  the  ascendancy  which  he  acquired*  His  proficiency, 
howerer,  as  in  erery  part  of  his  life,  exceeded  his  apparent  diligence*  He 
cotild  learn  more  than  others  in  the  same  allotted  time,  and  he  was  learning  when 
he-  seemed  to  be  idle.  He  betrayed  an  early  arersion  to  stated  tasks,  bai^  if 
roused,  he  could  recover  the  time  he  appeared  to  hare  lost  with  great  fectlity. 
-  Y^t  he  seems  afterwards  to  have  been  conscious  that  much  depends  on  regnlanty 
of  study,  and  we  find  him  often  prescribing  to  himself  stated  portions  offending, 
and  recommending  the  same  to  others  •  No  man  perhaps  w«s  ever  more  sensible 
of*  his  failings,  or  avowed  them  with  more  candour,  nor,  indeed,  would  maay  of 
them  have  been  known,  if  he  had  not  exhibited  them  as  warnings. 

^His  memory  was  uncommonly  tenacious,  and  to  his  last  days  he  prided  hhn. 
sdf  on  it,  considering  a  defect  of  memory  as  the  prelude  of  total  decay.  Perhaps 
he  carried  this  doctrine  rather  too  far,  when  he  asserted  that  the  occasional  fai- 
lure of  memory  in  a  man  of  seventy  must  imply  something  radically  wrong;  but 
it  inny  be  in  general  allowed  that  the  memory  is  a  pretty  accurate  standard  of 
mental  strength. 

Although  his  weak  sight  preTented  him  from  joining  in  the  amusements  of  his 
school-feflows,  for  which  he  was  otherwise  well  qualified  by  personid  coun^  and 
an  ambition  to  exccll,  he  found  an  equivalent  pleasure  in  sauntering  in  the  fields^ 
or  reading  such  books  as  camo  into  his  way,  particularly  old  romances*  For 
th^se  he  retained  a  fondness  throughout  life,  but  was  wise  and  candid  enough  to 
attribute  to  them^  in  some  degree,  that  unsettled  turn  of  mind  which  preTented 
his  fiting  in  any  profession. 

'About  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  paid  a  long  risit  to  his  uncle  Cornelius  Ford,  but 
oii  his  return  hls  master,  Hunter,  refnsed  to  receive  him  again  on  the  foitidation 
of  Litchfield-school ;  what  his  reasons  were  is  not  known.  He  was  now  remoTed 
to  the  school  of  Stourbridge  in  Worcestershire,  where  he  remained  about  a  year, 
with  Tory  little  acquisition  of  knowledge  bnt  here,  as  well  as  at  Liiihfield,  he 
gave  several  proofs  ot  his  inclination  to  poetry,  and  afterwards  published  some  of 
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these  jttTcmleprodactioiis  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  From  Stourbridge  h« 
returned  home,  where  be  remained  about  two  years,  without  any  regular  appli. 
cation.  His  time,  however,  was  not  entirely  wasted,  as  he  employed  it  in  read- 
ingmany  of  the  ancient  writers,  and  stored  his  mind  with  so  much  various  infor- 
mation, that  when  he  went  to  Oxford,  Dr.  Adams  said  he  "  was  the  best  qua^ 
lified  for  the  nniversity  that  he  had  e^er  known  come  there." 

By  what  means  his  father  was  enabled  to  defray  the  expense  of  an  unirersity 
education  has  not  been  very  accurately  told.    It  is  generally  reported  that  he  went 
to  assist  the  atudies  of  a  young   gentleman  of  the  name  of  Corbet.     His  friend. 
Dr.  Taylor,  assured  Mr.  Bos  well,  that  he  never  could  haVe  gone  to  college,  had 
not  a  gentleman  of  Shropshire,  one  of  his  school. fellows,  spontaneously  under- 
taken to  support  him  at  Oxford,  in   the  character  of  his  companion,  though,  in 
fact,  he  never  received  any  assistance  whatever  from  that  gentleman.     He  was, 
however,  entered  a  commoner  of  Pembroke  College  on  the  3lst.  October  1728- 
His  tutor  was  Mr.  Jordan,  a  fellow  of  Pembroke,  a  man  whom  Johnson 'men- 
tinned  with  respect  many  years  after,  but  to  whose  instructions  he  did  not  pay 
much  regard,  except  that  he  formally  attended  his  lectures,  as  well  as  those  in  the 
CollegcAall.    It  was  at  Jordan's  request  that  he  translated  Pope's  Messiah  inta 
Latin  verse,  as.a  Christmas  exercise.     Pope  is  said  to  have  expressed  his  high  ap- 
probation of  it,  but  critics  in  that  language,  among  whom  Pope  could  never  be 
ranked,  have  not  considered  Johnson's  Latin  poems  as  the  happiest  of  his  com- 
positions.     When  Jordan  left  college  to  accept  of  a  living^  Johnson  became  a  , 
scholar  of  Dr.  Adams,  who  was  afterwards  the  head  of  Pembroke,  and  with 
whom.  Johnson  maintained  a  strict  friendship  to  the  last  hour  of  his  life. 

During  the  vacation,  in  the  following  year,  he  suflfered  severely  by  an  attack  of 
his  constitutional  melancholy,  accompanied  by  alternate  irritatioQ,  fretfulness 
and  languor.  It  appears,  however,  tha.t  he  resisted  his  disorder  by  every  effort  of 
a  great  mind,  and  proved  that  it  did  not  arise  from  want  of  mental  resources,  or 
weakness  of  understanding.  On  his  return  to  the  university,  he  probably  con, 
tinued  his  desultory  manner  of  reading,  and  occasionally  formed  resolutions  of  re- 
gular  study,  in  which  he  seldom  persisted.  Among  his  companions  he  was  looked 
up  to  as  a  young  man  of  wit  and  spirit,  singular  and  unequal  in  temper,  impatient 
of  college  rules,  and  not  over  respectful  to  his  seniors.  Such  at  least  seems  to  bo 
the  result  of  Mr.  Boswdl's  inquiries,  but  littie  is  known  with  certainty,  except 
what  is  painful  to  relate,  that  he  either  put  on  an  air  of  gaiety  to  conceal  his  anx- 
ious cares,  or  secluded  himself  from  company  tliat  that  poverty  might  not  be 
known  which  at  length  compelled  him  to  leave  college  without  a  degree^ 

He.now  (1731)  returned  to  Litchfield,  with  very  gloomy  prospects.  His  fethct 
died  a  few  months  after  his  return,and  the  litUe  he  left  behind  him  was  hardy  suf- 
ficient  for  the  temporary  support  of  his  widow.  In  the  following  year  our  author 
accepted  the  place  of  usher  of  the  school  of  Market  Bosworth  in  Leicestershire,  an 
employment  which  the  pride  of  sir  Wolstan  Dixie,  the  patron,  soqn  rendered  irk- 
some, and  he  threw  it  up  in  a  disgust  which  recurred  whenever  he  recollected  this 
pstf t  of  his  history.  For  six  months  after,  he  resided  at  Birmingham  as  the  guest 
of  Ml".  IJector,  an  eminent  surgeon,  and  is  supposed  during  that  tune  to  have  fur- 
nished some  periodical  essays  for  a  newspaper  printed  by  Warreu  a  bookseller  ia 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 
I 


SdOt  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHNSON. 

BinningTiam.  Here,  too,  he  abridged  and  translated  Father  Lobo^s  Vof^  Us 
Abyssinia,  which  was  published  in  1735  by  Bettesworth  and  Hi«Db  n  PttCerttoaler 
Row,  London.  For  this,  his  first  literary  performanco,  he  rEceifed  the  small 
sum  of  five  guineas.  In  the  translation  there  is  fittle  thatm.arks  the  haoddf  John, 
son,  but  in  the  pteface  and  dedication  are  a  few  passages  in  the  same  energ^c  and 
iqanly  style  which  he  may  be  said  to  hare  intentecf,  and  id  hWe  tAnght  ter  bur 
countrymen. 

In  1734,  he  returned  to  Litchfield,  and  issued  proposals  for  aned1ti<^n  of  the 
Jjatin  poems  Of  Politian,  with  the  history  of  Latin  poetry,  from  the  erk  of  Pe- 
trarch to  the  time  of  Politian,  and  also  the  life  of  Politian ;  the  book  to  be  print. 
ed  in  thirty  octaro  sheets,  price  five  shillings.  Those  who  have  not  att^dcd  to 
the  literary  history  of  this  country  will  be  surprised  that  i^uch  a  work.  cOtiid  not 
be  undertaken  without  the  precaution  of  a  subscription,  and  they  will  rbgret  that 
in  this  case  the  subscription  was  so  inadequate  to  theexpenseof  printing  as  fa  deter 
our  author  from  executing  what  probably  would  have  made  hhti  known  and  pa- 
tronized by  the  learned  world. 

Disappointed  in  this  scheme,  he  offered  his  services  to  Mr.  Caye,  the  pW>):nrTr. 
tor  and  editor  of  thfe  Gentleman's  Magazine,  who  had  given  some  "proofs^f  a  li- 
beral spirit  of  enterprize  in  calling  forth  the  talents  of  naknOWn  and  tnj^nldns 
writers.  On  this  occasion  he  suggestl^d  some  improi/cmeats  In  'the  management  of 
the  Magazine  and  specified  the  articles  which  he  was  ready  to  supply.  XU^e  an* 
swered  his  letter,  bttt  it  does  hot  appear  that  any  agreement  tras  formed  "it  this 
time.  Ho  soon,  howeter,  entered  into  a  conneetion  bf  a  mote  tetidei^  Rtnd^ 
which  ended  in  marriage.  His  trife,  who  wa^  about  tw^ty  yexM  Met  tlia^'ttilti. 
self,  was  the  widow  of  Mr.  Porter,  a  mercer  of  BiVlfilDgham,  a  ladywhbsecha. 
racter  has  been  Tariously  represented,  but  seldom  to  her  discredit.  "She  il^,  bow. 
ever,  the  object  of  his  first  passion,  and  although  they  did  dot  pas9  the^hdle  time 
^(  their  union  in  uninterrupted  harmony,  ho  lamented  her  deilth  with* Unfeigned  sor- 
row, and  retained  an  enthusiastic  veneration  for  her  nrembr]^.''  ^'  '    ' 

She  had  a  fortune  of  eight  hundred  pounds^  and  with  part  Of  fhfo  he  hired  % 
large  house  aiEdikl  near  Litchfield, which  he  fitted  up  as  an  acadertiy,  where  youn^ 
gentlemen  were  to  be  boarded  and  taught  the  Latin  and  Greek  language.  Gtl. 
bert  Walmsley,  a  man  of  learning  and  worth,  whom  he  has  eelebrat^'by  a  cha* 
^actrr  drawn  with  unparalleled  elegance,  endeayonred  to  prottitftb  this  plan,  but  it 
piV)ved  abortive.  Three  pupils  only  appeared,  one  of  whom  was  David  Garrick  : 
with  these  he  nm^e  a  shift  to  keep  the  school  open  for  about  b  year  and  a  half,  and 
was  then  obliged  to  discontinue  it,  perhaps  not  much  against  his  inclination.  No 
man  knew  better  than  Johnson  what  ought  to  be  taught,  but  the  business  of  edu. 
cation  was  confessedly  repugnant  to  his  habits  aAd  his  teMp^. 

During  this  short  residence  at  Edial,  he  wrote  a  considerable  part  of  hb  Irene, 
which  Mr.  Walmsley  advised  him  to  prepare  for  the  Stage,  and  it  was  probably 
by  this  gentleman^s  advice  that  he  determined  to  try  his  fortune  in  London.  His 
pupil  Garrick  had  formed  the  same  resolution,  and  in  Miarch  17S7,  they  arrired 
in  London  together.  Garrick,  after  some  farther  preparatory  education,  was  de- 
signed for  the  study  of  the  law,  but  in  three  or  fonr  years  went  on  the  stage,  ob- 
tained the  highest  honours  that  dramatic  fame  could  confer,  with  a  fortune  spleQdid 
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fcqroad  afl  pfacedent.  Thtt  difference  in  ihe  lot  of  ih^e  two  young  raea 
nlghl  lead  to  miny  refiectiont  03  the  taste  ef  the  age,  and  the  value  of  its  patron, 
age^  but  they^are  top  obvious  to  be  obtruded  on  any  reader  of  feeling  or  judg- 
snent^  and  ta  otiiert  they  would  be  unintelligible. 

In  what  manner  Johnson  was  employed  for  some  time  after  his  arrival  in  Lon* 
don,  b  not  known.  Qie  brought  a  small  sum  of  money  with  him,  and  he  hus- 
banded it  with  frugality,  while  he  mixed  in  such  society  as  was  accessible  to  k 
friandless  and  uncourtly  scholar,  and  amused  himself  in  contemplating  the  man. 
ners  of  the  metropolis.  It  appears  that  at  one  time  he  took  lodgings  at  Green, 
wich,  and  proceeded  by  fiti  to  complete  his  tragedy.  He  renewed  his  application 
also  to  Cave,  sending  him  a  specimen  of  a  translation  of  the  History  of  the  Council 
of  Treat,  and  desiring  to  know  if  Cave  would  join  in  the  publication  of  it.  Cave 
appears  to  have  consented,  for  twelve  sheets  were  printed  for  which  our  author 
received  forty.nine  pounds,  but  another  translation  being  announced  about  the 
tame  period  (17S8)  by  a  rival  whose  namewas  also  Samuel  Johnson,  librarian  of 
St.  Martins  in  the  Fields^  our  author  desbted,  and  the  other  design  was  also 
dropped. 

In  the  oonrse  of  the  summer  he  went  to  Litchfield,  where  he  had  left  Mrs; 
Jobasoo,  and  there,  during  a  residence  of  three  months,  finished  his  tragedy  for 
the  staga.  On  his  return  to  London  with  Mrs.  Johnson,  he  endeavonred  to  pre. 
vail  on  Fleetwood,  the  patentee  of  Dniry-lane  theatre,  to  accept  Irene,  but  in 
this  was  unsuccessful,  and  having  no  interest  with  any  other  manager,  he  laid 
asUla  hii  play  in  pursuit  of  literary  employment.  He  had  now  become  personally 
known  to  Cave,  and  began  to  contribute  to  the  Magazine  original  poetry,  Latin, 
and  Ebglbh  translations,  biographical  sketches,  and  other  miscellaneous  articles, 
particularly  the  debates  in  parliament,  under  the  name  of  the  Senate  of  Lilliput. 
At  that  time  the  debates  were  not  allowed  to  be  published,  as  now,  the  morning 
after  the  day  of  meeting,  and  the  only  safe  mode  of  conveying  the  substante  of 
them  to  the  public  was  by  adopting  ti  historical  form  at  more  distant  periods.  At 
irst,  Johnson  merely  revised  the  manuscript  as  written  by  Guthrie  >,  who  then 
supplied  this  department  of  the  Magazine,  bnt  when  Guthrie  had  attained  a  higher 
rank  among  authors,  the  whole  devolved  on  his  coadjutor.  His  only  matermls 
were  a  few  notes  supplied  by  persons  who  attended  the  houses  of  parliament,  from 
which,  and  sometimes  from  information  even  more  scanty,  be  compiled  a  series 
of  speeches,  of  which  the  sentiments  as  well  as  the  style  were  often  his  own.  la 
his  latter  days  he  disapproved  of  this  practice,  and  desisted  from  writing  the 
speeches  as  soon  as  he  found  they  were  thought  genuine. 

The  valoe  of  his  contributions  to  this  Magazine  must  have  been  soon  acknow* 
ledged.  It  was  thea  in  its  infancy,  and  there  is  a  visible  fanprovement  from  the 
time  he  began  to  write  for  it*  Cave  had  a  contriving  head,  but  with  too  much  of 
literary  quackery.  John8on,by  recommending  original  or  selected  pieces  calculated 
to  improve  the  taste  and  judgment  of  the  public,  raised  the  dignity  of  the  Maga- 
aina  above  its  contemporaries,  and  to  him  we  certainly  owe,  in  a  great  measure, 
the  various  information  and  literary  history  for  which  that  miscellany  has  ever 

*  Gathrie  compowd  the  iMrriiameiitary  gpeeches  from  Joiy  173^,  and  JohMon  succeeded  him  No- 
•  vemberl740|  and  continued  th«m  to  February  1742-3.    C. 
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been  difitiaguUhedy  and  in  which  it  has  never  been  interroilted  by  i  sadccssful 
mal.  By  some  manuscript  memorandums  concerning  Dr.  Johnson,  written  by 
the  late  Dr.  Farmer,  and  obligingly  gi?en  to  me  by  Mr.  Nichols,  it  appeare  that 
be  was  considered  as  the  conductor  or  editor  ofthe  Magazine  for  some  time,  and 
Teceived  an  huudred  pounds  per  annum  from  Cave. 

In  the  year  1738^  he  made  his  name  at  once  known  and  highly  respected  among 
the  eminent  men  of  his  time,  by  the  poblication  of  London,  a  pilce  In  imitation  of 
the  third  satire  of  Juvenal.  The  history  of  this  publication  is  not  uninterestiDg. 
Young  authors  did  not  then  present  themselves  to  the  public  without  much  cantioiis 
preiparafion.JohDSon  conveyed  his  poem  to  Cave  as  the  production  of  another,of  one 
who  was  ^'under  very  disadvantageous  circumstances  of  fortune,'*  and  as  some  small 
encouragement  to  the  printer,he  not  only  offered  to  oorrect  the  press,but  even  to  alter 
any  stroke  of  satire  which  he  might  dislike*  Cave,  whose  heart  appears  to  more 
advantage  in  this  than  in  some  other  of  his  transactions  with  anthers,  sent  a  present 
to  Johnson  for  the  use  of  his  poor  friend,  and  afterwards, .it  appears,  recommend- 
edDoddley  as  a  purchaser.  Dadsley  had  just  began  business,  and  had  specnlated^bnt 
on  a  few  publications  of  no  great  consequence.  He  had,  however,  judgment  enough 
to  discern  the  merit  of  the  poem  now  submitted  to  him,  jand  bargained  for  the 
whole  property.  The  snm  Johnson  received  was  ten  guineas,  and  such  were 
j}is  circumstances,  or  such  the  state  of  literary  property  at  that  time,  that  he  was 
fully  content,  and  was  ever  ready  to  acknowledge  Dodsley's  ns^ul  patronage. 

'Xhd  poem  was  accordingly  published  in  May  1738,  and  on  the  same  raoroiDg 
wiih  Pope's  Sdtire  of  Seventeen  Hundred  and  Thirty  Eight.  Johnson's  was  so 
<^ager1y  bought  np,  that  a  second  edition  became  neoessary  in  less  thaa  a  week. 
Vopc  behaved  on  this  occasion  with  great  liberality.  He  bestowed  high 
praise  on  the  London,  and  intimated  thi^t  the  author,  whose  name  had  not  yet 
appeared,  could  not  be  long  concealed.  In  this  poem  may  b^  observed  some  of 
those  political  prejudices  for  which  Johnson  contended  more  frequently  after* 
-wards.  He  thought  proper  to  join  in  the  popular  clamour  against  the  a^ministra- 
iion  of  sir  Robert  Walpolc,  but  lived  to  reflect  with  more  compkcency  qa  the 
conduct  of  that  minister  when  compared  with  some  of  his  successors. 

His  London  procured  him  fame, '  and  Cave  was  not  sorry  to  have  engaged  the 
services  of  a  man  whose  talents  had  now  the  stamp  of  public  approbat]on« 
Whether  he  had  offers  of  patronage,  or  was  thought  a  formidable  enemy  to  the 
minister,  is  not  so  certain,  but  having  leisure  to  calculate  how  little  his  laboun 
were  likely  to  produce,  he  soon  began  to  wish  for  some  establishment  of  a  more 
permanent  kind.  With  this  view  an  offer  was  made  to  him  of  the  mastership  of  the 
sphool  of  Appleby  in  Leicestershire,  the  salary  of  which  was  abont  sixty  pounds, 
but  the  laws  of  the  school  required  that  the  candidate  should  be  a  master  of  arts. 
The  university  of  Oxford,  when  applied  to,  refused  to  grant  this  favour.  Earl 
Gower  was  then  solicited  in  behalf  of  Johnson,  by  Pope,  who  knew  him  only  as 
the  author  of  Loudon.  His  lordship  accordingly  wrote  to  Swift,  soliciting  a  di« 
pioma  from  the  university  of  Dublin,  but  for  what  reason  we  are  aot  told^  this 
application  too  was  ussuccessful.  Mr.  Murphy  s»ys,  <<  There  is  reason  to  think 
that  Swift  declined  to  meddle  in  the  business :  and  to  that  circumstance  Johnson's 
known  diblike  of  Swift  has  often  been  imputed."    That  Swift  declined  to  medcDe 
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JO  the  boibefls  is  not  improbable,  for  it  appears  bj  his  letters  of  this  date'  (Angast 
1738^  that  he  was  in^pable  of  attendiog  to  any  busioess:  but  Johosoa's  lAh 
of  Swift  proTes  that  his  dblike  had  a  more  honourable  foundation 

About  this  time  Johnson  formed  a  design  of  studying  the  civil  law,  in  oiderto 
practise  in  the  Commons,  yet  this  also  was  rendered  impossible  for  want  of  a  degree, 
and  he  was  obliged  to  resume  his  labours  in  the  Grentleman's  Magazine.  The 
Tartons  articles  which  came  from  his  pen  are  enomerated  in  chronological  series  by 
Mr.  Boswell.  It  will  be  sufficient  for  the  present  sketch  to  notice  only  his 
more  important  productions,  or  such  as  were  of  sufficient  consequence  to  be  pub- 
lished separately. 

In  1730,  he  wrote  A  complete  Tindication  of  the  Licensers  of  the  Stagey 
from  the  malicious  and  scandalous  Aspersions  of  Mr.  Brooke,  Author  of  GustaTut 
Vasa:  and  a  political  tract  entitled  Marmor  Norfolciense,  or  an  Essay  on 
an  ancient  prophetical  Inscription,  in  monkish  Rhjrme,  lately  discovered  near 
Lynne  in  Norfolk,  by  Probus  Britannicns.  These  pieces,  it  is  almost  needless 
to  add,  were  ironical,  a  mode  of  writing  in  which  our  author  was  not  eminently 
ssccessful.  Some  notice  has  already  been  taken  of  Gustavus  Vasa  in  the  life  of 
Brooke.  The  Marmor  Nqrfolciense  was  a  soTere  attack  on  the  Walpole  admini* 
stration  and  on  the  re^nln^  family  :  bnt  whether  it  was  not  well  understood,  or 
when  understood,  considered  as  feeble,  it  certainly  was  not  much  attended  to  by 
the  friends  of  government,  nor  procured  to  the  author  the  reputation  of  a  dange* 
rons  opponent.  Sir  John  Hawkins  indeed  says,  that  a  prosecution  was  ordered, 
bnt  of  this  no  traces  can  be  fonr.d  in  any  of  the  public  offices.  One  of  his  politic 
€al  enemies  reprinted  it  in  the  year  1776,  to  show  what  a  ^change  hwi  been  effected 
in'  his  principles  by  a  pension,  but  the  publisher  does  not  seem  to  hare  known 
how  little  change  was  really  effected,  and  how  little  was  necessary  to  render 
Jt^nson  a  loyal  subject  to  bis  munificent  sorereign^  and  a  determined  enemy  of  the 
popular  polities  of  that  time. 

His  next  pnliKcation  of  any  note  was  his  Life  of  Savage^  widch  he  afterwards 
prefixed  to  that  poet*s  works  when  admitted  into  his  collection.  With  Savage  he 
bad  been  for  some  time  Intimately  acqoalnted,  but  how  long  is  not  known.  They 
met  at  Gaye's  house*  Johnson  admired  his  abilities,  and  while  he  sympathised 
with  the  Tery  singular  train  of  misfortunes  which  placed  him  among  the  indigent, 
was  not  less  touched  by  his  pride  of  spirit,  and  the  lofty  demeanour  with  which 
he  treated  those  who  neglected  him.  Jn  all  Savage's  Tirtues,  there  was  much  ia 
common  with  Johnson,  bnt  his  narrative  shows  with  what  nicety  he  could  seps« 
rate  his  Tirtnes  from  his  tlees,  and  blame  even  firmness  and  independence  when 
they  degenerated  into  obstinacy  and  misanthropy.  He  has  concealed  none  •( 
SaTage's  failings,  and  trhat  appears  of  the  exculpatory  kind,  Is  merely  an  endes-^ 
▼our  to  present  a  just  view  of  that  unfortunate  combination  of  circumstances  by 
which  Savage  was  driven  from  the  paths  of  decent  and  moral  life;  and  to  in. 
cite'erery  reflecting  person  to  put  the  important  question  <<  who  m^de  m^  ta 
differ?" 

This  life,  of  which  two  editions  were  very  speedily  sold,  affords  an  extraoidinary 
proof  of  the  facility  with  which  Johnson  composed.  He  wrote  forty-eight  page« 
of  the  printed  copy  in  the  course  of  a  dt^y,  or  nighty  for  it  is  not  very  clear  whlch« 
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His  biagtapher  who  records  tkis,  enters  at  tlia  same  toe  int^  a- long  dtseofrion  id* 
tttided'to  prove  that  Sava^  was  not'the  son  of  the  eoantess  of  Macelesfield  ;  bat 
had  this  been  posfttbk,  it  would  snrely  have  b^en  accomplished  wbeii  the  proof 
ttight  tave  been  rendered  unanswerable* 

In  1745,  be  published  Miscellaneous  Observations  on  tlie  Tragedy  of  Mac* 
betb,  with  Hettftrks  on  Sir  Thonms  Hhnner's  edition  of'  Shakspeare,  to  which 
he  affixed  proposal^  for  a  new- edition  of  that  poet,  and  it  is  probabie  he  was  now 
devoting  his  whol^time  tothis  undertaking,  as  we  find  a  suspension  of  his  peiiodi* 
ca!  contrHyutions  dnring  the  years  1745  and  i746«  It  is  perbapa  too  raah  to  con* 
dude  thftt  he  declined  writing  in  the  Magazine  because  he  would  not  join  intJ^sup* 
port  of  governtnent  during  the  rebellion  in  Scotland ;  but  there  are  abundant  proofii 
in  Mr.  Boswell's  Life,  that  his  sentiments  were  favourable  to  that  attempt.  Aitohb 
plan  of  an  edition  of  Shakspeare,he  had  many  difficulties  to  encounter.  Little  notice 
was  taken  of  hi^  proposals,  and  Warbnrtpq  was  known  to  be  engaged  in  a  simi- 
lar undertaking.  Warburton,  however,  had  the  liberality  to  praise  hit  observa. 
tions  on  Macbeth,  as  the  production  of  a  man  of  parts  and  genins:  and  Johnson 
never  forgot  the  favour.  Warburton,  he  said,  praised  Inm  when  praise  was  of 
talue. 

In  1747,  he  resumed  his  labours  in  the  Gentleman's  Magaaine,  and  although 
many  entire  pieces  cannot  be  ascertained  to  have  come  from  his  pen,  he  was  fre- 
quently, if  not  constantly,  employed  to  superintend  the  materials  of  the  magazine, 
and  several  Introductory  passages  may  be  pointed  out  which  bear  evident  marks 
<>f  bi»compeisition.  In  this  year  his  old  pupil  and  friend,  Garrick,  became  mana* 
ger  of  Drnry-lane  theatre,  and  obtained  from  Johnson  a  prologue,  which  isge- 
aerallf  esteemed  one  of  tbe  finest  productions  of  that  kind  in  our  language.  la 
tlds  year  also  heissned  his  plan  fbr  a  Dictionary  of  the  English  language. 

The  design  of  this  great  work  was  at  first  suggested  by  Dodsley,  and  Johnson, 
having  consented  to  undertake  it,  entered  into  an  agreement  with  the  booksellers  for 
thesitmof  fifteen  hundred  guineas,  which  he  was  to  receive  in  small  payments  proper. 
Honed^to  the  quantity  of  manuscript  sent  to  press.  The  plan  was  addressed  to  the 
0^el)tat^»eavl-of  Chesterfield,  who  had- discovered  an  inclination  to  ba  die  patroa 
of  tiie  antlior,  and  Johnson  having  made  suitable  preparations,  hired  i^  house  in 
GoughJSqnare^  engaged  amanuenses,  and  liegan  a  task  which  he  carried  on  by  fits, 
Sis  itfeUHrttloti  and  health  permitted,  for  neatly  eight  years.  His  whanuenses 
-frere  silt  in  nnmber,  and  anployed  upon  what  may  be  termed  the  mechanical  part 
^  the  work,  but  their  expenses  and  his  own  were  so  considerable,  that  before 
llie  wo#k  was  concluded,  he  had  received  the  whole  of  the  money  stipulated  for 
)n  his  sgreement  with  the  proprietors.  In  what  time  it  might  teve  been  com- 
plsted'^  btd'he,  to  use  his  own  phrase,  <<  set  doggedly  about  it,"  it  is  nseless  to 
ponjeetupe,  and  it  would  perbapshave  been  hnrtful  to  try.  Whoever  bu  been  en* 
ployed  ottp  any  great  literary  work  knows,  not  only  the  pleasure  bat  the  neces- 
sity of  oecasioialrdk^iation  ;.  and  Johnson's  mind,  stored  with  various  knowledge, 
and  a  rich  fund  of  sentiment,  afforded  him  many  opportunities  of  this  kind^  in  ad« 
ditioh  to  the  Idire  of  society,  which  vvas  his  predominant  passion.  We  find  s;c« 
cord(ng1y^  that  dnriBg  the  years  in  which  his  Dlctionuy  was-  on  faaad|  be  Mcepted 
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tome  ioferiofemplojrment  from  the  booksellers,  and  produced  some  qt  themort 
valuable  of  his  original  works. 

In  1749,  he  published  his  second  imitation  of  Jut enal,  under  the  title  of  tbe 
Vamtj  of  Human  Wishes,  for  which,  with  ail  the  fame  he  had  now  acquired,  ie 
receiTcd  only  6f  teen  giiideas.  In  his  London,  we  have  the  manners  of  comm«n 
nfe;  in  the  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes,  he  has  gifen  us  more  of  bis  own  mini, 
more  of  that  train  of  sentiment^  excited  sometimes  by  poferty,  and  sometimes  ly 
disappointment,  which  always  inclined  him  to  tiew  the  gloomy  side  of  humui 
affairs. 

Inthe8ameyear,Garrick  offered  to  iNrodifee Bis  Ireneon  the  Drury-Janetheatie, 
but  presumed  at  the  same  time  tq  suggest  such  alterations  as  his.soperiorkno^iedlgo 
of  stage-effect  might  be  supposed  to  justify^  Jobaaoadid  oot  much  like  that  his.la. 
bours  should  be  retised  and  amended  at  the  pleasure  of  an  actor,  aad  with  somt 
difficulty  was  persuaded  to  yield  to  Garriek'a  adrice.  The  play,  however,  irs 
at  length  performed,  but  without  much  success;  although  the  manager  coatrivec 
to  have  it  played  long  enough  to  entitle  theanthor  to  the  profits,  of  his  thrree  nights. 

.  and  Dodsley  bought  the  copy  right  for  oujc  hundred  pounds.  It  is  now  added  U 
his  poetical  works,  as  it  has  CTer  been  admire^  in  the  closet,  for  the  propriety  ol 
its  sentimepts  and  the  e^gance  of  its  language. 

In  1760»  be  commenced  a  work  which  raised  his  fame  yethtxher  tHfUi'it  hsd 
ever  yet  reached,  and  will  prpbably  convey  his  name  to  the  latest  posterity.  Us 
appears  to  have  entered  on  the  Rambler  without  any  communtcation  with  his 

.fffiefids,  or  desire  of  assistance.  Whether  he  proposed  the  scheme  himself,  is.uucer- 
tain,  but  he  was  fortunate  enough  informing  a  connexion  with  Mr.  JohnPaynf, 
a  bookseller  In  Paternoster  Rpw»  and  afterwards  chief  accountant  in  the  Bank  of 

.  England,  a  man  with  whom  he  lived  many  years  in  hahita  of  friendahip,  and  who 
on  the  present  occasion  treated  him  with  great  liberality.  He  engaged  to.  pay  bin 
two  guineas  for  each  paper,  or  four  gaineas  per  week,  which  at  that  time  roust 
have  been  to  Johnson  a  very  considerable  sum ;  and  he  admitted  him  to  a  share  of 
the  future  profits  of  the  work,  when  it  should  be  coHeoted  into  Tolnmes :  this 

.  ahare  Johnson  afterwards  sold.  As  I  have  given  afull  history  of  this  paper  in  aao« 
ther  work^,  it  may  suffice  to  add  that  it  began  Tuesday,  March  W,  l741h90^JuA 
doaed  on  Saturday,  March  14,  1753.  So  conscious  was  Johnson  that  hisfiune 
wonld  in  a  great  measure  rest  on  this  production,  that  he  corrected  the.ficst  two 

.editions  with  the  most  scrupulous  care,  of  which  specimens  are  given  in.  tho  Tobame 
referred  to  in  the  note. 

In  1751,  he  was  carrying  on  his  Dictionary  and  the  Rambler,  and  besides  some 
occasional  contributions  to  the  Magaxine,  assisted  in  the  detection  of  Lauder,  who 
had  imposed  on  him  and  on  tlie  world  by  advancing  forged  evidence,  that  Milton  was 
a  gross  plagiary.  Dr.  DougUu,  the  late  lushop  of  Salisbury,  was  the  first  who  re- 
futed this  unprincipled  impostor  ;  and  Johnson,  whom  Lauder's  ingenuity  had  ia« 
duced  to  write  a  preface  and  postscript  to  his  work,  now  dictated  a  letter  ad- 
dressed to  Dr.  Dpuglas,  acknowledging  his  fraud  in  terms  of  contrition,  which 
I.auder  subscribed.    The  candour  of  Johnson  on  this  occasion  was  as  readily  ac« 

*  Br'ktbk  Etsayists,  toI.  xix.  Preface  to  the  Kambler.  C, 
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knowledged  at  that  time,  as  it  has  since  been  misrepresented  by  tbe  bigotted  adbe* 
Tents  to  Milton's  politics.  Lauder,  howefer,  returned  to  his  ^<  dirty  work,*' 
and  published  in  1754,  a  pamphlet  entitled  The  Grand  Impostor  detected,  or 
Milton  convicted  of  Forgery  against  Chades  I^  which  was  reviewed  witkeauBie^ 
in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  of  that  year,  and  probably  by  Johnson. 

The  Rambler  was  concluded  on  March  14,  1752,  and  three  days  after,  the  au- 
thor's wife  died,  a  loss  which  he  long  deplored,  and  nerer  at  the  latest  period  of  life 
recollected  without  emotion*    Many  instances  of  his  affection  for  her  oconr  In  the 
collection  of  Prayers  and  Meditations  published  after  his  death,  which,  howerer 
Ihey  may  expose  him  to  ridicule,   combine  to  proTe  that  his  attachment  to  bee  was 
nniformly  sineete.    She  was  buried  at  Bromley,  and  Johnson  placed  a  Latia  in- 
scription^ on  her  tomb.     She  left  a  daughter  by  her  fonner  husband,  and  by  her 
means  our  author  became  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Anne  Williams,  the  dang hfter  of 
£achary  Williams,  a  physician  who  died  about  thia  time.    Mrs.  Williams  was  a 
woman  of  considerable  talents,  and  her  conversation  was  interesting.    She  was 
left  in  poverty  by  her  father,  and  had  the  additional  affliction  of  being  totally 
blind.     To  relieve  bis  melancholy  reflections,  Johnson  took  her  home  to  hia  house 
in  Gough«Square,  procured  her  a  benefit  play  from  Garrick,  and  assisted  her  in 
publishing  a  volutne  of  poems,  by  both  of  which  schemes  she  raised  about  three 
hundred  pounds.    With  this  fund,  she  became  an  inmate  in  Johnson's  house,  where 
•he  passed  the  remainder  of  her   days,  protected  and  cheered   by  every  act  of 
kindness  and  tenderness  which  he  could  have  showed  to  the  nearest  relation. 

When  he  had  in  some  measure  tecovered  from  the  shock  of  Mr8.)Johnson?a 
death,  he  contributed  several  papers  to  the  Ad  venturer,  wfaidi  was  carried  on  by  Dr. 
Hawkesworth  and  Dr.  Wartoa.  The  profit  of  these  papers  he  is  said  to  have 
given  to  Dr.  Bathurst,  a  physician  of  little  practice,  but  a  rerj  amiable  mao, 
whom  he  highly  respeCrted.  Mr.  Boswell  thinks  he  endeavoured  to  make  them 
pass  for  Batfaursfs,  whichis  highly  improbable^  In  1764,  we  find  him  appreaehing 
to  the  completion  of  his  Dictionary.  Lord  Chesterfield,  to  whom  he  oaee  looked 
up  as  to  a  liberal  patron,  had  treated  him  with  neglect,  of  which,  after  Johnson^ 
declined  to  pay  court  to  such  a  man,  he  became  sensible,  and,  as  an  efibirt  at  re- 
conciliation, wrote  two  papers  ia  the  World,  recommending  the  Dictionary,  and 
soothing  the  author  by  some  ingenious  compliments.  Had  there  been  no  previous 
oifence,  it  is  probable  this  end  would  have  been  answered,  and  Johnson  would 
have  dedicated  the  work  to  hinu  He  loved  praise,  and  from  lord  Chesterfield, 
the  Maecenas  of  the  age,  and  the  most  elegant  of  noble  writers,  praise  was  at  this 
time  valuable*  But  Johnson  never  departed  from  exacting  the  just  respect  due 
to  a  man  of  letters,  and  was  not  to  be  appeased  by  the  artifice  of  these  protracted 
compliments.  He  could  not  even  brook  that  his  lordship  should  for  a  moment 
suppose  him  reconciled  by  hb  flattery,  but  immediately  wrote  that  celebrated 
letter  which  has  been  so.  much  admired  as  a  model  of  dignified  contempt.  The  al- 
lusion  to  the  loss  of  his  wife  and  to  his  present  situation,  is  exquisitely  beautiful : 
^'  'Ihe  notice  which  you  have  been  pleased  to  take  of  my  labours,  had  it  been  early, 
had  been  kind  :  but  it  has  been,  delayed  tilll am  indifierent,  and  cannot  enjoy  it: 

^  isec  ih)5  matter  explained  in  tbe  Preface  to  the  Adventurer^  British  Essayists,  vol.  x»ii.   C. 
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tin  I  am  soUiarpy  and  cannot  impart  it :  till  I  am  known,  and  do  not  want  it.*» 
Lord  Chesterfield  is  said  to  have  concealed  his  feelings  on  this  occasion  with  his 
usiial  art,  conscioas  perhaps  that  they  were  not  to  be  envied* 

In  1765^  the  degree  of  master  of  arts  was  conferred  npon  him  by  the  univer- 
sity  of  Oxford.,  after  which  (in  May)  his  Dictionary  was  published  in  two  large 
volumes  folio.  Of  a  Work  so  well  known,  it  is  unnecessary  to  say  more  in  this 
place,  than  tiiat  after  the  lapse  of  half  a  century,  neither  envy  has  injured,  nor 
industry  rivaled  its  usefulness  or  popularity^ 

f  n  the  following  year,  he  abridged  his  Dictionary  into  an  octavo  size,  and  en* 
gaged  to  superintend  a  monthly  publication  entitled  the  Literary  Magaaine,orUni. 
versa!  Register;  To  this  he  contributed  a  great  many  articles  enumerated  by  Mr* 
Bos  well,  and  several  reviews  of  new  books.  The  most  celebrated  of  his  reviews^ 
and  one  of  most  his  finished  compositions,  both  in  point  of  style,  argument  and 
wit,  was  that  of  Soame  Jenyns's  Free  Inquiry  into  the  Nature  and  Origin  of  Evil. 
This  attracted  so  much  notice  that  the  bookseller  was  encouraged  to  publish 
it  separately,  and  two  editions  were  rapidly  sold.  The  Magazine  continued  about 
two  years,  after  which  it  was  dropt  for  want  of  encouragement  He  wrote  also^' 
ia  1756,  some  essays  in  the  Universal  Visitor,  another  magazine  which  lasted 
only  a  year.  His  (nead  Cave  died  in  1754,  and,  for  whatever  reason,  Johnson's 
regular  contributions  appear  no  more  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  But  he 
wrote  a^rery  elegant  life  of  Cave,  and  was  afterwards  an  occasional  contributor. 
This,  it  would  appear,  was  one  of  his  worst  ^ears  as  to  pecuniary  matters.  We 
find  him,  in  the  month  of  March,  arrested  for  the  sum  of  five  pounds  eighteen  shiU 
lings,  and  relieved  by  Mr.  Richardson.  His  proposal  for  an  edition  of  Shak- 
speare  was  again  retived,  and  subscription  tickets  issued  out,  b^t  it  did  not  go  to 
pi^ss  for  many  years  after. 

In  1758,  the  worthy  John  Newbery,  bookseller,  who  frequently  employed 
Johnson  in  his  literary  progress,  began  a  newspaper  called  the  Universal  Chronic 
cle,  or  Weekly  Grazette,  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  John  Payne.  To  give  it  an  air 
of  noTelty,  Johnson  was  engaged  to  write  a  short  periodical  paper,  which  he  en. 
titled  The  Idler.  Most  of  these  papers  were  written  in  haste,  io  various  places 
where  he  happened  to  be  on  the  ere  of  publication,  and  with  very  little  prepara- 
tion. A  few  of  them  express  the  train  of  thought  which  prevails  in  the  IlamUer ; 
but  in  genend  they  have  more  vivacity,  and  exhibit  ja  species  of  grave  humour  in 
whicb  Johnson  excelled.  When  the  Universal  Chronicle  was  discontinued,  these 
papers  were  collected  into  two  small  volumes,  which  he  corrected  for  the  press, 
nM^ing  a  few  alterations,  and  omitting  one  whole  paper  which  has  since  been  re- 
stored. 

No.  41  of  the  Idler  alludes  to  the  death  of  his  mother,  which  took,  place  in 
1759  :  he  had  ever  loved  her  with  anxious  affection  4,  and  had  contributed  Co 
her  support,  often  when  he  knew  not  where  to  recruit  his  finances.  On  this 
event,  he  wrote  his  Rasselas,  with  a  view  to  raise  a  sum  sufficient  to  defray  the 
expenses  of  her  funeral,  and  pay  some  little  debts  she  had  left.  His  mind  ap» 
pears -to  have  been  powerfully  excited  and  enriched  both  with  the  subject  and  the 

«  See  his  very  tender  letters  on  this  subject,  in  Boswell's  LiJGs»  vol.  i.  p,  315,  et  seq,  which  are  tbas 
nirticolarly  refenoed  to,  is  they  tre  to  he  foond  only  in  the  editioo  of  1S07.  C. 
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motive  ;  for  be  wrote  the  whole  of  thU  elegiut  and  philofopliical  fiction  daring 
the  eveoiiigs  of  one  week,  and  sent  it  to  press  in  portions  as  it  was  written.  He 
received  one  hundred  pounds  from  Messrs.  Strahan,  Johnstony  and  Dodslejr,  for 
the  copy,  and  twenty^fire  more  when  it  came,  as  it  soon  did,  to  a  second  edition. 
Few  works  of  the  kind  have  been  more  generally  or  more  extensively  diffiwfrf 
hj  means  of  translation.  Yet  the  anthor,  perhaps  from  the  pain  he  felt  in  recol- 
leeting  the  melanchoiy  occaaion  which  called  forth  his  pen,  appears  io  have  dis- 
missed it  with  some  degree  of  indifference,  as  soon  a^  published ;  for  from  that 
time  to  the  year  1781,  when  he  found  it  accidentally  in  a  chaise,  while  traTeliing 
with  Mr.  Boswell,  he  declared  he  bad  never  looked  into  it.  His  translation  of 
liobo  probably  suggested  his  phicing  the  scene  in  Abysi^inJa  j  but  then  is  a  little 
scarce  volume,  unnoticed  by  his  biographers,  from  which  I  siispect  he  took  some 
Ikints.  It  is  entitled  The  late  Travels  of  S»  GiacosQO  Baratti,  an  Italum  GeaUe- 
man,  into  the  remotest  Countries  of  the  Abyasins,  or  of  Ethiopia  Interior*  |!2ino. 
liond.  Id70. 

Among  his  occasional  productions  about  this  time,  were  his  traoilaUon  of  a  Dis« 
aertation  on  the  Greek  Comedy,  for  Mrs.  Lennox's  English  versUm  of  firnmoy,  0ie 
general  Conclusion  of  the  book ;  and  an  Introduction  to  the  World  Dispiaycd,  s 
collection  of  voyages  and  travels,  projected  by  his  Idend  Kfewbcry* — Wben  a 
new  bridge  was  about  to  be  bulk  over  the  Thames  at  Blackfriars,  he  wrote  aomfi 
papers  against  the  plan  of  the  architect,  Mr.  Mylne.  Bis  principal  motive  ap. 
pears  to  have  been  his  friendship  fof  Mr.  Gwyn,  who  hsid  given  in  a  plan,  and 
probably  he  only  clothed  Gwyn's  arguments  in  his  own  stalely  laog uage«  Swch 
a  contest  was  certainly  not  within  hb  province,  and  he  could  derive  IMtJe  other 
advantage  than  the  pleasure  of  serving  Ids  friend.  He  appeared  more  in  character 
when  he  assisted  his  contemporaries  with  prefaces  and  dedications,  which  were 
Tery  frequently  solicited  from  htm.  Poor  as  he  was  at  this  time,  he  taught  ^oir  de- 
dications might  be  written  without  servile  submission  or.^a^tory,  and  fei  wHb  all 
the  courtesy,  compliment  and  elegance,  which  a  liberal  mind  could  expect. 

But  an  end  was  now  approaching  to  his  pecuniary  emharrassmeat?-  In  1793, 
while  he  was  proceeding  with  his  edition  of  Shakspeare,  he  was  .aucpriied  hj  the 
information  that  his  present  majesty  had  been  pleased  to  grant  him  a  pension  of 
three  hundred  pounds  a  year,  not,  as  has  been  invidiciasly  esaerted,  in  prder  to 
induce  him  to  write  for  administration,  but  as  the  reward  of  his  literary  merit  'Hayl 
it  been  otherwise,  he  had  surely  the  strongest  inducement  to  have  excited  hie  ta- 
lents in  favour,  of  lord  Bute,  by  whose  recommendation  the  pension  was  graatod, 
and  who  at  this  time  wanted.much  abler  support  than  the  hired  writers  of  goyern* 
ment  could  supply.  But  it  is  well  known  that  he  wrote  no  political  tract  for 
nearly  eight  years  afterwards.  He  now  took  a  bouse  in  Johnson's  court,  Fleet* 
street,  and  allotted  an  apartmentfor  Mrau  Williams.  In  1765,  he  was  introd.uced  to 
the  late  Mr.  Thrate  and  family,  a  circumstance  which  contributed  much  to  alleviate 
the  solicitudes  of  Ufe,  and  furnished  him  with  the  ei^oyment  of  an  el^gaut  table, 
and  elegant  society.  Here  an  apartment  was  fitted  up  lor  him,  which  be^occupied 
when  he  pleased,  and  he  accompanied  the  family  in  their  various  fumaier  ^cur- 
sions,  which  tended  to  exhilarate  his  mind^  and  render  the  return  of  his  constitu« 
tional  melancholy  less  frequent. 
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In  flw  ime  year,  ha  r^emre6  a  diplomn  frontir 'trinity  CoRege  I)ubRn,  cdttrfifim^t. 
htg  hiim  with  the  iitfo  of  doctor  ^f  Iftwtf,  arid  atfter  many  defa/l,  hi»editioil  6t  Sibk- 
•pcare  w«s  pttrfblied  to  eight  ▼olamea  oefaro.  TUfd  preface  is  mihrersrfly  adctfow^ 
letted  to  be  otieof  t1ieim>st  deganf  Add' acute  of  atfl  h'ts  cMnposftions*  But  a^  ad  il. 
IiMtrator  of  Che  obscarities  of  Shakspeare,  it  miist  be  allowed  be  has  i)o«  done 
much,  noi*  was  Ms  a  afudf  fer  whiieh  be  watf  eminently  qualified.  He  w»  uefef 
fnppj  when  obli)^ed  tw  borrow  from  others^  and  he  htA  none  of  thfM  useful  iuduf. 
trf  wbith  indttfges  in  resemrch.  Yet  his  eriCidsUM  bare  rarely  beeo  surpassed,  anrf 
if  is  vo  small  praose  tbat  be  was  fhe  prtfcursbr  of  Stin^f^ns  and  Malone. 

The  success  of  the  Sbadespeare  was  not  great,  although  trpoa  the  whole  it  in. 
creased  tbe  respect  ifv whicb  thefitcfmry  woM  riewed  his  taleirts,  Keiirmk  made 
file  principal  attack  on  tlrisp  work,  which  was  answered  by  an  Oxford  stadent^ 
named  Barclay.    Bof  neither  f be  «ttatek  ndr  the  answer  attracted  nrnch  notice. 

In  176t^,  be  furAished  tbe  preface  and  some  of  the  pieces  whidi  compose  a  re* 
lume  of  poetical  miscellanies  by  Mrs.  Anna  Williams.  This  lady  was  still  an  tn« 
mate  in  bis  homse,  and  w^fs  bideed  absolute  mistress.  Although  her  temper  was 
far  fi^m  pVeasanf,  and  she  had  i»ow  gaJiMrl  an  ascendancy  orer  hinr  which  she 
often  mainfafined  in  a  fretful,  ahid  peerish  rnawner,  be  forgot  every  thing  in  her 
distresses,  and  was  intfeed,  in  idf  bis  charities,,  which  were  numerous,  the  mosC 
remote  that  can  be  conceded  frem  tie  hoper  of  grafltnde  or  rewatd.  His*hoose 
was  filM  by  dependents,  whose  pervene  tempers  frequently  drore  him  out  of  it, 
jet  nothing  of  this  kind  could  Induce  him  to  reKere  bnoself  at  their  expense. 
His  noftfe  ei^resslon  was,  ^^  If  f  dismiss  them,  who  will  receire  them  ?*'  Abroad, 
Ms  society  wae  now  rery  extensi? e,  and  included  afaiost  every  man  of  the  i^, 
dIstfnguiflJied  for  leamfng,  and  many  perstni9  of^considembte  rank,  wto  ddightetf 
itt  Ms*  company  and  confvrsatioar.  * 

In  1707,  he  had  the  honour  to  be  admitted  to  a  penonal  interriew  w4th  hisimu 
jesfyin  the  Bbrary  of  the  queen*'s  pahice.  Of  the  couTersatioa  which  paBsscd, 
Bfr.  Boswdl  has  given  a  very  Inferesting  and  authentic  account,  which,  it  mof 
liere  be  mentioned,  hepfbed  at  m^higb  a  rate,  as  to  print  it  separately  in  a 
quarto  sheet,  and  enter  it  in  tfcat  form  at  Stationers'  Hall,  a  few  dftys  before  the 
pnblieatlon  of  his  Lifeof  Johnson^  He  attempted  m  the  samer  manner  to  secure 
Johnson's  letter  to  Lord  CheSterfield.-^n  \7C7,  ow  the  insCituiioii  of  the  Royal 
Academy  of  Arts,  Johnson  was  appointed  professor  in  ancient  literature,  anf 
there  probably  was  at  thair  time  some  dteigtt  of  girla^  a  course  of  loetnres.  But 
this,  ind  the  professorship  of  ancient  history,  are  as  yet  mere  sinecares. 

In  1770,  his  first  political  pamphlet  made  ks  appearance,  in  order  to  josdfy  the 
condnct  of  the  ministry  and  the  house  of  commons  m  expelling  Mr.  Wilkes,  and 
aftorwarde  deckwiog  col.  Lottrell  to' be  duty  eiectml  representatl¥e  for  tho  county 
of  Middlesex,  notwithstanding  Mr.  Wilkes  bad  the  majority  of  rotes.  The  riva*  * 
dty  and  pointed  sarcasm  of  this  pampIrM formed  its  chief  rtHSomnendation,  afnd 
ii  GontkMies  to  be  read  as  an  elegant  potUical'  deehumitlon  ;  but  it  failei  in  its  maio 
iibjoet.  It  made  naconrerts  to  the  right  (]ft  incapaciUling  Mr.  Wilkes  by  the  act  ol 
expulsion,  and  the  ministry  had  not  the  courage  to  try  tbe  question  of  abstfloteiaca* 
ipaeitatlon.  Wilkes  lired  to  seethe  offensive  resolutions  expunged  from  the  journala 
•f  tbe  hooBB'  el  cmnflloasy  and  wfuU  seemed  yet  more  improbable,  to  be  reconciM 
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to  Johnson,  who,  with  unabated  dislike  of  his  moral  character,  could  not  help  ad« 
miring  his  classical  learning,  and  social  talents.  His  pamphlet,  which  was  entitled  tJie 
False  Alarm,  was  answered  bj  two  or  three  anonymous  writers  of  no  great  note. 

In  1771,  he  appeared  to  more  advantage  as  the  author  of  Thoughts  on  the  late 
Transactions  respecting  Falkland  Islands,  from  materials  partly  furnished  bj 
the  ministry,  but  highly  enriched  by  his  vigorous  style,  and  peculiar  train  of 
thought*  The  object  of  this  pamphlet  was  to  represent  the  dispute  respecting  a 
barren  island  as  an  insufficient  cause  of  war ;  and  in  the  course  of  his  reasoning,  he 
has  taken  an  opportunity  to  depict  the  miseries  as  well  as  the  absuidtty  of 
unnecessary  war,  in  a  burst  of  animated  and  iappropriate  language  which  will 
probably  never  be  exceeded.  Hb  character  of  Junius^  in  this  pamphlet,  is  scarcely 
inferior. — Thci  sale  of  the  first  edition  was  stopt  for  awhile  by  lord  North,  and 
a  few  alterations  made  before  it  appeared  in  a  second.  Johnson's  opinion  of  these 
two  pamphlets  was,  that  <^  there  is  a  subtlety  of  disquisition  in  the  False  Alann^ 
•  which  i^  worth  all  the  fire  of  the  other." 

About  this  time,  an.  ineffectual  attempt  was  made  by  his  steady  friend  Mr. 
Strahan,  his  majesty's  printer,  to  procure  him  a  seat  in  parliament  His  biogra. 
phers  hava  amused  their  readers  by  conjectures  on  the  probable  figure  he  would 
make  in  that  assembly,  and  he  owned  frequently  that  he  should  not  have  been  sorry 
to  try.  Why  the  interference  of  his  friends  was  ineffectual,  the  minister  only 
could  tell,  but  he  was  certainly  not  ill  advised.  It  is  not  improbable  that  Johnson 
ijTOuId  have  proved  an  able  assistant  on  some  occasions,  where  a  nerrons  and 
manly  speech  was  wanted  to  silence  the  inferiors  in  opposition,  but  it  maj  be 
doubted  whether  he  would  have  given  that  uniform  and  open  consent  which  is 
expected  from  a  party  man.  Whatever  aid  he  might  be  induced  to  give  by  his  pen 
on  certain  subjects  which  accorded  with  his  omn.  sentiments,  and  of  which  he 
thought  himself  master,  he  by  no  means  approved  of  many  parts  of  the  conduct 
of  those  ministers  who  carried  on  the  American  war  ;  and  he  was  ever  decidedly 
against  the  principle  (if  it  may  be  so  called)  that  a  man  should  go  along  with  his 
party  right  or  wrong.  "  This, "  he  once  said,  "is  so  remote  from  native  Tirtue, 
from  scholastic  virtue,  that  a  good  man  must  have  undergone  a  great  change  be- 
fore he  can  reconcile  himself  to  such  a  doctrine.  It  is  maintaining  that  jon  may 
lie  to  the  public,  for  you  do  lie  when  you  call  that  right  which  you  think  wrongs 
er  the  reverse.  '*  , 

.  In  the  year  1773,  he  carried  into  execution  a  design  which  he  had  long  medi. 
tated  of  visiting  the  western  isles  of  Scotland.  He  arrived  at  JSdinburgh  on  the 
18th  of  August,  and  finished  his  journey  on  the  2W  of  November.  During  this 
time  he  passed  some  days  at  Edinburgh,  and  then  went  by  St.  Andrew's,  Aber- 
deen, Inverness  and  Fort  Augustus,  to  the  Hebrides,  visiting  the  isles  of  Sky, 
Rasay,  Col,  Mull,  Inchkenneth  and  Icolmkill.  He  then  travelled  through  Ar- 
gyleaiiire  by  Inverary,  and  thence  by  Lochlomond  and  Dumbarton  to  Glasgow 
and  Edinburgh.  The  popularity  of  his  own  account,  which  has  perhaps  beea 
more  generally  read  than  any  book  of  travels  in  modern  times,  and  the  Journal 
of  his  pleasant  companion  Mr,  Boswell,  render  any  farther  notice  of  this  jour, 
ney  unnecessary.  The  censure  he  met  with  is  now  remembered  with  indifference, 
and  hiii  Tour  continues  to  bb  read  without  any  g(  the  unpleasant  cmotioas  which 
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it  tni  eicfied,  in  those  who  contended  that  he  had  not  stated  the  truth,  or  were 
unwilling  that  the  truth  should  foe  stated. 

Daring  his  absence,  his  humble  friend  and  admirer,  Thomas  DaTies,  bookseller, 
Tentnrod  to  publish  two  volumes  entitled  Miscellanies  and  fugitive  Pieces, 
which  he  adfertisad  in  the  newspapers,  as  the  production  of  the  ^*  author  of  the 
Rambler. ''  Johnson  was  inclined  to  resent  this  liberty,  until  he  recollected 
Davies's  narrow  circumstances,  when  he  cordially  forgave  him,  and  continued  his 
kindness  to  him  as  usual.  A  third  volume  appeared  soon  after,  but  all  its  contents 
are  not  from  Dr.  Johnson's  pen. 

On  the  dissolution  of  parliament  in  1774,  he  published  a  short  political  pam* 
phlet  entitled  The  Patriot,  the  principal  object  of  which  appears  to  have  been* 
to  repress  the  spirit  of  faction  which  at  that  time  was  too  prevalent,  especially 
in  the  metropolis.  It  was  a  hasty  composition,  called  for,  as  he  informed  Mn 
Boswell)  on  one  day,  and  written  the  next.  The  success,  since  his  time,  of 
those  mock^patriots  whom  he  has  so  ably  delineated,  is  too  decisive  a  proof  that 
the  reign  of  political  delusion  is  not  to  be  shortened  by  eloquence  or  argument. 

During  his  Tour  in  Scotland,  he  made  frequent  Inquiries  respecting  the  authen. 
ticity  of  Ossian's  Poems,  and  received  answers  so  unsatisfactory  that,  both  in  his 
book  of  travels  and  in  conversation,  he  did  not  hesitate  to  treat  the  whole  as  an 
imposture.  This  excited  the  resentment  of  Macpherson,  the  editor,  to  such  a 
degree  that  he  wrote  a  threatening  letter  to  Johnson,  who  answered  it  in  a  com* 
position  which,  In  the  expression  of  firm  and  unalterable  contempt,  is  perhaps 
superior  to  that  he  wrote  to  Lord  Chesterfield.  In  that  he  mixed  somewhat  of 
courtesy,  biit  Macpherson  he  despised  both  as  a  man  and  a  writer,  and  treated  him 
as  a  ruffian. 

The  rupture  between  Great  Britain  and  America  once  more  roused  our  anthor'9 
political  energies,  and  produced  his  Taxation  no  Tyranny,  in  which  he  en- 
deavoored  to  prove  that  distant  colonies,  which  had  in  their  assemblies  a  legisla. 
ture  of  their  own,  were,  notwithstanding,  liable  to  be  taxed  in  a  British  parlia. 
anent,  where  they  had  no  representatives,  and  he  thought  that  this  country  was. 
strong  enough  to  enforce  obedience.  This  pamphlet,  which  appeared  in  1775, 
produced  a  contr^ersy  which  was  carried  on  for  some  time  with  considerable 
spirit,  although  Johnson  took  no  share  in  it :  but  the  right  of  taxation  was  nd 
longer  a  question  for  discussion  ;  the  Americans  were  in  arms,  blood  had  been 
spilt,  and  <^  successful  rebellion  became  revolution."  No  censure  was  more  go* 
nertdly  advanced,  at  this  time,  against  our  author,  than  that  his  opinions  were 
regulated  by  his  pension,  and  none  could  be  more  void  of  foundation.  His  opi- 
nion, whether  just  or  npt,  of  the  Americans  was  uniform  throughout  his  life,  and 
he  continued  to  maintain  them  when,  in  strict  prudence,  they  might  as  well  have 
been  softened  to  the  measure  of  changed  times. 

It  is  not  Improbable,  however,  that  he  felt  the  force  of  some  of  the  replies  made  (o 
his  pamphlet,  seconded  as  they  were  by  the  popular  voice  and  by  the  discomfiture 
of  the  measures  of  administration.  It  is  reported  that  he  complained,  and  perhaps 
about  thb  time,  of  being  called  upon  to  write  political  pamphlets,  and  threatened' 
to  give  up  his  pension.  Whether  this  complaint  was  cariied  to  the  proper  quarter, 
Mr.  Boswell  has  not  informed  ttS|  but  it  is  certain  he  wrote  no  more  Uk  defeacQ 
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of  tbe  mimskfjy  «nd  he  r«oeiv«d  no  kisd  of  fovvd  for  what  be  haddoao.  Hit 
pension  neither  he  or  his  friends  ever  considered  m  that  light,  althongli  it  night 
make  him  acquiesce  more  readily  in  what  the  mioieter  reqaired.  He  we9  wifiiDg 
to  do  something  for  gmtitnde,  ivo^  nothing  for  hire. 

A  few  months  after  tho  pnlrlicatioB  of  his  last  pamphlet,  he  recmTed  his  diplama 
as  doctor  of  laws  from  the  unirersitjr  of  Oxford,  in  eonseqaenoe  of  a.  secoiB* 
mendation  from  the  chancellor,  lord^  North.  It  is  remarkable,  howofer,  that  he 
9erer  assumed  this  title  m  writing  notes  or  cards. —  In  the  autumn  of  thie  yaar, 
he  went  on  a  tour  to  France  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thrale«  Of  diis  tonr  Mr.  Bos. 
well  has  printed  a  few  mem<MAduns,  which  were  probably  iatended  as  tho  loan, 
dation  of  a  more  regular  narratire,  but  this  he  does  not  appear  to  haTeev er  begna. 
As  the  tour  \^t^  only  about  two  months,  it  would  probaUf  have  prodvoed 
more  sentiment  than  description. 

Ii)  1777,  he  was  engaged  by  the  I/ondon  booksellers  to  write  short  lires  or  prafiu 
OSS  to  an  edition  of  the  English  poets,  and  this  bjoiug  one  of  the  most  impoilaiU  of 
his  literary  undertakings,  sonie  account  of  its  oVigin  is  necessary,  espeGsally 
as  the  precise  share  which  belongs  to  him  has  been  fvequentiy  misrepraaesrfied. 
It  is  perhaps  too  late  now  to  inquire  into  the  propriety  of  the  decision  of  the 
house  of  lords  respecting  Itteiary  property^  It  had  not,  however,  taken  place 
many  months  before  some  of  the  predicted  consequences  appeared.  Among  oOer 
instances,  an  edition  of  the  English  poets  was  published  at  Edinbuigh,  in  direct 
violation  of  that  honooraUe  eompaet  by  which  the  booksellers  of  L4Midon  had 
agreed  to  respect  each  other's  property,  notwithstanding  their  beuRg  deptured  of 
t^e  more  effectnal  support  of  ^  law.  This,  therefoni,  indooed  the  latter  to  wu 
dertake  an  edition  of  the  poets  in  a  more  commodious  form,  and  with  9iiM|b)o  ae- 
enracy  of  test.  A  meeting  was  called  of  about  forty  of  the  moet  respectable  book. 
sellers  of  London,  the  propnetoirs,  or  the  successors  aad  desoendenta  of  the  prt* 
prjetors  of  copyrights  in  these  works,  aod  it  w%s  agr«»sd  that  aoelefai4a«dn9P« 
form  edition  of  The  English  Poets  sJMU  be  praote4,  with  ac^Mso.acccmnt 
pf  the  life  of  each  author  by  Dr.  Samuel  <Mii^PU»  aud  that  Messrs,  Strahw,  QaMI 
^n±  T.  Davies,  shpuU  wait  upon  him  wJlh  their  proposals. 

Johnson  was  delighted  with  the  task^  the  utiH^  of  "W^lfik  k^  pK<;^»b^  op^nr* 
red  to  his  mind  long  before,  aad  he  had  certainly  moro  acqnaifllblUQe  th«l»  v>7  mn 
then  Uriog  with  the  poeljcj^  bi^rapby  of  his  eomm^y,  a^d  appwoad  to  hys  best 
qualified  to  iUnatrate  it  by  judicious  critii^ism.  WbetlMt  w«  ooostder  wlia4  b«  un« 
dertook,  or  what  hep^fosv^d^  the  sum  of  two  hunda«d  fn^ieaawJii^hhode-* 
Branded,  wjll  appear  a  v«ry  trivial  s^on^iense.  His  orjgVMl  M^laation^  aid  all 
indeed  that  was  eapected  fcos»  hw^  w4is  a  very  concise  hifciaphAcal  and  crttiicaa 
accooat  of  each  poet,  but  he  be4  not  proceeded  fiftr  before  he  b^an  to  enbMiga 
the  lives  to  the  present  extent,  and  at  lafit  presented  the  w^rtd  with  sadi  a  bp^lT 
of  criticism  as  was  scarcely  to  be  oiqpieet^  Uom  oaa  iaan>  ^nd  ttiU  leis  t^m  «■» 
now  verging  on  his  seventieth  year* 

Of  this  edition  it  is  yet  necessary  to  say,  that  Or.  Johnwp  wn#  not  ia  «|Q  r«. 
apects  to  be  considered  i^  the  editnH'*  BeW  not  the  choice  of  tiie  po«|i  to  be 
adiaitted,  although  in  addition  to th^  liatprepafod  by  hipeviployan,  )|e  recfuaiaaod- 
BI«ckj»ore,  Wfttt^,  Pottfra,  aid  YeUwi.  Th«  s^tm  uui  nads  »y  tto  ImtoA- 
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IerS|  wli#  tpjyear  to  liaTtf  bMM  (laidei,  partly  liy  ihe  acknowledged  iaerit^  the 
poet,  aad  partly  by  hto  popHltfrify,  a  Quality  IrMch  is  soilietimes  independent  of  the 
fomker.  Oor  aathor,  hoiTef er,  felt  hiMelf  ttfider  no  restralat  in  accep|ing  the  list 
ofiered,  nor  did  he  in  any  iastattce  consMef  MAself  bound  to  lean  with  partiality 
to  any  aotbdr  ftef «ly  thttt  the  admission  of  his  works  might  be  jastlfiAi.  This  nb^ 
sard  species  of  prejaiKee  Which  has  contaminaled  so  many  single  iites  and  crltieal 
prefaces,  was  repogoant  to  his,  as  it  mast  etetbo  to  the  opinion  of  evety  man  who 
considers  troth  asessentisfl  to  Mography,  and  that  the  possasion  of  talents,  however 
brilliant,  otight  to  1)kb  no  excnse  for  the  abnse  of  the*i« — £f  ery  prelhninary  ha? log 
been  settled  In  tho  ftionth  of  April,  IfTTi  thtf  #0W  t«£tiOn  of  the  poe^i  Was  sent  to 
press,  and  Johnson  was  lofonoed  ^at  Ais  Ktcs  niight  be  written  in  the  neantiniey 
so  as  to  be  ready  to  aeconpany  the  pnhlleatioifr. 

Not  long  after  he  Anddrtook  this  Wotll,  he  was  idrited  to  contribute  the  aid  of 
Bis  doqnent  pen  In  sating  the  iWrfeited  llfo  of  t}t.  William  Dodd,  a  cletgyinan, 
who  waa  convicted  ef  forgery.  Thtt  nnbiippy  Aan  h«d  long  be6n  a  popnlar 
preacher  In  the  metropolis :  and  the  pnhlic  sedtimettt  was  ftlmostnttirersdl  in  de« 
precating  so  shamefal  a  sight  as  Ihat  of  a  clcfgyMnn  of  the  chorch  of  fioghind  inf* 
faring  by  a  publle  exeentlon*  Whether  there  wds  much  in  Dodd's  diaracter  to 
justify  this  sentiment,  or  to  demand  the  inteiferenoe  of  the  corporation  of  Lon« 
don,  backed  by  the  pefltion^  of  thonsnnds  of  the  most  dislingnislM  and  wealthy 
dtiaens,  may  perhaps  be  donbted«  Johnson,  howcrer,  cOuM  Aot  roBist  what  pnt 
etery  i>ther  consideration  out  of  the  qnestiori,  ^*  a  call  for  mercy,**  and  accord* 
iogly  contributed  etery  thing  that  the  ftiends  of  Dodd  could  suggest  as  nseftfl. 
Ho  wrote  his  Speech  to  t^  ftecefdet  df  London,  dellrefod  at.  the  Old  fiailey 
when  sentence  of  death  ww  abont  to  h^  passed  on  hhn :  TheContist^s  Addresr 
to  his  unhappy  Brethren,  a  sermon  deliTcred  by  Dodd  in  tho  chapel  of  Newgate: 
two  letters^  one  to  the  lord  chancellor  Bnthurst,  and  one  to  lord  eSlef  jusfico  Bians* 
Held :  a  petition  from  Dr,Bodd  to  the  king:  another  from  Mrs.Dodd  to  the  queen  r 
obsert ations  insetted  in  the  newspapers,  on  occasion  of  earl  Percy's  hating  pre* 
nentedtohismnjesty  a  petition  for  mercy  to  Dodd,  sotted  by  twenty  thousailil 
persons :  a  petition  from  Ae  city  of  London ;  and  Or*  DbdTs  Utet  solemn  dccla. 
iMIon,  Which  he  left  With  the  sheriff  at  the  place  ctf  eiectftion«  AH  titosehare 
been  printed  in  Dr.  Johnson's  works,  with  some  addldenal  correspondence  which 
hir.  Boswell  inserted  in  his  life.  Etery  thing  is  Written  In  a  stylo  of  pathetic  elo. 
qnenee,  bat  as  the  author  could  not  be  concealed,  it  was  ImpOsslhle  to  Ihipress  a 
stronger  sense  of  the  rahie  of  Dodd's  talCMtS  timn  had  already  been  entertained. 
The  papers,  howeter,  contributed  to  Mghten  the  clamour  which  was  at  that 
tnnertused  against  the  execution  of  the  sentence,  and  which  iras  eonfonnded  With 
what  was  then  thought  more  cenmrable,  the  conduct  of  those  by  whom  tho  wu 
happy  man  might  have  been  saved  before  the  process  of  law  barf  been  begun. 

In  1770,  the  Arst  four  Tolnmes  of  his  Liyes  of  the  Poets  were  published,  and  the 
TemaMer  in  the  year  1781»  Whieh  he  wrote,  by  his  own  confession,  «<  dilatorily 
and  hastily,  unwilling  to  work,  and  working  with  rigour  and  haste.''  He  had, 
however,  perfonlM  so  mneh  mot&  than  was  enpected,  that  his  employers  pro- 
sented  him  with  an  hundred  pounds  In  addition  to  the  stipuhited  sum.  As  he  never 
was  imensible  to  the  pleasure  or  talue  of  fame,  it  is  not  improbable  that  he  wns 
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jet  mere  subsiantuillj  gratified  hj  the  eagerness  with  which  his  lires  of  tlfe  poeis 
were  read  and  praised.  He  enjoyed  likewise  another  satisfaction  which  it  appettra 
he  thought  f  ot  unnecessary  to  the  reputation  of  a  great  writer.  He  was  attacked 
on  all  sides  for  his  contempt  of  Milton's  politics)  and  the  sparing  praise,  or  direct 
censure  he  had  bestowed  on  the  poetry  of  Prior,  Hammond,  Collins,  Gray  and  a 
few  others*  Theerrours,  indeed,  which  on  any  other  subject  might  hare  passed 
for  errours  of  judgment,  were  by  the  irascible  tempers  of  his  adTersaries  magnified  into 
high  treason  agunst  the  majesty  of  poetic  genius.  During  his  life,  these  attacks 
were  not  few,  nor  rery  respectful  to  a  reteran  whom  common  consent  had  placed 
at  the  head  of  the  literature  of  his  country;  but  the  courage  of  his  adversaries  was 
Qbserred  to  rise  rery  considerably  after  his  death,  and  the  name  which  public 
opinion  had  consecrated,  was  reyjled  with  the  utmost  malignity.  Etcd  some 
who  during  his  life  were  glad  to  conceal  their  hostility,  now  took  an  opportunitj 
tp  retract  the  admiration-  in  which  they  had  joined  with  apparent  cordiality:  ai^ 
to  discover  faults  in  a  body  of  criticism  which,  after  all  reasonable  exoeptaons  are 
admitted,  was  never  equalled,  and  perhaps  never  will  be  equalled  for  justice^ 
acuteness  and  el^ance.  Where  can  we  hope  to  find  discussions  that  can  be  cobs. 
pared  with  those  introduced  in  the  lives  of  Cowley,  Milton,  Dryden  and  Pope? 
His  abhorrence  indeed  of  Milton's  political  conduct  led  him  to  details  and  obser- 
vations which  can  never  be  acceptable  to  a  certain  class  of  politicians,  but  when 
he  comet  to  analyze  his  poetry,  and  to  fix  his  reputation  on  its  proper  basis,  it 
must  surely  be  confessed  that  no  man,  since  the  first  appearance  of  Paradise  Lost, 
has  ever  bestowed  praise  with  a  more  munificent  hand,  tie  I4>pear8  to  have  ccrf. 
lected  his  whole  energy  to  immortalize  the  genius  of  Milton,  nor  has  any  advocate 
for  Milton's  democracy  appeared  who  has  not  been  glad  to  surrender  the  guaidiaa* 
flhip  of  his  poetical  fame  to  Johnson. 

In  1783,  the  public  demand  rendered  it  necessary  to  print  an  edition  of  the  Lives 
in  four  octavo  volumes ;  and  in  1783,  another  edition  of  the  same  number,  bat 
considerably  enlarged,  altered  and  corrected  by  the  author.  I  cannot  here  sup. 
press  a  circumstance  communicated  by  my  worthy  friend,  Mr.  Nichols,  which 
may  check  the  mumuirs'  of  the  public  respecting  improved  editions.  Although 
the  corrections  and  alterations  of  the  edition  of  1783  were  printed  separatdy  and 
offered  graii9  to  the  purchasers  of  the 'former,  not  ten  copies  were  called  for ! 
.  With  this  work  the  public  labours  of  Johnson  ended,  and  when  W0  consider 
his  advan^  tune  of  life,  and  the  almost  unabated  vigour  of  his  mind,  it  may  be 
surely  jadded,  that  his  sun  set  with  unrivalled  splendour.  But  the  infirmities  of 
age  were  now  undermining  a  constitution  that  had  kept  perpetual  war  with  here- 
ditary disease,  and  his  most  valued  friends  were  dropping  into  the  grave  before 
him.  He  lost  Mr.  Thrale  and  Mrs.  Williams :  his  home  became  cheerless,  and 
much  visiting  was  no  longer  convenient.  His  health  began  to  decline  more  visU 
bly  from  the  month  of  June  1783,  when  he  had  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  althon^ 
he  recovered  so  far  as  to  be  able  to  take  another  journey  to  Lttchfidd  and  Oxford 
towards  the  close  of  the  year,  symptoms  of  a  dropsy  indicated  the  probability  of 
his  dbsolution  at  no  distant  period.  Some  relief,  however,  having  been  admi. 
pistered,  he  rejoined  the  society  of  his  friends,  and  with  a  mind  still  curious, 
inteUigeqt,  and  active^  renewed  his  attention  to  ibp  concerns  of  liteimtuej  die- 
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tatkig  bfonnation  wherever  it  was  wanted,  and  trying  his  faculties  bj  Latin 
translations  from  the  Greek  poets.  Nothing  was  so  much  the  subject  of  alarm 
with  him,  as  the  decaj  of  memory  and  judgment,  of  which,  howeter,  to  the  last 
be  ne?er  betrayed  the  least  symptom. 

In  Midsummer  1784,  he  acquired  sufficient  strength  to  go  for  the  last  time  into 
Derbyshire.  During  his  absence,  his  friends,  who  were  anxious  for  the  preser. 
Tation  of  sovalaable  a  life,  endeaTOured  to  procure  some  addition  to  his  pension^ 
that  he  might  be  enabled  to  ttj  the  efficacy  of  a  tour  to  the  southern  part  of  the 
GontineBt.  Application  was  accordingly  made  to  the  lord  chancellor Thurlow,  who 
seconded  it  in  the  proper  quarter,  but  without  success.  He  eyinced,  however,  hia 
high  respect  for  Johnson,  by  offering  to  advance  the  sum  of  five  hundred  pounds, 
and  Johnson,  when  the  circumstance  was  communicated,  thanked  his  lordship  in 
a  letter,  elevated  beyond  the  common  expressions  of  gratitude,  by  a  dignity  of  )sen« 
timenl  congenial  to  the  feelings  of  his  noble  and  liberal  correspondent  Dr.  firock« 
lesby  also  made  a  similar  offer^  although  of  a  lesser  sum  ;  and  such  indeed  was  the  ~ 
estimation  in  which  Johnson  was  held,  that  nothing  would  have  been  wanting 
which  money  or  affection  could  procure,  either  to  protract  his  days,  or  to  make 
them  comfctrtable. 

But  these  offers  were  not  accepted.  The  scheme  of  a  continental  tour,  which 
he  once  thought  necessary,  was  never  much  encouraged  by  his  physicians,  and  had 
it  promised  greater  effects^  was  now  beyond  his  strength.  The  dropsy  and  asthma 
were  making  hasty  approaches,  and  although  he  longed  for  life,  and  was  anxiously 
desirous  that  every  means  might  be  used  to  gain  another  day,  he  soon  became  con- 
vinced that  no  hopes  were  left.  During  this  period,  he  was  alternately  resigned 
to  die,  and  tenacious  of  life,  tranquil  in  the  views  of  eternity,  and  dbtnrbed  by 
gloomy  apprehensions,  but  at  last  his  mind  was  soothed  with  the  consolatory  bopea 
of  religion,  and  although  the  love  of  life  occasionally  recurred,  he  adjusted  hi^ 
worldly  concerns  with  composure  and  exactness,  a^  one  who  was  conscious  that 
be  was  soon  to  give  an  account.  On  Monday  the  13th  of  December,  he  tried  to 
obtain  a  temporary  relief  by  puncturing  hb  legs,  as  had  been  before  performed  by 
the  surgeon,  but  no  discharge  foUowed  the  operation,  and  about  seven  o'clock  in 
the  evening  he  breathed  his  last,  so  gently,  that  some  time  elapsed  before  his  death 
was  percdved.  •  ^ 

On  thlB  90th,  his  body  was  interred  with  great  solemnity  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
dose  to  the  grave  of  his  friend  Garrick.  Of  the-  other  honours  paid  to  his  me^ 
mory,  it  may  suffice  to  say  that  they  were  more  in  number  and  quality  than  were 
ever  paid  to  any  man  of  literatiare.  It  was  his  singular  fate  that  the  age,  which 
be  contributed  to  improve,  repaid  him  by  a  veneration  of  which  we  have  no  ex« 
ample  in  the  annals  of  literature;  and  that  when  his  failings  as  well  as  his  virtues 
were  exhibited  without  disguise  and  without  partiality,  he  continued  to  be  revered 
by  the  majority  of  the  nation,  and  is  now,  after  scrutiny  and  censure  have  done 
their  worst,  enrolled  among  the  greatest  names  in  the  history  of  English  genius. 

But  to  delineate  the  character  of  Johnson  is  a  task  which  the  present  writer 
wishes  to  decline.  'Five  large  editions  of  Mr.  Boswell's  Life  have  familiarised 
Johnson  to  the  knowledge  of  the  public  so  intimately,  that  it  would  be  impossible 
to  advance  any  thing  with  which  every  reader  is  not  already  acquainted.    The 
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w^Sf^^of  Om  nallon  have  boe»  tok«m  «od  tli«  questim  ii  £ndf  d#eiM.  Od 
fOi^iwe  ^oiNitorfttioii,  thtfe  appawrs  w  retson  tp  deyari  frovi  the  goiKiiUj  m« 
DPtr«d  iQ|»iii.oii8  e^  t^  tbe  n»k  Joim^on  hoUi  wmmg  mep  of  geiii«»  mA  wtae,  a 
raok  which  those  who  jet  capriciouslj  dwell  on  hb  iAlliB§i»  will  fiod  U  dUBcoltto 
4ietor]^«  Bii  enroort  have  bepn  bsoiight  forward  with  po  ypering  hand  both  by 
]Hgfric#i^A94  hi^  eoeiniefiy  y^t  when ^rerj  fair  dadudioB  ii  made  from  there. 
p«tod  ^C!dleac#  of  his  diaract«r  110  a  man  u4  a  writer,  enpagb,  in  my  opiiuoB, 
will  remain  to  gffUHf  the  partiality  (af  hi^  admir«rs>  and  to  perpetimte  the  puUk 

Jit  ^  fiopleasavt)  however,  to  qatta  subject  which  the  more  it  is  revoife^/sencs 
to  ftJa4dea  the  miod  with  pleasiiig  recc^tectioBi.  There  aitt  earely  drmuasUaces 
in  the  history  of  Johoson  which  compel  adaunlion  im  defiance  of  prtjodice  or 
envy*  That  a  man  of  obscure  birth,  of  SMnners  by  no  means  prepeaaessmgy  whoie 
p^irson  was  forhiddinf,  whose  voice  was  rougfcy  inharmonious  and  terrif/isg, 
wbojie  taiper  waa  freqaeutly  harsh  and  overbearing ;  ittaA  such  a  man  shosld 
^ve  forced  his  way  into  the  society  of  a  greater  number  of  eminent  charapters 
then  perhaps  ever  gftthered  round  an  individual ;  that  he  ikkmM  not  00I7  hire 
gained  but  increased  their  respect  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  preserved  it  w* 
abated  forao  long  a  series  of  years;  that  men  of  all  ranka  in  U£a,  and  of  the  biighest 
Argrees  of  awital  exceUe^ce.  should  hare  thought  it  a  dul^,  and  found  at  a  plea- 
anre,  not  only  tp  tolerate  his  occasional  roughness,  but  to  study  his  humonf,  sod 
auhmM  to  his  ceatroul,  to  Mal^n  to  him  with  the  aubKussion  of  a  scholar,  and  mml- 
aatt  him  irith  the  hopes  of  •  ^at ;  all  thi«  Mirdy  affords  the  strongest  pfssomp- 
lion  thai  f ucb  a  miM>  iras  remiwhAbie  beyond  tlie  usual  sta^^iard  at  hnmaa  excti- 
l^ca.  Nor  is  thia  Werenee  inconsistent  with  the  truths  hs  u  appears  that  wliai- 
ei^r  mw^  m^j  be  a^trUmted  to  his  vorjts,  be  was  perhaps  yet  moi%  to  he  esfkd 
U^  jcooflreMatii^ii  irhere  h(e  f :3^UJi>>^  an  inexhaiiMAhle  ferMity  of  imaginatma,  sa 
okgeMsa  and  acat^enees  of  aig^m^n^  and  a  neady  wit»  such  as  naver  appear  ta 
have  haofi  cvmbined  in  oaa  iu89^  And  it  is  not  tpo  m^ek  to  say,  that  whaism 
opiaiop  WAS  futertoined  by  thA^e  whp  hpaw  km  oply  in  his  wriUngSi  it  nsrw 
could  have  riaan  to  that  piioh  nf  admirfttifn  whigb  h4S  bean  euiiei  t>y  the  Ub^^^ 
of  his  induitrfeas  btoj^raphtr* 

His  death  formed  a  resy  remarkable  era  in  the  literary  world.  Fo^  a  CQasal«r« 
aMe  time,  thit  periodical  joufnaif ,  as  irell  ai  g^ofp^  opuveraation,  were  asfffiy 
o.ce4ipie4  tm  an  event  whi^  was  thf  subj^t  of  ani?mM  r<^vet ;  and  cferx  ima 
hastened  w4th  sttjsh  eontribatioqa  «s  memory  supplied,  to  iiln^trato  achaiacUvia 
which  fH  took  a  lively  iat^^pe^t*  If  umtrOYs  anaadntay  mare  puUlahed,  soaie  sa- 
thenii^  and  some  imagiifary,  and  the  ganrri4  ^wk  to  kuoir  more  of  ^ohaioa  ww 
for  some  yeais  ia8alia|)le. 

At  length  tha  proprieton  of  his  priat^d  if  ^rks  vn^t  to  oousider  of  a  compkic  ««4 
aBifnm  editiou ;  but  ai  it  vaa  faared  ths^t  th»  curioaity  which  foHows  departed  gaaiss 
mig'ot  apon  i>^te»  aoaio  donbl  vai  $nt¥vt4ined  of  tha  p^cy  of  a  €&(MiP9  of 
^fmh  tba  he$t  of  vihuth  woro  a)f egdy  in  th^  h^ada  of  ti#  public  m  varimn^  f^<^  * 
feat  this  waa  foftniinteiy  pv§a<^alad»  »nd  in  tha  want  of  the  laat  yev  (180^) 
these  aollected  works  rtm  printed  foir  the  faat Ih  tim.  wi  wUl  W^WAy  ^^^ 
cflQisid^red  aa  ^  standard  hook  in  ef^if  yibf ^ry*    hm  fManitiiib'^  Ik^v^Wr  ^ 
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JokoBavrluAi)  wbo  waa  one  df  Jobisoii's  executors,  tnd  profetsei  to  be  in  pes. 


I  of  fiwIftrUb  for  Ui  life,  was  engaged  to  write  ttst  life,  1u  well  as  to  col* 
kot  his  worke*  Tley  accordingly  appeared  in  1787,  m  eleren  Tolumes  8ro*  Of 
tke  Life  it  ie  unnecessary  to  add  any  thing  to  the  oensuie  so  generally  passed.  Sir 
lohn  spoked  mind,  perhaps  honestly,  bnt  his  jodgmentaMist  have  been  as  defec« 
iirAU  hisneMory,  when  he  decided  with  so  much  prijudice  and  so  little  taste  or 
candonr^  on  the  merits  of  bis  author,  and  of  other  eonnent  persons,  whom,  asm 
critic  hnoMMronsly  said  ^<  he  brought  to  be  tried  at  the  Middlesex  quarter  ses« 
aloM.'*  In  oolleeting  the  works,  he  inserted  some  whidi  no  man  coald  suspect  to 
be  Jobnsoa's,  while  he  omitted  other  pieces  that  had  been  acknowledged.  A  more 
correct  arrangoment,  however,  has  been  since  adopted. 

Two  yeaie  before  this  edition  appeared,  Mr.  BosweU  published  his  Tour  to  the 
Hebrides,  and  exhibited  such  a  sample  of  Dr.  Johnsoa's  conversation-taients  as 
raised  very  high  cdtpectatioos  from  the  liie  which  he  then  announced  to  be  in  a 
U^td  of  preparation.  Mr.  Boswell's  acquaintance  with  Dr.  Johnson  commenced 
in  the  year  1763,  and  from  that  time  he  appears  to  have  meditated  what  he  at 
length  exncnM,  the  most  complete  and  striking  portrait  ever  exhibited  of  any 
hnnmn  being.  His  Tonr  having  shown  the  manner  in  which  he  was  to  proceed^ 
Jobnsoe's  friends  willingly  contributed  every  documeat  they  could  collect  from 
memory  or  writing,  and  Mr*  BosweU,  who  meditated  one  volume  only,  was  soow 
oUiged  to  exiejid  his  work  to  two  bulky  quartos.  These  were  published  is 
1701,  and  bought  up  with  an  avidity,  which  their  wonderful  variety  of  entertain, 
ment,  vivacity,  anecdote  and  sentiment,  amply  justified.  F<^r  very  large  edKlona 
have  sitaoa  appeared,  and  it  seems  to  be  (me  of  those  very  fortunate  and  iascinating 
books  of  which  the  public  is  not  likely  to  tire. 

Mr.  Bpswell,  indeed,  has  proved,  contrary  to  the  oommon  opinion,  and  by 
meana  irhich  will  noi  soon  be  repeated,  that  the  life  of  a  mere  scholar  may  be 
rendered  more  instructive,  more  entertaining,  and  more  interesting,  than  that  oC 
any  other  human  being.  And  although  the  <^  confidence  of  private  conversa- 
tfon**  hu  been  thought  to  be  sometimes  violated  in  this  work,  for  which  no  apo- 
logy is  here  intended,  yet  the  world  seems  agreed  to  forgive  this  failing  in  conside- 
ration of  the  pleasure  it  has  afforded ;  that  wonderful  variety  of  subjects,  of  wit, 
sentiment,  and  anecdote,  with  which  it  abounds ;  and  above  ail  the  valuable  in- 
struction it  presents  on  many  of  the  most  important  dattes  of  life.  It  must  be 
allowed  that  it  created  some  enemies  to  Dr.  Johnson  among  those  who  were  not 
enemies  before  this  disclosure  of  his  sendments.  Vanity  has  been  sometimes  hurt, 
and  vanity  has  taken  Us  usual  revenge.  It  is  generally  agreed,  however,  that 
Mr.  BoswelPs  account  of  his  illustrious  friend  b  impartial:  he  conceals  no  fail- 
ing  that  revenge  or  animosity  has  since  been  able  to  discover ;  all  his  foibles  ot 
manner  and  conversation  aie  faithfully  recorded,  and  recorded  so  frequently  that  it 
is  easier  to  form  a  justj^riimate  of  doctor  Johnson  than  of  any  eminent  character 
in  the  whole  range  of  biography  i  • 

One  singular  effect  was  produced  by  this  extraordinary  book.  When  it  was 
determined  to  discard  sir  John  Hawkins's  Life  of  Johnson,  application  was  made  to 
Mr.  Murphy  to  fumbh  another  to  be  prefixed  to  the  second  edition  of  the  works 

*  British  Essayitts,  Preface  to  tbe  Rambler,  to],  xlx.  C. 
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poblished  in  1703.  This  Mr.  Mixrphy  executed  under  the  title  (whkk  he  fcad 
used  iQ  the  ov^e  of  Fielding)  of  An  Esnj  on  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Dr.  John- 
ion  ;  but  hjtf  had  conceifed  a  prejudice  of  jealousy  of  Mr*  Boswell's  fame^  and 
Botwithst^ding  the  latter  had  strengthened  his  narratiTe  by  every  possible  proof^ 
Murphy  persisted  in  taking  his  facts  from  the  yerj  inaccurate  narraUye  of  sir  John 
Hawkins,  and  the  more  flippant  anecdotes  published  by  Mrs.  FiozzL  la  his 
Essay,  therefore,  it  is  not  wonderful  that  many  circumstances  are  grossly,  and  con* 
tidering  that  proofs  were  within  his  reach,  we  may  add,  wilfully  misrepresented^. 

As  Dr.  Johnson  has  been  introduced  in  the  present  collection  as  an  j&glish 
poet,  it  may  be  necessary  to  take  some  notice  of  the  poems  now  presented  to  the 
leader.  They  are  what  hare  been  published  in  his  works,  and  no  doubts,  as  far 
as  the  present  writer  knows,  hare  ever  been  entertained  of  their  authentidty. 
What  .he  might  have  produced^  if  he  had  devoted  himself  to  the  Muses,  it  ia  not 
easy  to  determine.  That  he  had  not  the  essentials  of  a  poet  of  the  higher  order 
must,  I  think,  be  allowed;  but  as  a  moral  poet,  his  acknowledged  pieces  stand  in 
a  very  high  rank.  Like  Pope,  he  preferred  reason  to  fancy,  and  his  two  imitationt 
of  Juvenal  are  not  only  eqaal  to  any  thing  that  writer  has  produced,  in  the  happy 
delineation  of  living  manners,  and  in  elegance  of  versification,  but  are  perhaps  sn* 
perior  to  any  compositions  of  the  kind  in  our  language.  His  Irene  is  remarkable 
for  splendour  of  language,  richness  of  sendment,  and  harmony  of  numbers,  bat  as 
a  tragedy  it  is  radically  defective  :  it  excites  neither  interest  or  passion.  Of  his 
lesser  pieces,  the  Prologue  on  Opening  the  Theatre  in  1747,  and  that  for  the  benefit 
of  Milton's  grand-danghter,  are  perfect  models  of  elegant  and  manly  address. 
His  odes  are  defective  in  Imagination  and  description ;  he  always  undervalued  this 
species  of  poetry,  and  certunly  has  not  improved  it.  A  few  of  his  translations  are 
more  happily  executed,  particularly  the  Dove  of  Anacreon.  The  poem  on  the 
death  of  his  humble  friend  Levet  is  one  of  those  pathetic  appeals  to  the  heart  which 
are  irresistible. 

*  The  priacipal  of  these  areooiTected  in  noteB  appended  to  the  last  edition  of  Johnson  V  works. 
Murphy's  narrative  was  in  truth  little  more  than  what  was  compiled  in  1787,  from  sir  John  Hawkins^ 
hy  the  Monthly  Eeviewers,  whoie  style  and  reflectioDs  be  has  in  general  copied  veihatim>  without  a 
word  of  acknowledgment.    C» 
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LONDON  f 

A  POEM: 

IS  miTATtOM  Of  THE  TBIRD  SAtltS  OF  JUrBMAI* 
WEITTBN  III    1738. 

— Qttis  nepte 
Tarn  patieM  nibit,  tarn  ferreus  at  taoeat  se  ?  iuv. 

*  Tho'  grief  and  foodnen  in  my  breait  febel. 
Whan  uQui'dThales^  bidi  iha  town fiireweU, 

Jot.  Sat  111. 

1  Ooamvis  digressu  Teteriioonfiisas  amici ; 
Laodo*  tamen,  vacoia  qaod  tedeni  flgere  Cumis 
Pestinet,  atqne  nmiin  chem  donare  Sibylls. 

a  Sir  John  Hawkins  nys,  that  by  Thales  we 
are  here  to  nndenUnd  Sav^^e.  Mr.  Boswell  as- 
tectathat  this  if  entirely  groondleis,  and  adds,*<  1 
have  been  assured  that  Dr*Jobn80D  laid,  he  was 
not  so  much  as  acquainted  with  Savage  when  he 
wrote  bis  LDndon.**  This,  added  to  the  circum- 
atance  of  the  date  (for  Savage  did  not  set  out  for 
Wales  till  July  1739)  might  be  decisive,  if,  un- 
foitonately  for  Mr.  Boswell,  he  had  not  a  few 
pages  after,  given  us  some  highly  complimenta- 
ry lines  which  «*  he  was  aatured  were  written  by 
Dr.  Johnson,"  Ad  Ricardum  Savage,  in  April 
1738,  about  a  month  before  London  was  publish- 
tL  This  surely  implies  previous  acquaintance^ 
with  Savage,  for  Dr.  Johnson  would  not  have 
praised  a  stranger  in  such  terms,  and  gives  a 
very  strong  probability  to  sir  John  Hawkins's 
coDJeoiure.  That  Savage  did  not  set  out  for 
W^es  until  the  following  year,  is  a  matter  of 
little  oonaequenoe,  as  the  intention  of  such  a 
journey  would  justUy  the  lines '  alluding  to  it. 
See  Botwell's  Life  of  Johnson,  vol.  i.  p.  109,  and 
p.  139.  8T0.  edit  1804.  C. 


Yet  atill  my  calmer  thoughts  his  choice  eom- 

mend, 
I  praise  the  hermit,  but  regret  the  friend,- 
Resolv'd  at  length  from  vice  and  Loadoe  for 
To  breathe  in  disUat  fieldss  a  purer  air,  , 

And  fix'don  Cambria's  solitary  shore. 
Give  to  St  David  one  true  Briton  more. 

s  For  who  would  leave,  unbrib'd,  Hibernian 
land. 
Or  change  the  rocks  of  Scotland  for  the  Strand? 
There  none  are  swept  by  sudden  fate  away. 
But  all,  whom  hunger  spares,  with  age  decay : 
Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  conspire. 
And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  tire  ; 
Their  ambush  here  relentless  ruffians' lay; 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey  ; 
Here  foiling  houses  thunder  on  your  bead. 
And  here  a  female  atheist  talks  yon  dead. 
4  While  Thales  waiu  the  wherry  that  con* 


Of  dissipated  wealth  the  small  mnains, 
OnThames's  banks,  in  silent  thought  w«  stood 
Where  Greenwich  smiles  upon  the  silver  flood  ; 
Struck  with  tbe  seat  that  gave  £liaa&  birth. 
We  kneel,  and  kiss  the  consecrated  earth ; 
In  pleasing  dreams  the  blissful  age  renew, 
And  call  Britannia^s  glories  back  to  view ; 
Behold  her  cross  triumphant  on  the  main, 
Tbe  guard  of  commerce,  and  tbe  dread  of  Spnin, . 
Ere  masquerades  debauch'd,  excise  oppress 'd. 
Or  English  honour  grew  a  standing  jest 

a— Kgo  vel  Prochytam  prspono  Subnrrss, 
Nam  quid  tam  miserum,  tarn  « ^lum  vidimus,  ut 

noQ 
Deterius  credas  horrere  incendia,  lapsus 
Tectorum  assiduos,  &  mille  pericula  «aeva 
Urbis,  fc  Augiisto  recitantes  niense  poeta^i  ? 

*  Sed,  dum  tota  domus  rhed&  componiiur  un&, 
Substitit  ad  veteres  arcus. — 

»  Qneen  Elizabeth,  bom  at  Greeowich. 
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A  rransient  calm  the  happy  scenes  bettow. 
And  for  a  momeut  lull  the  sense  of  woe. 
At  length  awaking,  with  oontemptuoos  frown, 
IndigoantThales  eyes  Che  neighb*ring  town. 

*  Since  worth,  he  cries,  in  these  degenerate 
daya 
Wants  ev'n  the  cheap  reward  of  empty  praise ; 
In  those  cursM  walls,  devote  to  Tice  and  gain, 
Since  unrewarded  science  toils  in  vain ; 
Since  hope  but  sooths  to  double  my  distress^ 
And  every  moment  leaves  my  little  less; 
While  yet  my  steady  steps  no  f  staff  iudbifts, 
lad  Dfe  still  rig'rous  revels  in  my  velni ; 
Grant  me»  kind  Heaven,  to  find  sooae  happier 

place» 
Where  honesty  and  sense  are  no  disgrace  ; 
Some  pleasing  bank  where  verdant  osiers  play, 
Some  peaceful  vale  with  Nature's  paintings  gay  j 
Where  once  the  harassed  Briton  found  repose. 
And  safe  in  poverty  defy'd  hi»  Ibes; 
Some  secret  cell,  ye  pow'rs,  indulgent  gife, 
•  Let  —  live  here,  for  — —  has  leam'd  to  Hve. 
Bere  let  those  reign,  whom  pensions  can  incite. 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white  | 
Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rights  away, 
And  plead  for  9  pirates  in  the  face  of  day ; 
With  slavish  tenels  taint  our  pdisonfd  youth 
And  lend  a  lie  the  confidence  of  truth. 

■^  Let  such  raise  palaces,  and  manors  hay, 
Collect  a  tax,  or  farm  a  lottery; 
With  wairbling  etfliuoha  €11  our  ■■  siienoV  stagVy 
And  lull  to  servitude  a  thpugbtleBi  age. 

Beroes»  proceed  I   what  boatili  yont  pride 

shall  bold  ^  [gold? 

What  cheek  restfain  your  thirst  of  pdw'r  and 

Behold  rebelUoaa  virtue  quite  o'eithrown. 

Behold  onr  fame»  our  wealth,  our  lives  your 


To  sucii,  the  plunder  of  a  land  it  giv'n. 
When  public  crimes  mflametlie  wrtidi  of  HesrvMh 
'^  But  what,  my  friend*  what  hope  rtttmn  for 

me» 
Who  start  at  theft,  imd  blush  atpeijury  ^ 
Who  scarce  forbear,  tho^  Britain's cowt  he  sJng, 

*  Hio  tune  Umbritins:  qtnmdb  artibos^  ioquit, 
honeatis 
Kullus  in  urbe  locus,  nulla  emolomenta  labomm, 
Res  hodle  fnittor  est,  here  quam  fait,  ac  eadem 

efwi  ^ 

BetereC  exiguis  aliquid :  proponimns  tHue 
Ire,  iatigatak  ubi  Dtedalus  exult  alas  ; 
Bum  nova  canities.^—*- 
7  <— ec  pedftua  me 
Porto  mets,  nuHo  dextram  anbeiittte  baeiHix 
^  Cedamufl  patrili :  vlvattt  Aitnritis  Istic 
Et  Catullus:  BMineant  qai  nigra  in  dandidk  rer* 
tunc 
9  The  invasions  of  the  Spaoiafdft  were  defend^ 
cd  in  the  bouses  of  parliament. 
*•  Qocis  facile  est  edtm  cottdncere,  flumina, 
portuA, 
Siccandam  eluviemt  portandum  ad  busta  cada- 

ver.- 
MuM^ra  nunc  edunt. 

1  ^  The  licensing  act  wtos  then  lately  made. 
^*  Quid  Roms  faciam  >   mentiri  neteio:  U- 
brum. 
Si  malus  est^  neq«)eo  landare  k  poBCere.** 


To  pluck  a  titled  poet's  borra#*d  wmg  ^ 
A  statesman's  logic  unconvinc'd  can  bear* 
And  dare  to  slumber  o'er  the  Gazetteer**  $ 
Despise  a  fool  in  half  his  pensioo  drea^d. 
And  strive  in  vain  to  laugh  at  Clodio's  jest. 

■s  Others  with  softer  smiles,  and  subtle  srI* 
Can  sap  the  principles,  or  taint  the  heart ; 
With  more  address  a  lover's  note  convey. 
Or  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away : 
Well  may  they  rise,  while  I,  whose  raatic  1 
Ne'er  knew  to  pozzle  right,  or  varnish  i 
Spaiitd  aft  a  beggar,  dreiided  as  a  spy, 
lWc  enrogarded,  unlamented  die. 

1*  For  what  but  social  guilt  the  friend    cn« 
dears  } 
Who  shares  Orgilio's  crimes,  hisfbitmie  thne& 
'>  But  thou,  should  tempting  vUlany  present 
All  Marlborough  hoarded,  or  all  Villiers  spen^ 
Tom  from  the  glittering  bribethy  aoomfiU  eye, 
Nat  iell  lor  eeld,  what  gold  oonld  never  buy. 
The  peacefm  dumber,  self-approviog  day. 
Unsullied  fiime,  and  conscience  ever  gay. 

*■  The  cheated  nation's  happy  £>vVites,  aee ! 
Bfark  whon  the  great  caress,  who  frown  on  me! 
Ii6ndon !  the  ne«iy  Tillain's  gen'ral  bome^ 
The  common-sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome; 
With  eager<thir8t,  by  folly  or  by  fote. 
Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  each  oorrapted  stiUew 
Forgive  my  transports  on  a  theme  like  this, 
^f  I  cannot  bear  a  tftSHA  meteopolis. 

^8  Illustrious  Edward  1    from  the  lealms  itf 

The  lend  of  heroae  and  of  samta  survey  $ 
Nor  hope  the  British  lineaments  to  trace. 
The  rustic  grandetnr^  of  the  sutif  grace  j 
But,  lost  ietlMeghtieBsease  and  empty  show 
BehoM  the wartior  dwindled  to  a  beau; 
Sense,  freedom,  piety,  refin'd  away. 
Of  France  the  miili{e,>id  of  ^n  t&e  pMy. 
All  that  et  home  tto  fltore  ttA  b^  o¥tfeil. 
Or  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel : 
Hiss'd  from  the  sUgid,  or  hooted  from  the  court. 
Their  air,  their  dreia^  their  polities,  impoiti 
^^bsequioasr  ariAil,  voluble,  and  gay. 
On  BriCMB'e  fond  credulity  they  p^. 

1^  The  paper  which  et  that  time  contained 
apologies  for  the  ci^urt 

1'  — ^  Fefre  ad  nuptam  qusB  mittit  adulter^ 
Ottse  mandat  norint  alii ;  me  neiao  mniisfro 
Fur  erit,  atque  ideo  nulli  comes  exeo. 

"  Quis  nunc  diliglttirnisi  oonaeius  ? 

Carus  erit  Verl,  qui  t^errenrtempure,  qno  val^ 
Aceusare  poteai 

^  '  Taeti  tibi  non  sit  opaci 

Omnia  arena  T agS,  quodque  in  mare  volvibtr 

aurum, 
Vi  somno  carcas.— — 

^  Quienunc  diritibus  gens  acceptissimanoatlis, 
£t  quos  prsBCipue  fugiam,  properabo  foteri. 

"  -'  Non  possum  fcrre,  Qniritcs, 

OrSBcam  urbetn.  ■  ■ 

^  Rusticus  ill«  tuus  sumiC  trechedipna,  QoU 
rine, 
£t  ceromatioo  fert  nh^eria  coflo. 

^  logenium  velox>  aadaoie  perdita,  senno 
Prompts. 
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^IWjrancr*  tbaydaiiMj  deanihoefyOrMi*  a 

olapf 
All  sciences  »  fasting  Monsieur  knopt, 
And,  bi^  him  90  to  Hell,  to  Hell  he  goes. 

<^  Ah  t  what  avails  it,  that,  firon  «lav^  ihr, 
I  drev  the  breath  of  life  in  Baglisb  air  ; 
Was  early  taught  a  Briton's  right  to  prize« 
Aad  lisp  the  tale  of  Henry's  victories ; 
If  the  gnlPd  conqoeror  rcoeives  the  chain. 
And  flatlery  ptevaiU  when  arms  am  Tain  ^ 

^  Studious  to  please,  and  ready  to  snhoutj 
The  sopple  GanI  was  horn  a  parasite : 
Still  tobisint'reat  tnie,  wliere^r  he  goes, 
Wit,  brav*ry,  worth,  his  lavish  toagtte  bestows ; 
In  ev*ry  (ace  a  thousand  graces  fhiae. 
From  ev*ry  tongne  flows  hartnony  divina. 
^  These  arts  in  vain  our  rugged  natives  tpy, 
Strain  ont  with  fault*ring  diffideqee  a  lie. 
And  get  a  kick  for  awkwaid  flattery. 

Besides,  with  justice,  this  disoiymiag  age 
Admires  tfaieir  wond'rous  talents  for  the  stage : 

^  Well  may  they  venture  on  the  mimic's  art, 
Who  play  horn  morn  to  night  a  bovrow'd  part ; 
Practis'd  their  masters  notions  to  embrace, 
Kepeat  hie  maxims,  and  reflect  bis  face  | 
With  ev*ry  wild  absurdity  comply. 
And  view  each  olgeot  with  another's  e^ ; 
To  shake  with  laughter  ere  the  jest  they  hear. 
To  poor  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear  ; 
AQd»«fr  their  patron  bints  the  oold  or  heat. 
To  shake  in  dog-days,  in  Decen^ber  sweat. 

^  How,  when  oompelitors  bke  these  coutaBd, 
Can  surly  virtue  bope  to  fix  a  friend ; 
Slaves  that  with  serious  impudence  beguile, 
And  lie  trithoiA  a  blusb,  without  a  smile  : 
£xalt  eadi  trifle,  ev'ry  vice  adore. 
Your  taste  in  snuff,  your  judgment  in  a  whore  | 
Can  6albo*s  eloquence  applaud,  and  swear 
He  gropes  his  breeches  with  a  monarch's  air. 

For  arts  like  these  preferred,  admir'dj'baress'd. 
They  first  invade  your  Ubie,  then  your  breast  $ 
f  6  Explore  your  secrets  with  insidioas  art. 
Watch  the  weak  hour,  and  ransack  all  the  heart; 
Then  soon  your  ill-plac'd  confidence  repay. 
Commence  your  lords,  and  govern  or  betray. 

^  Augur,  scboenobates,  medicus.  macus;  oiOf 
nia  oovit, 
Grecnius  esorieiis,  io  coelum,  >u88eri\  ibit 
^  Usque  adeo  nihil  est,  quod  nostra  infantia 
ccelum 
Hausit  Aventini  ?    ■ 
^  Quid  ?  quod  adulandi  gens  prudentiisbna, 
lauoat 
flermonein  indocti  fisctem  defbrmis  amici  ? 

^s  Use  eadem  licet  6c  nobis  laudare :  aed  ilKs 
Creditnr. 
M  Natk)  eomoeda  est.    Rides  ?    majoie  ca- 
chinno 
ConouUtur,  &c. 
^  NoQ  sumns  ergo  pares :  mclior,  qnt  sem* 
per&  onini 
Kocte  dieque  potest  alienom  sumere  vultum, 
A  fiicie  jactare  menus :  Uudare  paratui. 
Si  bene  ructavit,  si  rectum  minxtt  amicus.—- 
^  Scire  volont  secreta  domus,  atqoe  tede 
tilBeri* 


^  By  Dunbcri  bare  ftom  fbame  or  eensmv 

free, 
A)l  erimes  are  safe  but  baled  poverty. 
This,  only  this,  the  rigid  law  pureoes. 
This,  only  this,  provokes  the  snarling  Muse. 
The  sober  trader  at  a  tatter'd  cloak 
Wakes  feom  his  dream,  and  labours  for  ti  joke  ; 
Witb  brisker  air  the  tilkea  oovrtiers  gasse. 
And  tarn  tbe  varied  taunt  a  thousand  ways. 
^  Of  ail  the  grlels  that  harass  the  distress'd. 
Sure  the  most  bitter  is  a  scornful  jest ; 
Fate  never   wtMindt  more  deep  the  gen'row 

heart* 
Than  when  a  blockhead's  insult  points  the  dait. 

^  Has  Heaven  reserved,  in  pity  to  the  poor» 
No  pathless  wast^  or  nndiecowercd  shote  ? 
No  secret  island  in  the  bouodle*  mani  ? 
No  peacc^  desert  yet  uaclaimM  ^  by  Spcdn? 
Qwck  let  us  rise,  the  happy  seata  explore. 
And  bear  oppres^on's  insolence  no  more* 
This  mournful  truth  is  every  where  oonfes!^d» 
3*  Slow  riees'  worth  by  poverty  depressed : 
But  here  more  slow,  where  aU  are  slaves  to  gol^ 
Where  looks  are  raerehandise,  and  smiles  areaold:  ^ 
Wliere  won  by  bribes,  by  flatteries  implor'd. 
The  groom  retaili  the  fawora  of  his  lord. 
But  hark !  th*  affrigbted  crowd's  tumultoeoe 

cries 
RoH  through  thastveets,  and  thunder  to  the  sides: 
Rais'd  firom  some  pleaaiag  dream  of  wealth  anfl 

pow>. 
Some  pompons  pahwe  or  some  bKssftd  bower, 
Aghaet  you  start,  and  scarce  with  aching  sight 
Sustain  th^  approaehiag  fire's  tremendous  light  ^ 
S  wilt  fipom  pursuing  bo#rours  take  your  way. 
And  leave  your  little  all  to  flames  a  prey ; 
^*  Then  thro'  the  world  a  wretched  vagrant  roeog^ 
For  where  can  starving  merit  And  a  home  ? 
In  vain  your  movmAil  narrative  disclose. 
While  aH  neglect,  and  most  insnlt  your  woes.  ' 
^abottid  Heaven>a  jaet  bolte  Orgilio's  wealth 

confound. 
And  spread  hia  flaming  pahce  on  the  ground, 
SwiA  o'er  the  land  the  dismal  rumoor  flies. 
And  public  mournings  pacify  the  skies; 

27  —  Materiam  prsobet  causasque  ja» 
oorum 
Omnibus  hie  idem  >  si  foe'da  3c  scissa  lacema,  && 
\    ^  Nil  habet  infelix  paupertas  durius  in  se, 
Quam  quod  ridiculos  homines  &cit. 

*  I  I    Agmine  fecto, 

Debuerant  oKm  tenueit  migrasse  Quiritee, 

^  The  laniards  at  this  time  were  said  to 
make  olafm  to  some  of  our  American  provinces. 
^  Haud  facile  emergunt,   quorum  virtutlbua 
obsUt  V 

Res  angusta  domi,  sed  Romse  durior  Utis 
Conatns.  ■ 

II  ■  Omnia  Romse 
Cum  pretio.'        ■- 
Cogimur,  if  cuUis  augerepeculia  aervis. 

32  ■  XJTtimus  autem 

JEmmn«  cumulus,  quod  nudum  &  frustra  ro- 

gantem 
Nemo  clbo,  nemo  bospitio,  tcctoque  jnvabit. 
^  9i  magna  Asturici  cocidit  domus, 
mater, 
Pallati  pTOoereg,  ■■  ■ 

I 
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The  laareat  tribe  in  venal  verse  relate. 
How  virtue  wars  with  persecuting  fate  ;      [band 
^With    well-feign'd  gratitude    the    pensionM 
Kefund  the  plunder  of  thebeggar'd  land. 
See !  while  be  builds,  the  gaudy  vassals  cotne, 
And  crowd  with  sudden  wealth  the  rising  dbme; 
The  price  of  boroughs  and  of  souls  restore; 
iind  raise  his  treasures  higher  than  before: 
Now  bless'd  with  all  the  tnubles  of  the  great, 
The  polish^  marble  and  the  shining  plate, 
^  Orgilio  sees  the  golden  pile  aspire. 
And  hopes  from  angry  Heav'n  another  fire. 
^  Could 'st  thou  resign  the  park  and  play 
content, 
Tor  the  fair  banks  of  Severn  or  of  Trent ; 
There  might'st  thou  find  some  elegant  retreat. 
Some  hireling  senatoi's  deserted  seat ; 
And  itretch  thy  prospects  o*er  the  smiling  land, 
For  less  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand  ; 
There  prune  thy  walks,  support  thy  drooping 

flowers, 
Direct  thy  rivulets,  and  twine  thy  bowers ; 
And,  while  thy  grounds  a  cheap  repast  afibrd, 
l>espise  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord : 
There  ev'ry  bush  with  Nature's  music  rings, 
There  ev'ry  breeze  bears  health  upon  its  wings ; 
On  all  thy  hours  security  shall  snule. 
And  bless  thine  evening  walk  and  morning  toil. 
a?  Prepare  for  death  if  here  at  night  you  roam. 
And  sign  your  will  before  you  sup  from  home. 
1^  Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commission  vain. 
Who  sleeps  on  brambles  till  be  kills  his  inan^ 
Some  frolic  drunkard,  reeling  6om  a  feast, 
•  Provokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  you  for  a  jest 
^  YeLev'n  these  heroes,  mischievously  gay  ; 
]/>rdsof  the  street  and  terroursof  the  way; 
Tlush'd  as  they  are  with  folly,  youth,  and  wine. 
Their  prudent  insults  to  the  poor  confine ; 
Afar  they  mark  the  flambeau's  bright  approach, 
And  shun  the  shining  train,  and  golden  coach. 

^  In  vain,  these  dangers  past,  your  doors  you 
And  hope  the  balmy  blessings  of  repose ;  [close, 
Cruei  with  guik,  and  daring  with  despair. 
The  midnight  murderer  bursts  the  faithless  bar ; 

'* Jam'accurrit,  qui  marmora  donet, 

Conferat  impeosas :  hie,  &c. 
Bic  modium  argentL-— 

^*  Meliora,  ac  pluca  repopit 

Persicus  orborum  lautissimus.-— — 

^  Si  potes  avelli  Circensibus,  optima  Sor^ 
Aut  Fabrateriae  domus,  aut  Fusioone  paratur, 
i^nanti  nunc  tenebras  unum  conducts  in  annum. 

?l<>rtulu8  hie 

Vive  bidenti^  amans  et  cuiti  villicus  horti, 
Undeepulumposais  centum  dare  Pythagoreis. 

3T Pa«sis  ignavis  haberi, 

Ct  subiti  casus  improvidus,  ad  coenamsi 
Intestatus  eas.— 

^  Ebrius,  ac  petulan9,qui  nullum  forte  cedidit. 
Sat  peenas,  noctem  patitur  lugentis  amicum 
Peleidse. 

^ S"ed,  quamvis  improbus  annis, 

Atqne  mero  ferxens,  caret  hunc,  quern,  coocina 

Vttari  jubet,  &  comitum  kingissimus  ordo,[hena 

Multum    praeterea    flamnuiruro,    atque    aenea 

lampas.  [spoliet  te 

^  Nee  tamen  hoc  taatum  metuas :  nam  qui 
Kon  deerit ;  clausis  doQiibus,  &c. 


Invades  the  sacred  hour  of  sUeut  reft. 

And  leaves,  unseen,  a  dagger  in  yoar  breaiL 

^1  Scarce  can  our  fields,  such  crowds  at  T^* 
bam  die, 
With  hemp  the  gallows  and  the  fleet  supply. 
Propose  your  schemes,  ye  sanatorian  band. 
Whose  ways  and  means  ^  sappoit  the  aiiiking 

land, 
T^est  ropes  be  wanting  in  the  tempting  qwing. 
To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  king  ^a. 

44  A  single  jail,  in  ALFaan's  golden  re^, 
CopM  half  the  nation's  criminals  contain  ; 
Fair  Justice,  then,  without  constraint  ador'd. 
Held  high  the  steady  scale,  but  abeath'd  the 

sword; 
No  spies  were  paid,  no  special  jurieaknomiy 
Blest  age  !  but  ah  I  how  different  from  oar  own ! 

*^  ;Mucb  could  I  add,— but  see  the  boat  ai 
The  tide  retiring  calls  me  finora  the  laad :  [hand» 
^  Farewell !— When  youth,  and  health,  and  for* 

tune  spent,  ^ 

Then  iy'st  for  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent ; 
And,  tir'd  lik«  me  with  follies  and  with  ertmes. 
In  angry  numbers  wams't  succeeding  times; 
Then  shall  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refuse  his  aid. 
Still  foe  to  vice,  forsake  his  Cambrian  shade  ^ 
In  virtue's  cause  once  more  exert  his  rage^ 
Thy  satire  point,  and  animate  thy  page. 


THE  FJNITYOF  BUM  AN  WISHES^ 

IN  HIXTATIOM  OF  THB  7SMTB  SATIBX  OW  nrtB9AU 

Let  ■  observation  with  extensive  view;     , 
Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru  § 
Remark  each  anxious  toil,  each  eager  etnSsy 
And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  life  ; 
l*hcn  say  how  hope  arid  fear,  desire  and  hate, 
O'erspread  with  snares  the  clouded  mazeof  fote, 
Wliere  wav'ring  man,  betray 'd  by  vent'rous  piidc 
To  chase  the  dreary  paths  without  a  guide. 
As  treacherous  phantoms  inth^  mi^  delud^ 
Shuns  fancied  ills,  or  chases  diry  g09d  ; 
How  rarely  reason  guides  the  stul^ro  choice. 
Rules  the  bold  hand,  or  prompts  the  suppliant 

voice; 
How  nations  sink  by  darling  schemes  oppressed* 
When  vengeance  listens  to  the  fool's  request. 
Fate  wings  with  ev'ry  wish  th'  afflictive  dart. 
Each  giftof  rmture  and  each  grace  of  art ; 

^'  Maximns  in  vinclisferri  modus;  uttimeas,  ne 
Vomer  deficiat,  ne  marr»  &  sarculadesint 

*^  A  cant  word  in  the  house  of  coran^ons  for 
methods  of  raising  money. 

^3  The  nation ,  was  discontented  at  the  visilt 
made  by  the  king  to  Hanover. 

**  Felices  proavofum  atavos,  felicia  dicas 
Secula,  quae  quondaim  sub  regibusatque  tribimis 
Viderunt  uno  contentam  carcere  Roinam. 

4S  His  alias   poteram,  &  pluries  subnectare 
Sed  jumeota  vocant.    ■     ■  ■  [causas : 

£rgo  vale  nostrimemor:   &quotieste 


Roma  tuo  refici  properantem  reddet  Aq.uino, 
Me  quoque  ad  Elvinam  Cererem,  vestcamqve 

Dianam 
ConvelleiCumis^j;  satirarum  ego,nlpnd(e^iUas, 
Adjutor  gelidos  veniam  calligattis  in.  agrosi 
•Ver.  1— 11. 
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TTitb^al  ]i«Ai  impetooos  courage  gloiri. 
With  fatal  sweetiiesB  elocution  flows, 
ImpeacbmeDt  stops  the  speaker's  powerful  breath. 
And  restless  ftre  precipitates  on  death. 

*  Bat,  scarce  observed,  the  koowing  and  the 
Pall  in  the  gea'ral  massacre  of  gold  ;  [bold 

Wide  wastmg  pest  I  that  rages  uoooofiii'd, 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  mankind ; 
For  gold  his  sword  the  hireling  ruffian  draws. 
Fur  gold  the  hireling  judge  distorts  the  laws  j 
Wealth  beapM  on  wealth,  nor  tmth  nor  safsty 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise,  [bays^ 

Let  histVy  tell  where  rival  kings  command. 
And  dubious  title  shakes  the  madded  land. 
When  statutes  glean  the  refuse  of  the  sword, 
How  much  more  safe  the  vassal  than  the  lord ; 
Low  Bculks  the  hind  beneath  the  rage  of  power, 
And  leaves  the  wealthy  traitor  in  the  I'ower, 
Untouched  his  cottage,  and  his  slumbers  sound, 
Tho'  ponfiscation's  vultures  hover  round. 

The  needy  traveller  serene  and  gay. 
Walks  the  wild  heath  and  sings  his  toil  away. 
Does  envy  seize  thee  ?  crush  th'  upbraiding  joy, 
Increase  his  riches,  and  his  peace  destroy, 
Nowfears  in  dire  vicissitude  invade, 
llie  rustling  brake  alarms,  andquiv'ring  shade, 
Nor  light  nor  darkness  bring  his  pain  relief. 
One  shows  the  plunder,  and  one  hides  the  thie£ 

Yet  9  still  one  gen'ral  cry  the  skies  assails. 
And  gain  and  grandeur  load  the  tainted  gales; 
Few  know  the  toiling  statfsman's  fear  or  care, 
Th'  insidious  rival  and  the  gaping  heir. 
Once  *  more,  Democritus  arise  on  Earth, 
With  cheerful  wisdom  and  instroctiye  mirth, 
See  motley  life  in  modem  trappings  dress'd, 
And  feed  with  varied  fools  th'  eternal  jest : 
Thou  who  could'st  laugh,  where  want  enchain'd 

caprice. 
Toil  crush'd  conceit,  and  man  was  of  a  piece ; 
Where  wealth  unlov'd  without  a  moomerdy'd; 
And  scarce  a  sycophant  was  fed  by  pride ; 
Where  ne'er  way  known  the  form  of  mock  debate. 
Or  seen  a  new-made  mayor's  unwieldy  state ; 
Where  change  of  &v' rites  made  no  change  of  laws. 
And  senates  heard  before  they  judg'd  a  cause ; 
How  would'st  thou  shake  at  Briton's  modish  tribe, 
Bart  the  quick  taunt,  and  edge  the  piercing  gibe  } 
Attentive  truth  and  nature  to  descry. 
And  pierce  each  scene  with  philosophic  eye. 
To  thee  were  solemn  toys,  or  empty  show. 
The  robes  of  pleasure,  and  the  veils  of  woe : 
AJI  aid  the  farce,  and  all  thy  mirth  maintain, 
Whose  joys  are  causeless,  or  whose  griefs  are  vain. 

Such  was  the  scorn  that  fiird  the  sage's  mind, 
Bpoew'd  at  ev'ry  glance  on  human  kind  ; 
How  just  that  scorn  ere  yet  thy  voice  declare, 
Searcb  ev'ry  state,  and  canvass  ev'ry  pray'r. 

s  Unnumber'd  suppliants  crowd  Preferment's 
g»te, 
Athirst  for   wealth,  and  bulging  to  lie  great. 
Delusive  Fortune  bears  th'  ince^nt  call. 
They  mount,  they  shine,  evaporate  and  fall. 
On  eir'ry  stage  the  foes  of  peace  attend, 
Hate  dogs  their  flight,  and  insult  mocks  their  end. 
Lore  eiMis  with  hope,  the  binkiogstatesmsn's  door 
^urs  in  the  morning  wqrshipper  uo  more; 

9  Ver.  1«— 22.  3  Ver.  23—27.  *  Vcr.  28—55. 
!  Vef.  5fr-lp7. 


For  growing  names  the  waekly  soribUer  Ika^ 
To  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies  ; 
From  ev'ry  room  descends  the  painted  face. 
That  hung  the  bright  palladium  of  the  place; 
And,  smok'd  in  kitchens,  or  in  auctrons  soM, 
To  better  features  yields  the  frame  of  gold  ; 
For  now  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 
Heroic  worth,  benevolence  divine: 
The  form  distorted  justifies  the  foil. 
And  detestation  rids  tb'  indignant  waO. 

But  will  not  Britain  hear  the  last  appeal. 
Sign  her  foes' doom,  or  guard  her  fov 'rites'  aeal  ? 
ThroP  Freedom's  sods  no  more  remonstrance 

rings. 
Degrading  nobles  andoontrolSng  kings; 
Our  supple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throaty. 
And  tauL  no  questbns  but  the  price  of  votes^ 
With  weekly  libels  and  septennial  ale. 
Their  wish  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail. 

In  foil-flown  dignity,  see  Wohusy  stand. 
Law  in  his  voice,  and  fbrtune  in  his  hand  : 
To  him  the  church,  the  realm,  their  pow*ii 

consign. 
Through  him  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  shine, 
Tom'd  by  his  nod  Uie  stream  of  honour  flowa. 
His  smile  ak>ne  security  bestows: 
Still  to  new  heights  his  restless  wishes  toWr, 
Claim  leads  to  claim,  and  pow'r  advances  powV  ; 
Tilt  conquest  unresisted  ceas'd  to  please. 
And  rights  submitted  left  him  none  to  seize: 
At  length  his  sov'reign  frowna— the  train  of  state 
Mark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  sign  to  hate. 
Where-e'er  he  turns,  he  meets  a  stranger's  eye. 
His  suppliants  scorn  him,  and  his  followers  fly;  • 
Now  drops  at  once  the  pride  of  awful  state. 
The  golden  canopy,  the  glitt'ring  plate. 
The  regal  palace,  the  luiurious  board. 
The  Uv'ried  army,  and  the  menial  lord* 
With  age,  with  cares,  with  maladies  oppren'd* 
He  seeks  the  refuge  of  monastic  rest. 
Grief  aids  disease,  remember'd  folly  stings. 
And  his  last  sighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak  thon  whose  thoughts  at  humble  peace 
repine,  [thine  ? 

Shall  Wolsey's  wealth  with  Wolsey's  end    be 
Or  liv'st  thou  now,  with  safer  pride  content, 
The  wisest  justice  on  the  banks  of  Trent } 
For,  why  did  Wolsey,  near  the  steeps  of  fate. 
On  weak  foundatkms  raise  th'  enormous  weight? 
Why  but  to  sink  beneath  misfortune's  blow. 
With  louder  ruin  to  the  gulphs  below  ? 

*  Whatgave great  Villierstoth'  assassin's  knife. 
And  fix'd  disease  on  Barley's  closing  life  } 
What  mnrder'd  Wentworth,  and  what  exU'd 

Hyde, 
By  kings  protected,  and  to  kings  ally'd? 
What  but  their  wish  indulg'd  in  courts  to  shine. 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  rebign  ? 

7  When  first  the  college  rolls  receive  his  name. 
The  young  enthusiast  quits  his  ease  for  fame  ^ 
Resistless  bums  the  fever  of  renown, 
Caught fipom the  strong  contagion  of  the  gown: 
O'er  Bodley's  dome  his  future  labours  spread, 
And  Bacon's  mansion  ^  trembles  o'er  his  head. 
Are  these  thy  views  ?  Proceed,  illustrious  youth« ' 
And  Virtue  guard  thee  to  the  throne  of  Truth  1 

V 

•  Ver.  1 08— 11 3.  •     »  Ver.  1 14—  1 32. 

>  There  is  a  tradition,  that  the  study  of  friar 
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Te^  stionld  thj  loul  todhlge  tbe  gen'rons  best 
Till  captive  Science  yields  tier  Fa&t  retrett ; 
Should  reason  goMe  tbee  with  her  brightest  ray, 
Aud  pour  on  misty  dtrabt  resistless  day ; 
Should  no  iaise  kindueiss  hire  to  loose  deligbty 
Nor  ppatse  relax,  nor  dtiAeoIty  fright ; 
Should  tempting  Novdty  thy  cell  refrain, 
ilnd  Sloth  efhise  her  ophtCe  fiiraes  io  ram  ; 
Shwld  Beauty  bhint  oo  fops  her  fttal  daK, 
Nor  cl^im  the  triumph  of  a  letter'd  heart ; 
Should  no  disease  thy  torpid  veins  invade, 
Kor  lUebincholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  shade; 
Yet  hope  not  life  from  griefor  danger  free, 
Nor  think  the  doom  of  man  reversed  for  thee : 
Deign  on  the  passing  irorM  to  torn  thine  eyes, 
ilndpaase  awhile  from  tetters  to  be  wise; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar's  Ulb  asaafl. 
Toil,  envy,  want,  tbe  patron,  and  the  jail. 
See  nations,  slowly  wise  and  meanly  jnst, 
To  buried  merit  raise  tbe  tardy  bust. 
If  dreams  yet  flatter,  once  again  attend^ 
Bear  Lydiat*s  lifie,  ai^  Galileu^s  end  ^.    fstow*. 

Nor  deem,  wheu  Learning  her  last  prize  be- 
The  gKtt'ring  eminence  exempt  frem  ioes  ; 
Siee,  when  the  vulgar  'scapes,  desprs'd  or  aw'd, 
Rebellion's  veog^l  talons  seize  on  Land. 
Tnm  meaner  minds,  though  smaller  fines  content 
The  fdonder'd  palace,  or  sequc«tcrM  rent :    ^ 
Bfark'd  ont  by  dhng'rotis  parts,  he  meets  chesbock, 
And  fatal  Learning  leads  him  to  tbe  Mock : 
Anmnd  his  tomb  let  Art  and  Genius  weep, 
Bbt  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads,  bear  and  sfeep. 

»•  The  fftstal  Wazcs,  Ihc  trinmpbal  shoir , 
yh9  ravish'd  standard,  pnd  tbe  captive  foe, 
The  senate's  thanks,  the  cSazctte'spanqxrnstrfe, 
With  foice  resisthrss  o'er  the  brave  prevarf. 
Such  bribes  tbe  rapid  Grwk  o'ter  Asbi  wbirfd, 
Jf)r  such  the  steady  Roman  shook  the  worW  ; 
For  such  in  distant  lauds  the  Britons  shine, 
And  stain  with  bloed  the  Dann^  or  the  Rhine  ; 
Tbispow^r  has  praise,  that  vrrfoe  scarce  can 

warm 
Tiff  fWme  supplies  tbe  universal  charm. 
Yet  reason  frowns  on  war's  unequal  game, 
Where  wasted  nations  reise  a  single  namecfgret. 
And  mortgaged  states  their  iraadsire^  wrenttisre- 
From  age  to  age  in  everlastmg  debt ;  [wy 

Wreaths  which  at  last  tbe  dear^iougbt  riglit  oon- 
lb  rust  on  medals,  or  on  stonee  decay. 

11  Ob  what  Ibuadation  stands  the  w&nm^ 
pride*^ 
How  jnst  his  hopes,  letSiredish  Charito<lBBide; 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  soul  of  fire, 
Ko  dangers  fright  him,  and  no  laboofs  tiia; 
O'er  love,  o'er  fear,  extends  bis  wide  domain, 
Unconquer'd  lord  of  pleasure  an^of^pain; 
No  joys  tx>  him  pacific  sceptres  yield. 
War  sounds  tbe  trump,  be rushea to  tbe  fleid; 
Behold  surrounding  ktngt  their  pow'rs  oombme. 
And  one  capitulate,  and  ene  resign ;     [i«  vain  5 
Peace  (»i^ns  his  hand,  but  spreads  bar  cbamis 
"  Think  nothing  gain'd,"  be  cries,  **  tUI  anight 
remain, 

Bftcoti,  built  on  an  arch  over  the  bridiee,  will 
fi«tl  Hhtn  Q  man  greater  IhiNi  Ba€oo  abail  pas* 
under  it.  To  prevent  so  shocking  an  aoddeat 
it  was  pnlted  <lowa  many  years  aiace. 

9Spff»Vnt.  M<Ms.  vol.  Iwiii-  p.  951.  1047. 
i<>  Ver.  13:;— 14c.  »'  Ver,  i47-*l67, 


On  Mosoon^s  wsAi  tHI<  Godi»  siMinrdb  f  7» 

And  all  be  mine  beneath  tbe  polcrAy." 
The  mareb  begins  in  oriRtary  state. 
And  nations  or  bis  eye  impended  wait ; 
9terp  Famitte  gnards  Che  sofrtary  eaait. 
And*  Winter  barricades  tb«  realn«  of  FhMt; 
He  cornea,  nor  want  oor  oflM  bia  coanw  oeia^  ;<•-* 
Hide,  Uvshnig  6k>ry,  hide  Faltowafs  day : 
The  vanquish'd  hero  leaves  his  brahen  baadiiw 
And  shows  bis  fliiseriei  in  dtetant  laoAi; 
Condemtf  d  a  needy  sapphcant  to  wmty 
While  ladies  mterpose,  imd  atevea  d^wce. 
But  did  not  Cbaiiee  ai  length  her  envor  bmbq  . 
Did  no  snbverted  empire  nnrit  hie  end  r 
Did  rfvsri  monarehs  grre  the  ftrtal  woasa  ? 
Or  hostile  mHlionspKn  him  to  the  gitHnii? 
His  fbH  was  deatm'd  to  9  barren  strand, 
A  petty  fortress,  and  a  dubtons  band  ; 
He  itn  the  name,  at  vhiel>  tfie  wurts  gww  pwa. 
To  pointamonif,  oradoni  a  tale. 

1'  AH  timastheifseenesof  pompons  1 
From  Persians  tyrsart  to  BiiTaria'a  bird. 
In  gay  hostility  and  barbarous  pride. 
With  half  mankind  embattled  at  his  side. 
Great  Xerxes  comes  to  seiza  tbe  oertsan  preyv 
And  starves  exhausted  regknis  in.bis  way  i 
Attendbnt  Flatty  connta  his  myriad*  Q%r, 
TiH  connted  myriads  sooth  his  pride  no  mom  i 
Fresh  praise  is  try'd  tiU  loadneas  fires  farn  mW, 
The  waves  he  lashes,  aad  enebains  the  wind. 
New  powers  are  daim'd,  new  po«^  are  alill 

bestow'd/ 
Till  rude  resistanee  lops  tbe  spvendtng  god  ; 
Tbe  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martxal  show. 
And  benp  their  valleys  with  thegandyfbe; 
Th'  insnitecf  sea  wKh  hnmbler  thought  he  gann^ 
A  single  skiff  to  speed  bia  flight  reomhisr; 
Th'  encumber'd  oar  scarce  leairea  tbe  dreaded 

coast 
Ibroogfr  purple  biHows  end  a  ffoaCing  bo«t. 

Th<:boid-  Bavarian,  in  a  luckless  faotir. 
Tries  the  dread  stmmiu  of  Gosarean  po«^r. 
With  unevpected  legions  borsta  sraay. 
And  sees  defimceless  realms  receire  Ks  sway  ; 
Short  sway  !  fair  Austria  spreads  her  nsoaraiUi 

charms, 
Tbe  qnaen,  the  beanty,  sets  tbe  werid  in  ams^ 
From  hill  to  hill  the  beacon's  rousing  Maze 
Spreads-  wide  tbe  hope  of  plunder  and  of  piaiK  ; 
llie  fierce  Csoatian,  amS the  wild  Hussar, 
With  aK  tbe  sons  of  ravage  crowd  the  war  ; 
The  bafHed  prince,  in  hononr's  ffetfringg  bloom 
Of  hasty  greatness,  fitidft  the  ftrtal  doom; 
Hfs  foes  derision,  and  bis  sutgects  Idame^ 
And  steals  to  death  firom  angnish  and  Inim 

shame. 
"  '*  Enlarge  my  lifb  with  mnttitnde  of  d«ya(»* 
In  health,  in  sickness,  thus  the  inpplinotptatytr 
Hides  from  himself  its  slate,  and  shone  to  knpsi* 
That  life  protracted  is  protracted  woe* 
Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  destroy. 
And  shuts  up  all  tbe  passages  of  joy  s 
In  vain  their  gifts  the  bonnteoos  seaaooa  poor. 
The  fruit  atitunnial,  andthevenmliow^; 
With  listlets  eyes  tbe  dotard  views  thestorBi 
He   riews,  and   wonders  that  they  please  no 

mure; 

wVcr.  168—187.     >3  Ver.  198^98$. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


PROLOGUE. 


577 


Now  pall  the  tasteleat  meats,  and  joyless  wines,    | 
And  Luxury  with  sighs  her  ttlave  re»ij:ns. 
Approach,  ye  minstrels,  try  the  soothing  strain. 
Diffuse  the  tuneful  leuitires  uf  pain : 
No  sounds,  alas!  would  touch  th'  impervfous 
ear,  [near; 

Though  dancing  mountains  witnessM  Oi'pheus 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  powers  attend. 
Nor  sweeter  music  of  a  rirtuous  friend ; 
But  everlasting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue, 
Penrersely  grave,  or  positively  wrong. 
The  still  returning  tale,  and  liug'ring  jest. 
Perplex  the  finwning  niece  and  pamper'd  guest. 
While  growing  hopes  scarce  awe  the  gath'ring 


And  scarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear; 
The  watchfiil  guests  still  hint  the  last  offence  • 
The  daughter's  {letulance,  the  son's  expense. 
Improve  his  heady  rage  with  treach'rous  skill. 
And  mould  his  passions  till  tliey  make  his  wilL 

Unnumber'd  maladies  his  joints  invade. 
Lay  siege  to  life,  and  pre-s  the  dire  Uockade; 
Bat  unextinguish'd  av'riee  still  remains. 
And  dreaded  k>saes  aggravate  his  pains; 
He  turps,  with  anxioua  heart  and  crippled  hands, 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands  ; 
Or  views  his  coffers  with  snsplckMisej^ 
Unlocks  his  gJd,  and  counts  it  tlU  be  dies. 

But  grant,  the  virtues  of  a  temp'iaie  prime 
Bless  with  an  age  exempt  from  scorn  or  crime ; 
An  age  that  melts  with  anperoeiv'd  decay. 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away  ; 
Whose,  peaceful  day  benevolence  endears, 
Wliose  night  congratulating  oonaeienoe  cheers; 
The  gen'ral  favorite  as  the  gen'ral  friend : 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  shall  wish^its  end  } 
Yet  ev^  on  this  her  load  Misfortana  flings, 
To  press  the  weary  minutes'  flagging  wings  i 
New  sorrow  rises  as  the  day  returns, 
A  sister  sickens,  or  a  daughter  mourns. 
Now  kindred  Merit  flUs  the  sable  bier. 
Now  lacerated  Friendship  claims  a  tear ; 
Year  chases  year,  decay  parsoes  decay,  » 
Still  drops  some  joy  fcom  wilh'ring  life  away ; 
New  forms  aiise,  and  diff'rent  views  engage, 
Superfluous  lags  the  vet'no  on  the  stage, 
Till  pitying  Nature  signs  the  last  release. 
And  bids  afllicted  worth  retire  to  peace. 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  these  await. 
Who  set  imclooded  in  the  gulphs  of  Fate. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  should  the  search  de- 
Uf  Solon  caution'd  to  regard  his  end,       [soend. 
In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surprize. 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wise! 
Frum  Marlb'roogh's  eyes  the  streams  of  dotage 

fltJW, 

And  Swift  exp  res  a  driveler  and  a  show. 

i<  The  teeming  mother,  anxiuus  for  her  race. 
Begs  for  each  birth  the  fortune  uf  a  face ; 
Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  iiU  fiom  beauty  spring; 
And  Sedlcy  cunt'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  king. 
Ye  nymphs  of  rosy  lips  and  mdiant  eyes, 
Whom  plensure  keeps  too  busy  to  be  wise ; 
Whom  joys  with  soft  variett<4  invite. 
By  day  the  frolic,  and  the  dance  by  night ; 
Who  irowii  with  vanity,  who  smile  with  art. 
And  ask  the  latest  fashkm  of  the  heart ; 

»*  Ver.  889*Si5. 
'  YOU  Xfl. 


What  care,  what  rules,   your  heedless  charms   * 

shall  save,  f slave? 

Each  nymph   your  rival,  and  each  youth  your 
Against  yonr  filme  with  fondness  ba.o  combines, 
l*he  rival  hatters,  and  the  lover  mines. 
V\''ith  distant  voice  neglected  Virtue  calls, 
tess  heard  and  less,  the  faint  remonstrance  falls  ; 
Tir'd  with  contempt,  she  quits  the  slippery  reigu. 
And'  Pride  and  Prudenee  take  her  seat  in  vam. 
In  crowd  at  once,  where  none  the  pass  defend, 
'lite  harmless  freedom,  and  the  private  friend. 
The  guarvlians  yisUl,  by  force  superior  ply'd : 
To  Inf  rest.  Prudence ;  and  to  Flatt'ry,  Pride. 
Here  Beauty  foils  betray'd,  despis'd,  disi^essM, 
And  hissing  Infamy  proclaims  the  rest. 

^  Where  then  shall  Hope  and  Fear  their  ob- 
jects find  ? 
Must  dull  sttspence  corrupt  the  stagnant  mind  ? 
Must  helnleetf  man,  in  ignorance  seriate. 
Roll  darkling  down  the  torrent  of  hia  fate  > 
Must  no  dislike  alarm,  no  wishes  ri.^, 
No  cries  invoke  the  mercies  of  the  skicH  > 
Inquirer,  cease;   petitions  yet  ramain 
Which  iieav*n  may  hear,  nor  deem  religion  vato. 
Still  raise  for  good  the  supplk»ting  voice. 
But  leave  to  Heav'n  the  measure  and  the  choice. 
Safo  in  his  poiv*r,  wboee  eyes  discern  afor 
The  secret  ambai»h  of  a  specious  pray'r; 
Implore  his  aid,  in  his  decisions  rest, 
Secme,  wlmte'er  be  gives,  he  giv<e8  the  best 
Yet,  when  the  sense  of  sacred  presence  fires, 
And  strung  devotion  to  the  skies  aspires. 
Pour  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  bealihftil  mind. 
Obedient  passions,  and  a  will  resign'd ; 
For  love,  which  scarce  collective  man  can  fill  ;> 
For  patience,  fov'reign  o'er  transmuted  ill ; 
Fur  fahb,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  seat. 
Counts  death  khid  Nature's  signal  of  retreat : 
These  goods  forman  the  laws  of  Ueav'n  onlain. 
These  goods  he  grants,  who  gmnts  the  pow'r  to 

gain; 
With  these  celestial  Wisdom  calnM  the  mind. 
And  makes  the  happiness  she  does  not  find. 


PROLOGUE, 

SPOKBN    BY    MR.    GAaRlCK, 

AT  TBS  OPENIMC  OP  THE  TUFAFRE  ROYAL,   ORDRY 
LANE,    1747. 

When  Learning's  triumph  o'er  her  barVrous 
foes  [rose ; 

First   rear'd  the   stage,    immortal    Shak.i»peaie 
Each  change  of  maoy-oolour'd  life  he  drew. 
Exhausted  worids,  and  then  imaginM  new : 
Existence  saw  him  spurn  her  bounded  roign. 
And  panting  Time  toird  afiier  him  iu  vain. 
His  powerful  strokes  presidini;  I'ruth  impressed, 
.^nd  unreusted  PasMon  storm'd  the  breast 
Then    Jonaon   came,    instructed   from    the 


To  please  in  method,  ami  inveut  by  rule  ; 
His  studious  patience  and  laborious  art. 
By  tegular  approach  assail'd  the  heart: 

wv«r.  346— 366. 
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0>ld  Approbstioo  gave  the  Ilng'rinf  bays. 

For  tboie,  who  durst  not  censure,  lenrce  oould 

praise. 
A  mortal  bom,  be  met  the  genVal  doom» 
But  left,  like  Egypt's  kings,  a  lasting  tomb. 

The  wits  of  Charles  foond  easier  wajrs  to  feme* 
Npr  wisbM  for  Jonson*s  art,   or  SbaUpeare't 


liemsekes  they  studied,  as  they  fait  they  «rit ; 
Intrigue  was  plot,  obscenity  was  wit. 
Vice  always  found  a  sympathetic  fiiend ; 
They  pleas'd  their  age,  and  did  not  aim  to  mend. 
Yet  bards  like  these  aspired  to  lasting  praise» 
And  proudly  hop'd  topimp  in  future  days. 
Their  cause  was  gen'ral,  their  soppoits  were 
strong,  ^  [long : 

Their  slaves  were  willmg,  and  their  reign  was 
1'ill  Shame  regain'd  the  post  that  Sense  becray'd 
And  Virtue  call'd  Oblivion  to  her  aid. 

Then,  crush'd  by  rules,  and  weakenM  as  rfr- 
fin»d. 
For  years  the  pow*r  of  Tragedy  decUn'd  ; 
From  bard  to  bard  the  frigid  caution  crept. 
Till  Declamation  roar*d  whilst  rassion  slept ; 
Yet  still  did  Virtue  deign  the  stage  to  tread. 
Philosophy  remain'd,  though  Nature  fled. 
But  fbrcM,  at  length,  her  aatlent  reign  to  quit, 
She  saw  great  Faustus  lay  the  ghost  of  Wit ; 
Exulting  l^olly  hail'd  the  joyful  day. 
And  Pantomime  and  Song  cooflrm'd  her  swfty. 

But  who  the  coming  changes  can  presage. 
And  mark  the  ftUure  periods  of  the  stage  ? 
Perhaps,  if  skill  could  distant  times  explore, 
New  Behns,  new  Dorfeys,  yet  remain  io  store ; 
Perhaps  where  Lear  has  rav'd,  and  Hamlet  dy'd. 
On  flying  cars  new  sorcerers  may  ride : 
Perhaps  (for  whocan  guess th'  eflfects  of chanoe? ) 
Here  Hunt  may  box,  or  Afahomet'  may  danoe. 

Hard  is  his  lot  that,  here  by  Fortune  plao'd. 
Must  watch  the  wild  vicissitudes  of  teste; 
With  ev'ry  meteor  of  caprice  must  play. 
And  chase  the  n««^blown  bubbles  of  the  day. 
Ah !  let  not  Censure  term  our  ^te  ow  choice. 
The  stage  but  echoes  back  the  public  voice ; 
The  drama's  laws,  the  drama's  patrons  give, 
For  we  that  live  to  please,  must  please  to  live. 

Then  prompt  no  more  the  follies  you  decry, 
A9  tjrrancs  doom  their  tools  of  guilt  to  die ; 
'Tis  yours,  this  night,  to  bid  the  reign  com- 

tBfsncB 
Of  rescued  Nature  and  reviving  Sense ; 
To  chase  the  charms  of  sound,  the  pomp  of  show. 
For  useful  mirth  and  salutary  woe; 
Bid  scenic  Virtue  f6nn  the  rising  agife. 
And  Truth  diffuse  her  radiance  from  the  stage. 


IRBNBi 
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PROLOGUE. 

Yb  glittVing  trein,  whom  lace  and  velvet  bless, 
Suspeud  the  soft  solicitudes  of  dress  ! 

^  Hunt,  a  famoos  boxer  on  the  stage ;  Maho- 
met, a  rope-dancer,  who  had  exhibited  at  Co- 
veiit-Garden  tbefttre  tile  winter  before,  said  to 
bf;  a  Turk, 


From  grov'liog  bosmesf  arid  soperflnous  caoc^ 
Ye  sons  of  Avarice,  a  moment  spare ! 
VotVieaofFame,  and  worshippers  of  Power, 
Dismiss  the  pleasing  phantoms  for  an  boor  1 
Our  daring  bard,  with  spirit  unoonfinM, 
Spreads  wide  the  mighty  moral  for  nomkind. 
Learn  here  how  H^rv'n  supports  the  viitWMis 
mind,  [ssgnTd, 

Daring,  thougli  calm;  and  vig'rooa,  thkragh  re- 
Learn  here  what  anguish  racks  the  goilty  bi«Bi^ 
In  pow'r  dependent,  in  snccess  deprest. 
Learn  herethatpeaceftom  innocence  mnatflov; 
All  else  is  empty  sound  and  idle  show. 

If  truths  like  these  with  pleasing  tatogiuge 
join: 
Ennobled,  yet  unchang'd,  if  Nature  slite  ; 
If  DO  wiltT  draught  depart  from  reason's  rules. 
Nor  gods  his  heroes,  nor  his  lovers  fools : 
Intriguing  wits !  his  artless  plot  foigive ; 
And  apare  hSm,  beauties !  though  his  kNcrs  l>t«» 

Be  this  at  least  his  praise,  be  thb  his  pride; 
To  force  appiknse  no  modem  aTts  are  try'd. 
Should  partiidcat-caifs  all  his  hopes  oonfoandy 
He  bids  no  trumpet  quell  the  faftal  sound. 
Should  #eloome  sleep  relieve  the  weary  w!r. 
He  rolls  no  thunders  o^er  the  drowsy  pit. 
No  snares  to  captivate  tiro  judgment  spread^ 
Nor  bribes  your  eyes  to  prejudice  your  beads. 
UnmoVd  though  witlings  sneer  andritttts  raii] ; 
Studious  to  please,  yet  not  SBham'd  to  fail. 
He  scorns  the  meek  address,  the  suppliant  straiiv 
With  merit  needleasy  and  without  it  vain. 
In  reasoor,  nature,  truth,  be  dares  to  tfost  : 
Ye  fops,  be  silent:  and  ye  wits,  be  just ! 


PBB80VS  OF  T^B  DBAXJu 


Mahomet, 
Cali  bassa, 

MUSTAPUA, 
ABDALLA9 

Hasan, 
Cabaza, 

DBmetbios, 
Lbomtxds, 

MUBCA, 


Asfasta, 

Ibbmb, 


emperor  of  the  Tbrfcs,  Mr.  Barry. 
first  visier,  Mr.  Bevrr. 

a  Turkish  aga,  --    -      - 

an  officer. 


Mr.  Sowden. 
Mr.  Olivaia. 
Mr.Uafaer. 
Mr.  BcirtQQ. 
Mr.Otrncfc. 
Mr.  pmkes. 
Mr.  King* 


(  Turkish  captems, 

(  Oreek  noblemen, 
an  eunuch. 

WCMBN. 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  L 

DEMBTBIOS  AND  LBOBTIOS,   iu  Tufkiab 

LBOHrros. 

And  is  it  thus  Demetrius  meets  his  frieod. 
Hid  in  the  mean  disguise  of  Turkish  robes. 
With  servile  secrecy  to  luik  in  shades. 
And  vent  our  suff 'rings  in  clandestine  groans  ? 

DBltBTIlttrS. 

Till  breathless  fury  rested  from  destructioo» 
These  groans  were  ftltBl,  these  diitgdises  vain ; 
But  now  our  Turkish  conquerors  h»re  qu««ch'd 
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Their  nge,  and  prff  d  their  appetite  of  murder  j 
No  more  the  glutted  sabre  tbirBts  for  bloody 
And  weiiry  cruelty  remits  her  tortures. 


Yet  Gr^ebe  eAjoys  no  gleam  of  transient  hope, 
No  soofthlft^  Ifltetval  of  peac«fn)  sorrow ; 
The  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  rage  of  conquest^ 
The  lust  of  goid>  unfeeling  and  remorseless, 
The  last  etj!rrtr|»lhjB  of  degenerate  man  1 
Urg*d  by  th*  imperious  soldier's  fierce  command. 
The  groaning  Greeks  break  up  their  goldeh  ca. 
TertJS  tc'Jvy, 

Piegirtttl  iritb  stores  that  India's  mines  might 
Th'  aocumuiated  wealth  of  toiling  ages. 

naMKTBIOS. 

That  ^fHMit  too  mcred  for  their  country's  me  ! 
That  wealth,  too  pleasing  to  be  lost  for  freedom  I 
That  we^tfi,  which,  granted  to  their  weeping 

prince, 
Had  rangM  embattled  nations  at  our  gates ! 
Bat,  thus  reserv'd  to  lure  the  woWes  of  Turkey, 
Addl  Shitnte  to  grief,  and  infkmy  to  ruin. 
Lameitttifg  av'rice  now  too  late  d1<<co%'ers,    . 
Her  mm  negleeced  in  the  public  safety. 


Repfoach  mt  misery.^-Tbe  sons  of  Greece, 

tn^fated  race !  so  oft  besieged  in  ▼ftin, 

With  false  seeof ity  beheld  in^asioh. 

Why  should  they  fear  ?— That  powV  that  kindly 

spreads 
The  clouds,  arfgnal  ofimpaMing^ioii^rs 
To  warn  the  wattd'riog  limiet  to  the  shade^ 
Belled  without  oonoem  esfpiring  Greece, 
And  not  one  prodigy  foretold  our  fitter 

oEMsraius. 

A  thousand  horrid  prodigies  foretold  it 
A  feelile  government,  eluded  laws, 
A  iactkMis  populace,  luxnrious  nobles. 
And  all  the  maladies  of  sinking  states. 
When  public  villany,  too  strong  for  justice. 
Shows  his  bold  front,  the  harbinger  of  ruin. 
Can  brave  Leontius  call  for  airy  wonders. 
Which  cheats  interpret,  and  which  fools  regard? 
When  some  neglected  fobric  nods  beneath 
The  weight  of  years,  and  totters  to  the  tempest, 
Must  Heav'n  dispatch  the  messengers  of  lighty 
Or  wake  tbe  dead,  to  warn  us  of  its  fall  ? 


Well  mi(^t  the  weakness  of  our  em)>ire  sinic 
Before  such  foes  of  more  tha^  human  force ; 
Some  pow'r  invisible,  from  Heav'n  or  Hell, 
Conducts  their  armies,  and  asserts  their  cause. 

Dtitmius, 

And  yet,  my  friend,  what  minrdes  were  wrought 
Beyond  the  pow*r  of  ounstancy  and  courage } 
Did  unresisted  lightning  aid  their  cannon } 
Pid  roaring  wbirlWliMU  sweep  us  from  the  ram- 
parts ?  [Leontius, 
*l*was  vice  that  shooti:  ouV  nerves,  'twas  vice;, 
Thtft  frb^e  our  veins,  and  wiCher'd  all  our  pow*rs. 

tSOMTlOS* 

tThat^er  our  cilme^i  our  #oetf  demand  com* 
passion. 


Each  niflK,  pvQtected  by  thft  friendly  darkUcss, 
Quitting  mj  close  retreat*  I  lange  the  city» 
And,  weeping,  kiss  tbe  venerable  ruins : 
With  silent  ponp  I  view  the  tow'ring  domes. 
Sacred  (o  pray'r;   and  #ander   through    the 

streets, 
Vi^ere  commerce  lavjah'd  nnesbausted  pleifty, 
And  jollity  maintain'd  eternal  revelsiw* 


— How  cbang'd,  alas!— Now  ghastly  desolation 
In  triumph  sits  upon  our  shattered  spires; 
Now  superstition,  ignorance,  anderrouf. 
Usurp  our  teiaple»,  and  profone  our  altan. 

%titnHnvi, 

Trom  eVry  palace  bursts  a  mingled  clamour. 
The  dreadful  dissooanpc  of  barb^ivus  triumph. 
Shrieks  of  affiright  and  wailings  of  distress. 
Oft  when  the  cries  of  violated  beauty 
Arose  to  Heav*n,  and  pierc'd  my  bleeding  breast, 
I  felt  thy  pains,  and  treDtf>Ied  for  A^ps^ia^  t 


Aspasri't  spar^  fhat'lovM,  thai  n9ou^)^^|  name  : 
Dear  hapl^  fnatd-^— tenipi^luQUB  grief  overbears 
My  reasoning  pow'm — ^Dear,  hapte^,,bit  As* 

• .  zaMvxitisii  '     ■ 
SmpMltltt  thtiiglit*  -  '    <  ">  *■  *  <"<) '  -  ' 

.     .    ■     I      •      .     ,j     •  r,  »i  ■ ,  ^i  ♦  <,;i   ' 

I  AMiho»ghfe«ilkflfr>iScnadness; 
Yet  let  me  titink^Lsee  t*ia  iidplaiisi  nsmd, 
BcJiold  tha  ffooetieragane  «itli  MAsgwiaptiwe, 
Behold  bow  la«t  aBdffafinesteugglejnmidbcr ! 

Awake,  Demetrius,  from  this  dismal  dqeaopbi 
Sihk  not  bequeath  imaginary  sorrpw^^^, 
Call  to  your  aid  your  courage  an(l  yoi^r  wisdom  ; 
Think  on  the  sudden  change  of  hu^ia^i  scenes ; 
Think  on  the  various  accidents  of  war  ^ . 
Think  on  the  migbty  power  of  awful  virtue ; 
Think  on  that  Providence  th^t  guards  the  good. 

nsMMTains. 

0  Providence !  extend  thy  care  to  me. 
For  coura^  droops  unequal  to  the  combat. 
And  weftk  phflosophy  denies h'cr  succours. 
Sure  some  kmd  sabre  In  the  heat  of  battle, 
£re  yet  the  foe  fonnd  leisure  to  be  cruel. 
Dismissed  her  to  the  sky. 

LKONTZirS.     . 

Some  virgln^'martyr. 
Perhaps,  enamonr*d  of  resembling  virtue. 
With  gentle  hand  restrained  tbe  streams  of  life, 
lAnd  snatched  her  timely  from  her  conntry's  fate. 

DjmBTafus. 

From  those  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 
Where  npw  thou  shin'st  among  thy  feUow<«dDts, 
Array'd  in  purer  light.  Vxk  dbwnonme.* 
In  pleasing  visions  and  assuasive  dreams, 
O !  sooth  my  soul,  and  teach  me  how  to  fose 
thee. 

tSOWTIVS. 

Enough  of  QiMvailliig  tean,  Dettetrlnk : 

1  came  obedient  to  thy  friendly  summons, 
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And  bop'd  to  ibare  thy  oonnfelSiDol  thy  torrovs ; 
While  tkvM  we  mourn  the  fortnne  of  Aspasta, 
To  what  are  we  reserved  i 


To  what  I  know  not: 
Bot  hope,  yet  hope,  to  happiness  and  honour  ; 
If  happiness  can  he  without  Aspasia. 

LBOMTTUS. 

Bat  whence  this  new-sprung  hope  ? 

DBMmiUS. 

From  Gall  Bassa, 
The  chief,  whose  wisdom  guides  the  Turkish 

ioumels. 
He,  tir'd  of  slaTcry,  though  the  highest  slave. 
Projects  at  ooce  our  freedom  and  his  own; 
And  bids  us  thus  disguis'd  await  him  her& 


Can  he  restore  the  state  he  oould  not  save  ? 
In  vain,  when  Turkey's  troops  assail'd  our  walls, 
His  kind  intelligence  betray'd  their  measures ; 
Tbeir  arms  prevail'd,  though  Cali  was  our  friend. 

DEMBTXrOS . 

When  the  tenth  sun  had  set  upon  our  sorrow^. 
At  midnight's  private  hour,  a  voice  unknown 
Sounds  in  my  8leeping]ear,  "Awake,  Demetrius, 
Awake,  and  foltow  me  to  better  fortunes.*' 
Surpriz'd  I  start,  and  bless  the  happy  dream ; 
Then,  routing,  know  the  fiery  chief  Ahdalla, 
Whose  quick  impatience  seiz'd  my  doubtful  hand^ 
And  led  me  to  the  shore  where  Cali  stood. 
Pensive  and  list'nipg  to  the  beating  surge. 
There,  in  soft  bints  and  in  ambiguous  phrase. 
With  all  the  diffidence  of  long  eiperienoe. 
That  oft'  had  practis'd  fraud,  and  oft'  detected, 
The  vettmncouitier  half  revesl'd  his  project. 
By  his  command,  equipped  for  speedy  flight, 
Deep  in  a  winding  creek  a  galley  lies, 
Mann'd  with  the  bravest  of  our  fellow-captives. 
Selected  by  my  care,  a  hardy  band. 
That  long  to  bail  thee  chief. 

LEOWriUS. 

But  what  avails 
So  small  a  force  ?   or  why  shouM  Cali  fly  ? 
Or  bow  can  Call's  flight  restore  our  country  ? 

SBMBTBIUS. 

Beserve  these  questions  for  a  safer  hoar ; 
Or  hear  himself,  for  see  the  Bassa  comes. 

SCENE  11. 

DBMBTKIVS,   LBONTIUS,   OAU   BASSA. 
CALI. 

Now  summon  all  tby  soul,  illustrious  Christian! 
Avmke  each  faculty  that  sleeps  within  thee. 
The  courtier's  policy,  the  sage's  fimmess. 
The  warrior's  ardour,  and  the  patriot's  zeal: 
If,  chasing  past  events  with  vain  pursuit. 
Or  wandVing  in  the  wiids  of  future  being, 
A  single  thought  now  rove,  recall  it  home. 
But  can  tby  friend  snistain  the  glorious  cause, 
The  caus9  of  liberty,  the  cause  of  oatiOM  i 


MMBTBTirS. 


Observe  him  closely  with  a  statesnun'seye, 
Thou  that  hast  long  perus'd  the  draughts  oTKa* 

ture. 
And  koow'st  the  characters  of  vice  and  virtue. 
Left  by  the  hand  of  Heaven  on  human  day. 


His  mien  is  lofty,  his  demeanour  greati 
Nor  sprightly  folly  wantons  in  his  air. 
Nor  doll  serenity  becalms  his  eyes. 
Such  had  I  trusted  once  as  soon  as  seen, 
But  cautious  age  suspects  the  flaU'ring  fona, 
And  only  credits  what  experience  tells. 
Has  silenoe  press'd  her  seal  upon  his  lips? 
Does  adamantine  faith  mvest  his  heart  ? 
Will  he  not  bend  beneath  a  tyrant's  frown? 
Will  he  not  melt  before  ambition's  fire  ? 
Will  he  not  soften  in  a  friend's  embrace? 
Or  flow  dissolving  in  a  woman's  tears? 

nBMETBxva. 

Sooner  the  trembliog  leaves  shall  find  a  voice, 
And  tell  the  secrets  of  tbeir  conscious  walks ; 
Sooner  the  breeze  shall  catch  the  flying  «oaBil<, 
And  shock  the  tyrant  with  a^Ule  of  treason. 
Your  slaughter'd  multitudes,  that  swell  the  shore 
With  monuments  of  death,  proclaim  bis  coo- 
Virtue  and  liberty  engross  bis  soul  [n^i 
And  leave  no  place  for  perfidy  or  fear. 

LCOHTIDS. 

I  scorn  a  trust  anwillingly  Tepos*d ; 
Demetrius  will  not  lead  me  u>  dishanoBr; 
Consult  in  private,  eall  me  when  your  idifenie 
Is  ripe  for  aetkm,  and  demands  the  wmxi. 


nsaiETBius. 


Leontius,  stay. 


Foigive  an  old  man's  weakness, 
And  share  the  deepest  secrets  of  my  soul, 
My  wrongs,  my  fears,  my  motives,  my  designs.- 
When  unsuccessful  wars,  and  civil  factions, 
Embroird  the  Turkish  state,  our  sultan's  fo'bcr, 
Great  Amurath,  at  my  request,  forsook 
The  cloister's  ease,  resum'd  the  tott'ring  throne, 
And  snatch'd  the  reins  of  abdicated  powhr 
From  giddy  Mahomet's  unskilful  hand. 
This  fir'd  the  youthful  king's  ambitious  breast  : 
He  mormurs  vengeance  at  the  name  of  Ciili> 
And  dooms  my  rash  fidelity  to  ruin. 

PEMETBIUi. 

Unhappy  k>t  of  all  that  shine  in  courls. 
FiiT  furc'd  compliance,  or  foreealousrirlne, 
Still  odious  to  the  monarch  or  the  people. 


Such  are  the  woes  when  arbitrary  pow'r 
And  lawless  passkm  hold  the  sword  of  justice. 
If  there  be  any  land,  as  fome  reports. 
Where  common   laws  restrain  the  prince  oA 

subject, 
A  happy  land,  where  civcolating  pow'r 
Fk>wf  through  each  member  of  th'  embootai 
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Sore,  notmioonicioiu  of  the  mighty  hletttng. 
Her  grmtefiil  sons  thine  bright  irith  every  virtue; 
Untainted  with  the  lust  of  ionovatioo, 
Sure,  all  unite  to  hold  her  league  of  rule 
Unbroken  as  the  sacred  chain  of  Nature,  ' 

That  links  the  jarring  elements  in  peace. 


But  say,  great  bassa,  why  the  sultan's  anger. 
Burning  in  vain,  delays  the  stroke  of  death  } 


Young,  and  unsettled  in  his  father's  kingdoms. 
Fierce  as  he  was,  be  dreaded  to  destroy 
The  empire*?  darling  and  the  soldier's  boastf 
But  now  coofirm'd,  and  swelling  with  his  con- 
quests. 
Secure  he  tramples  my  declining  fame, 
Fruwns  nnrestrain'd,  and  dooms  me  with  his 
eyes. 


What  can  reverse 


DEMBTIIIDS. 

thy  doom  ? 

CALL 

The  tyrant's  death. 

DBMKT8IUS. 

But  Greece  is  still  forgot 

CALL 

•  On  Asia's  coast. 
Which  lately  hIassM  my  gentle  govemmeDt, 
Soon  as  the  sultan's  unexpected  fate 
Fills  all  tb'  astoni^h'd  empire  with  confosion, 
My  policy  shall  raise  an  easy  throne ; 
The  Turkish  pow'rs  from  Europe shadi  retreat,, 
And  harass  Greece  no  more  with  wasteful  war. 
A  galley  mann'd  with  Greeks,  thy  charge,  Leon- 

tius. 
Attends  to  waft  us  to  repose  and  safety. 

D£MSnn7S. 

That  vessel,  if  observ*^,  alarms  the  court. 
And  gives  a  thousand  fatal  questions  birth : 
Why  stor'd  for  flight  ?   and  why  prepai'd  by 
Call? 


This  hour  1*11  beg,  with  unsuspecting  fode. 
Leave  to  perform  my  pilgrimage  to  Mecca ; 
Which  granted,   hides  my  purpose  -  fiom  the 

world. 
And,  though  refus'd,  cooceali  it  from  the  sultan. 


How  can  a  single  hand  attempt  a  life 
Which  armies  guard,  and  citadels  enckwe  ? 


Forgetful  of  command«  with  captive  beauties. 
Far  from  his  troops,  he  toys  his  hours  away. 
A  roving  soldier  seized  in  Sophia's  temple 
A  virgin  shining  with  distinguish'd  charms, 
And  brought  hisbeaute^os  plunder  to  the  sultan. 


In  Sophia's  temple  !^What  alarm  !«-Proceed. 


The  sultan  gaz'd,  he'wonder'd,  and  he  lov*d : 
In  passion  lost,  he  bade  the  conquering  fair 
Renounce  her  faith,  and  be  the  queen  of  Turkey, 
Hie  pious  maid,  with  modest  indignation. 
Threw  back  the  glittering  bribe. 

nBMBTKIUS. 

Celestial  goodness ! 
It  must,  it  must  be  she;  hername? 


DBllSTftlt7S. 

What  hopes,  wbatterrours,  rush  upon  my  lool ! 
O  lead  me  quickly  to  the  scene  of  fate ; 
Break  through  the  politician's  tedious  fbrms: 
Aspasia  calls  mej  let  me  fly  to  save  her. 

UbOMTIVS. 

Did  Mahomet  reproach  or  praise  her  Tiitoe  ? 

CALI. 

His  offBTS  ofk  repeated,  still  refus'd, 

At  length  rekindled  his  accustomed  fhry. 

And  chang'd  the  endearing  smile  and  arn'rona 

whisper 
To  threats  of  tortore,  death,  and  violation. 

• 
nBMBTaxus. 

These  tedsous  narratives  of  frozen  age 
Distract  my  soul ;  dispatch  thy  lingering  tale; 
Say,  did  a  voice  firom  Ueav'n  restrain  the  ty- 
rant? 
Did  interposing  angels  guard  her  from  hhn  ? 


Just  in  the  moment  of  impending  fate. 
Another  plund'rer,  brought  the  bright  Irene : 
Of  equal  beauty,  but  of  softer  mien* 
Fear  in  her  eye,  submisskm  on  her  tongue. 
Her  mourofiil  charms  attracted  his  regai^^ 
Disarm'd  bis  nge,  and  in  repeated  visits 
Gain'd  all  his  heart !  at  length  his  eager  lore 
To  her  tiansferT*d  the  offer  of  a  crown. 

UOHTtaS. 

Nor  found  again  the  bright  temptation  fisil  ! 

CAU. 

Trembling  to  grant,  nor  daring  to  refiise. 
While  Heav'n  and  Mahomet  divide  her  f^mn.     ' 
With  coy  caresses  and  with  pleasing  wiles 
She  fbeds  his  hopes,  and  sooths  him  to  delay. 
For  her,  repose  is  banish'd  from  the  night. 
And  business  Arom  the  day.     In  her  apartinents 
He  lives        ■  i  ■ 

IROKflVS. 

And  there  must  &1U 

CALL 

But  yet  th' attempt 


Is  hanardoot. 
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LBQSTIOt. 

Forbear  to  ipaak  of  kuwds  i 
What  bas  tbe  wretch  that  bai  •unriv'd  bis  oomi- 

try. 
His  frieiMto,  his  liberty,  to  hazard } 


CALL 


imannit* 


life. 


Th'  ioestimable  priTilege  of  breathmg ! 
Important  hazard  !  What's  that  airy  babble, 
Wheo  weighkl  with  Greece,  with  virtue,  with 

Aspasia? 
A  floating  atom,  dost  that  ftdls  unheeded 
Into  the  advene  scale,  nor  abakea  the  bftUoico. 


At  least  this  day  be  calm — ^If  we , 

Aspasia's  thine,  and  a|l  thy  life  is  rapture- 
See  1   M ustapba,  the  tyrant's  minion,  comes : 
Invest  Leootiaswith  his  new  oomasand; 
And  wait  Abdalla's  unsuspected  visits : 
Remember,  freedom,  glory,  Oreeoe,  and  love. 

[Ereimt  Demetons  and  Laontios. 

SCENE  IIL 

CiLI,    MVSTAPBA* 
MOSTAFBA. 

By  what  eoclmntment  does  this  lovely  Greek 
tlold  in  her  chahis  the  captivated  sultan  >    * 
He  tiies  his  fav*Htes  with  Irene's  praise. 
And  seeks  the  shades  to  muse  upon  Irene  ; 
Irene  steals  unheeded  from  hia  taqgue. 
And  mingles  uDperceiv'4  in  ev'ry  thongfat 


Why  should  tiie  sultan  shun  the  jojrs  of  beauty, 
Or  arm  his  breast  against  the  feroe  of  love  ? 
Love,  that  with  sweet  vicissitude  relieves 
The  warrior's  labcuin  and  the  monarch's  cares. 
But  will  idle  yet  receive  the  feith  of  Mecca } 


Those  powerful  tjrraBis  of  the  female  breast, 
fear  aa!d  aoibitioa,  urge  her  to  compliance  ; 
Dress'd  in  each  charm  of  gay  magnmcence. 
Alluring  grandeur  courts  her  to  his  arms. 
Religion  calls  her  from  the  wish'd  embrace^ 
Paints  future  joys,  and  pointa  to  distant  glories. 

CAII. 

Soon  will  th*  upequal  contest  be  decided* 
Prospects,  obscur*d  by  distance,  faintly  strike  ; 
Each  pleasure  brightens  at  its  near  approach, 
And  ev'ry  danger  shocks  with  double  borrour. 

MUVFAPHA* 

How  shall  I  scorn  the  beautiful  apostate^ 
How  will  the  bright  Asptasia  shine  above  her  I 


Should  she,  for  proselytes  are  always  zeak>us. 


M0ST4I9A* 

Hcav'n  will  contemn  the  meroeoarf  fervoorr 
Which  love  of  greatness,  not  of  truth,  inHnwsesu 

CALI. 

Cease,  cease  thy  censures  ;  for  the  sultan  comes 
Alone,  with  am'roos  haste  to  seek  his  love. 

SCENE  IV.         f 

MAHOMET,  CALX  SASSA,  MUSTAPBJ* 
CALI. 

Hail  I  terrour  of  the  mooarchs  of  the  world. 
Unshaken  be  thy  throne  as  Earth's  firm  base, 
live  till  the  Sun  forgets  to  dart  his  beams. 
And  weary  planets  loiter  in  their  coursesl 


But,  CaH,  let  Irene  share  thy  prayers  ; 
For  what  is  length  of  days  without  Irene  i 
I  come  from  empty  Boise,  aiu}  tastdess  pomp^ 
^rom  crowds  that  hide  a  monarch  from  hiniseif. 
To  prove  the  sweets  of  privacy  and  friendship^ 
And  dwell  upon  the  beauties  of  Irene. 


O  may  her  beauties  last  nncbang'd  by  time. 
As  those  that  Uess  t^  mansions  of  the  good! 


Each  realm  fbere  beauty  turu  the  graceful 

sbape» 
Swells  the  feir  breast  or  animates  the  glance. 
Adorns  my  palace  with  its  brightest  vii^^s  i 
Yet,  unacquainted  with  these  soft  emotions, 
I  walk'd  8<4»erior  through  the  blaze  of  cfaarna, 
Pniis'd  without  rapture,  left  without  regret. 
Why  rove  I  now,  when  abeentfrpm  my  fair* 
From  solitude  to  crowds,  from  crowds  to  solitode. 
Still  restless,  till  I  clasp  the  k>vely  maid. 
And  ease  my  loaded  sool  upon  her  bosom } 

MOSTAPHA. 

Fbfgive,  gnat  sultan,  that  iotnisive  duty 
Inquires  the  final  doom  of  Menodomsi 
The  Grecian  counsellor. 


,    Go,seehimdie; 
His  martial  vhet'ric  taught  the  Greeks  resistaoce ; 
}^  they  prvavil'df  I  ne'er  had  known  Irene. 

lEsU  Mustapba. 

SCENE  V. 

MABOBWr,  CAU. 
'  MABOMSr. 

Remote  firom  tumult,  in  th'  adjoining  palace. 
Thy  caie  shall  guard  this  treasure  of  my  soul  ; 
There  |«t  Aspasia,  sipce  my  feir  entreats  it. 
With  converse  chase  the  melancholy  moments.     , 
Sore  cfaiird  with  sixty  winter  camps,  thy  blood 
At  si^ht  of  female  cbarpis  will  ^low  no  more. 

CAU. 

These  years,  unoon^iMr*^  liabomet,  deoiand 


With  pkius  wannth  raoeive  our  pn^phetfs  law—  {  cji^jjcsf  fiose  J2wr!?,)|i|i9th^r  cares  than  fove. 
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JjOQg  have  I  vkh'dt  bdbve  oar  prophet's  tomb 
To  pour  .my  pvay*«s  for  thy  saccesifulxeign. 
To  quit  the  tumulta  of  the  noby  camp, 
And  sink  into  the  tUent  gcave  in  peace. 


What !  think  of  peace  while  haughty  Soander- 

beg, 
£late  vith  conqoeit,  in  his  native  nouDtahis, 
Prowls  o*er  the  wealthy  spoils  of  bleedingTurkey! 
While  fair  Huagaria's  uueahaosted  raUeys 
Pour  forth  their  legions,  and  the  roanng  Danube 
Rolls  half  his  floods  vnheard  through  ahonthig 

camps  1 
Nor  coiiM*stthon  more  support  a  life  of  sloth 
Than  Amurath — 


&iH  full  of  Amurath  !        [Aiide. 

MAHOMET. 

Thaif  Amurath,  accnstom'd  to  command, 
Could  bear  his  son  upon  the  Turkish  throne. 

CALb 

This  pilgrimage  our  lawgirer  ordain'd— - 


For  those  who  could  not  please  by  nobler  service.— 
Our  warlike  prophet  loves  an  active  faith, 
The  holy  flame  of  enterprizing  virtue. 
Mocks  the  dull  tows  of  wlitude  and  penance. 
And  scorns  the  lazy  hermit's  cheap  devotion. 
Shine  thou,  dtstingni!4i*d  by  superior  merit, 
With  wonted  zeal  pursue  the  task  of  war, 
Till  ev'ry  nation  reverence  the  Koran, 
And  ev'ry  suppliant  lift  his  eyes  to  Mecca. 


This  regal  confidence,  this  pious  ardour. 
Let  prudence  moderate,  though  not  suppress. 
Is  not  eiich  realm  that  smiles  with  kinder  suns. 
Or  boasts  a  happier  soil,  already  thine  ? 
Extended  emnire,  like  expanded  gold, 
JEachanges  solid  strength  for  feeble  splendour. 

MAHOMET. 

Preach  thy  dull  politics  to  vulgar  kings. 
Thou  know'^t  not  yet  thy  master's  future  great- 
ness, 
Hiit  vast  designs,  his  plans  of  boundless  pow'r. 
When  ev'ry  storm  in  my  domain  shall  roar, 
When  ev'ry  wave  shall  beat  a  Turkish  shore; 
Then,  Call,  shall  the  toils  of  battle  cease. 
Then  dream  of  prayer,  and  pilgrimage,  and 
peace,  [Exeunt. 

JCT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

ASPASIA,    IRENE. 
UESB. 

Astasia,  yet  pursue  the  saored  theme  ; 
Exhaust  the  stores  of  pious  doquence, 
Ano  teach  me  to  lepel  the  sultan's  pasaknt 
Still  at  Aspaaia's  voipe  a  sudden  rapture 
Jbjcalts  my  soul,  and  fortifies  my  heart 


The  glittering  vanities  ^of^M^pty  greatness. 
The  hopes  and  fears,  the  joys  and  pains  of  life. 
Dissolve  in  air,  and  vanish  into  nothing. 


Let  nobler  hopesand  juster  fears  succeed. 
And  bar  the  passes  of  Irene's  mind 
Against  returning  guilt. 

laEKE. 

When  thou  art  absent,. 
Death  rises  to  my  view  with  all  its  terrours  ; 
Then  visions  horrid  as  a.murd'rer's  dreams. 
Chill  my  resolves,  and  blast  my  blooming  virtue: 
Stem  torture  shakes  his  bloody  scoui^e  befons 

me, 
And  anguish  gnashes  on  the  fytaX  wheel . 

aspasta. 

Since  fear  predominates  in  ev*ry  (bought. 
And  sways  thy  breast  with  absolute  dominion. 
Think  on  th'  insnltiog  scorn,  the  conscious  p^ng^. 
The  future  mis'ries  that  await  th'  apostate  ; 
So  shall  timidity  assist  thy  reason, 
And  wisdom  into  virtue  turn  thy  frailty. 

IRENE. 

Will  not  that  power  thatform'4  the  heart  of  wo* 

man, 
And  wove  the  feeble  texture  of  her  nerves. 
Forgive  those  fears  that  shake  the  tender  fcaine  } 

ASPASfA. 

The  weakness  welament,  ourselves  create  ; 
Instructed  irom  our  infisnt  years  to  court. 
With  counterfeited  iears,  the  aid  of  man. 
We  leaih  to  shudder  at  the  rustling  breeze. 
Start  at  the  light,  and  tremble  in  the  dadc ; 
Till,  affectation  ripening  to  belief. 
And  folly  frighted  at  her  cwn  chimeras. 
Habitual  cowardice  usurps  the  soul. 

IRBl^B. 

Not  all  like  thee  can  brave  (he  shocks  of  fote. 
Tby  soul,  by  nature  great,  enlarge  by  kno««i 

ledge. 
Soars  unencumber'd  with  our  idle  cares. 
And  all  Aspasia,  but  her  beauty 's  man. 

ASPASIA. 

Each  generous  sentiment  is  thine,  Demetrius, 
Whose  soul,  perhaps,  yet  mindfol  of  Aspasia, 
Now  hovers  o'er  this  melancholy  shade, 
Wellpleas'd  to  find  thy  precepts  not  forgotten. 
O !  could  the  grave  restore  the  pious  heit>. 
Soon  would  his  art  or  valour  set  us  free. 
And  bear  us  for  from  servitude  and  crimes. 


He  may  yet  live. 

ASPASIA. 

Alas  I  delusive  dream  ! 
Too  well  I  know  him;  his  immoderate  courage, 
Th'  impetuous  sallies  of  excessive  virtue. 
Too  strong  for  love,  have  hurried  him  on  df>ath. 
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SCENE  IL 


ASFASIA,   IRBNBy  CALI»  AIDALtA. 

Cam  to  Abdalxa,  as  they  advance. 

Behold  oar  future  sultaness  Abdalla  ;— 
Let  artfii]  flattery  now,  to  loll  suspicion, 
Glide  through  Irene  to  thc^ saltan's  ear. 
Woaldst  thou  subdue  th'  obdarate  cannibal 
To  teoder  friendship,  praise  him  to  his  mistress. 

[To  llBXK.] 

Well  may  those  eyes  that  riew  these  heav'nly 

charms 
Rgect  the  daughters  of  contending  kings : 
Tor  what  are  pompous  titles,  proud  alliaoce. 
Empire  or  veaJth,  to  excellence  like  thine  } 


Receive  ih*  impatient  sultan  to  thy  arms ; 
And  may  a  k>ng  posterity  of  monarchs,  ^ 

The  pride  and  t«rrr>ur  nf  succeeding  days, 
Rjse  from  the  happy  hod ;  and  fiiture  queens' 
Difluse  f  repe's  beauty  thraogh  the  world  ! 


Can  Mahomet's  imperial  band  descend 
To  clai;p  a  slave  ?  or  can  a  soul  like  mine, 
Unns'rl  to  pow»r,  and  formM  for  humbler 
Suppoit  Ums  splfcodid  miseries  of  greatness? 


Ko  regal  pageant  deck 'd  withcasnal  honours^ 
Scom'd  by  his  subjects,  trampled  by  his  foes. 
No  feeble  tyrant  of  a  petty  sute, 
Courts  thee  to  shake  on  a  dependant  throne ; 
Bom  to  compand,  as  thon.to  charm  mankind. 
The  sultan  from  himself  derives  his  greatness. 
Observe,  bright  maid,  as  his  resistless  voice 
Drives  on  the  tempest  of  destnictrve  war. 
How  nation  after  nation  falls  before  him. 

ABDALLA* 

At  his  dread  name  the  distant  mountains  shake 
Their  cloudy  summits,  and  the  sons  of  fierceness, 
That  range  unciviliz'd  from  rock  to  rock, 
Distrust  th'  eternal  fortresses  of  Nature, 
And  wish  their  gkwmy  caverns  more  obscure. 

ASTASIA. 

Forbear  this  lavish  pomp  of  dreadful  praise : 
The  horrid  images  of  war  and  slanghter 
Repev  our  sonrows,  and  awake  our  fears. 


Cali,  methinks  yon  waving  trees  afford 
A  doubtful  glimpse  of  our  approaching  friends : 
Just  as  I  mark'd  tliem  they  forsor>k  the  shore. 
And  tum'd  their  hasty  steps  towards  the  garden. 

CAEI. 

Conduct  these  qaeens,  Abdalla,  to  the  palace: 
Such  heav'nly  beauty,  fonn'd  fbr  adoration, 
The  pride  of  monarchs,  the  reward  of  conquest ! 
Such  beauty  most  not  shine  to  vulgar  eyes. 

SCESE  in. 

PALI,  aoltts. 

HowHeav'n,  in  scorn  of  human  arrogance, 
Commits  to  trivial  chance  the  fate  of  nalions! 


While  with  inoessant  tKonght  laboriiMis  nan 
Extends  his  mighty  schemes  of  wealth  and  pew'r. 
And  towers  and  triumphs  in  ideal  greatneai 
Some  accidental  gust  of  oppoaition 
Blasts  all  the  beauties  of  his  new  creatioD, 
CVertums  the  fabric  of  presamptuoos  maon. 
And  whelms  the  swelling  architect  beneath  it« 
Had  not  the  breeze  untwin'd  the  meeting  boughs. 
And  through  the  parted  shade  disdoa'd  the 

Greeks,  i 

Th'  important  hour  had  pass'd  unheedea  bj. 
In  all  the  sweet  oblivion  of  delight. 
In  all  the  fmperies  of  meeting  lovers  ; 
In  sighs  and  tears,  in  transports  and  embraoes. 
In  joft  complaints,  and  idle  protestatkNUw 

SCJENE  IV. 
CAU,  DZMsraius,  Lsoirrius* 

CAII. 

Could  oHiens  fright  the  resolute  and  wtac^ 
Weil  might  we  fear  impending  disappointments* 


Your  artful  suit,  your  monarch's  fierce  denial. 
The  cruel  doom  of  hapless  Menodorua-^ 

OBMBTBIOa. 

And  your  new  charge,  that  deaj^  that  hear*nly 
maid— 

iioirrros. 
Ml  this  we  know  already  from  AhdalTaw 

DEMBTBIUS. 

Such  slight  defeats  but  animate  the  brave 
To  stronger  efforts  and  maturer  counaeia. 


My  doom  confirmM  establishes  my  puipose. 
Calmly  he  heard  till  Amorath's  resumption 
Rose  to  his  thought,  and  set  his  soul  on  fire  : 
When  from  his  lips  tiie  fatal  name  burst  out, 
A  sudden  pause  th*  imperfioct  sense  suspended. 
Like  the  dread  stillness  of  condensing  storms. 

DBMBTaiUS. 

The  loudest  cries  of  Nature  uige  us  forward  ; 
Despotic  rage  pursues  the  life  of  Cali ; 
His  groaning  country  claims  Leontius*  aid; 
And  yet  another  voice,  forgive  me,  Greece, 
The  powerful  voice  of  love  inflames  Demetrius, 
Each  lingering  hour  alarms  me  for  Aspasia. 


Wliat  passions  reign  among  thy  crew,  Leonthis  ? 
Does  cheerless  diffidence  oppress  their  heaits  ? 
Or  sprightly  hope  exalt  their  kindling  spirits? 
Do  they  with  pain  repress  the  strugglhig  ahoaty 
And  listen  eager  to  the  rising  wind  F 


All  there  is  hope,  and  gaiety,  and  ooaiage. 
No  cloudy  xloubts,  or  languishing  delays  ; 
Ere  T  could  range  them  on  the  crowded  deck^ 
At  once  an  hundred  vaices  thunder'd  round  me^ 
And  ev'ry  voice  was  **  Liheity  and  Greece. " 
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Driimrat. 

Swift  trf  ii«  nish  tipon  the  careless  tymnty 
Nor  ^ve  him  leisure  for  another  crime. 


TTien  let  t»  now  renoWe,  nor  »<lly  waste 
Another  hour  in  dull  del'iberatioii. 


Rot  see,  wh«*re,  destin'd  to  protract  ewr  counsels. 
Comes  M  usta  plia .— ^Your  Turkish  robes  €onceal 

you. 
BMire  with  speed,  while  I  prepare  to  meet  him 
Wi«h  artificial  smiles,  and  seeming  friendship. 

CALt,    MV8TAPBA« 
CALt. 

1  see  tlip  {rloom  that  low'rs  opon  thy  brow ; 
These  days  of  love  and  pleasure  charm  not  thee ! 
Too  slow  these  gentle  constellations  roll ; 
Thou  long'stfbr  star«  that  frown  on  human  kind, 
And  scatter  discoid  from  their  balefal  beams. 

MOSTAPHA. 

How  blest  art  thoo,  ttill  jocund  and  serene, 
Beneath  the  load  of  business,  and  of  ytan ! 


Snre,  by  some  wond'rons  s^pathy  of  souls. 
My  heart  still  beats  responsive  to  the  Sultan's; 
I  share,  by  secret  instinct  all  his  joys. 
And  feel  no  sorrow  while  my  sov'reign  smilea. 


The  sultan  com<>s,  impatient  for  his  love ; 
Conduct  her  hither;  let  no  rude  intrusion 
Molest  these  private  walks,  or  care  invade 
These  boon  assigned  to  pleasure  and  Irene. 

SCENE  VL 

MABOMBT,   MUSTAPBA. 
MAHOlfm 

Now,  Mostapha,  pursue  thy  taleof  horrour. 
Has  treason's  dire  infection  reacfa'd  my  palace  ? 
Can  Cali  dare  the  stroke  of  heav*n1y  justice 
In  the  dark  precincts  of  the  gaping  grave. 
And  load  with  peijuries  his  parting  soul  ? 
Was  it  for  this,  that,  sick'oing  in  Epirus, 
My  father  cali'd  me  to  his  couch  of  death, 
JotuM  Call's  hand  to  mine,  and  fislt'ring  cry*dy 
*'  Restrain  the  fervour  of  impetuous  jrouth 
With  venerable  Call's  faithful  counsels }» 
Are  these  the  counsels,  this  the  feith  of  Cali  ? 
Were  all  our  favours  favish'd  on  a  villain  ? 
Coolest? 


Cnnfest  by  dying  Meoodorus. 
In  his  last  i^nies  the  ga»ping  coward, 
Amidst  the  tortares  of  the  burning  steel. 
Still  fond  of  life,  groan'd  out  thedneadftil  secret, 
iield  fptth  this  .faUl  scroll,  then  sank  to  nothinf  . 


iiABOMtt,  Examining  the  paper* 

His  correspondence  with  Our  foes  of  (Greece : 
His  hand  !  his  seal  1  The  fiecreU  of  my  soul 
Conoeal'd  from  all  but  him  !    All,  aH  conspire 
To  banish  doubt,  and  brand  him  for  a  villain  * 
Our  schemes  for  ever  crosK'd,  our  mines  disco- 
vered, 
Betray'd  some  traitor  Inrkinir  near  my  bosom. 
Oft  have  i  rag'd,  when  their  wide-wasttns:  cannon 
Lay  pointed  at  our  batt'ries  yet  unform'd. 
And  broke  the  meditated  Knes  of  war. 
Detested  Cali  too,  with  artful  wonder. 
Would  shake  his  wily  bead,  and  closely  whisper. 
Beware  of  Mustapha,  beware  of  ueason. 


The  faith  of  Mustapha  disdains  suspicion ; 
But  yet,  great  emperor,  beware  of  treason  ; 
Th'  insidkNis  Bassa,  fir'd  by  disappointmeiit^-i 


Shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  an  injured  king. 
Oo,,  seize  him,  load    him    with    reproachful 

chains; 
Before  th'  assembled  troops  proclaim  his  crimes  ;. 
Then  leave  him  stretch'd  upon  the  lingering  rack. 
Amidst  the  camp  to  bowl  his  life  away. 


Should  we  before  the  troops  proclaim  his  crimes, 
i  dread  his  arts  of  seeming  innocence. 
His  l>laDd  addrfess>  and  sorcery  of  tongue ; 
And,  should  he  fall  unheard  by  sudden  justice, 
Th'  adoring  soldiers  would  revenge  their  idcl. 


Call,  this  day,  with  hypocritic  zeal, 
Implor'd  my  leave  to  visit  Mecca's  temple ; 
Struck  with  the  wonder  of  a  sutesman*s  good- 
ness, 
I  vMd  his  thoughts  to  more  sublime  devotion. 
Now  let  him  go»  pursued  1^  silent  wrath, 
Me^  unexpected  daggers  in  his  way, 
And  in  some  distant  land  obscurely  die. 


There  will  his  boundless  wealth,    tlie  spoil  of 

Asia, 
Heap'd  by  jroor  Other's  ill-plac'd  bounties  on  him. 
Disperse  rebellkm  through  the  Eastern  world  ; 
Bribe  to  his  cause,  and  list  beneath  bis  banners, 
Arabia's  roving  troops,  the  sons  of  swiftness. 
And  arm  the  Persian  heretic  against  thee; 
There  shall  he  waste  thy  frontiers,  check  thy 

conquests. 
And,  though  at  length  snbdn'd,  elude  thy  ven- 
geance. 

MAHOMCT* 

Elude   my  vengeance  I    No— My  troops  shall 

range 
Th'  eternal  tnowi  that  freeze  beyond  Mssotis, 
And  Afric's  torrid  sands,  in  search  of  Cali. 
Should  the  ikerce  North  upon  his  frozen  wings 
Bear  him  almost  above  the  wond'rmg  clouds. 
And  seat  ham  in  the  Pleiads'  golden  chariots. 
Thence  shall  my  funr  drag  him  down  to  tortures: 
Wh|f«ver  guilt  can  fly,  revenge  can  foUow. 
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Wnt  thOD  diiinisB  Uie  savage  frpm  the  toOs. 
Only  to  hunt  him  round  t^  rwv^d  world  ? 


$nq[)end  his  sentence— cmpixe  vqd  Xnaoe 
Claim  my  divided  soul.    This  wratch»  unworthy 
To  mix  Fith  poblfer  carest  TU  tbfojir  aside 
For  idle  hours,  and  crush  him  at  my  leiwre* 

Lei  not  th' unbounded  gnatneisofhis  mind 
Betray  my  k'mg  to  negligence  of  danger. 
Perhaps  the  douds  of  darii  ooB^piiacy 
Kow  roll  full  fraught  with  thuodero'er  your  head* 
Twice  since  the  morning  rose  f  saw  the  bassa, 
Ltkea  feU  94der  spelling  in*  kok^ 
Beneath  tl)e  covert  of  this  Vierdanit  asch 
In  priv;ite  CQufereoce ;  beside  him  ^tood 
Two  men  unknown,  the  partners  of  his  bosom  ; 
I  mark'd  them  well»  and  trac'd  in  either  face 
The  gloomy  resolutiqut  honrid  greatnesp, 
And  stem  composure,  of  dqsp^ring  herQ0» ; 
Aud,  to  confirm  my  thoughts,  at  fti^t  of  me^ 
As  blasted  by  my  piwoenne,  they  withdrew 
With  all  the  speed  of  terrour  and  of  gi&iU. 


The  strong  emotions  of  my  troubled  soql 
AJloipr  no  pause  for  art  or  ^  oontivaBce ; 
And  dark  perplexity  distracts  my  ooonmls. 
Do  thou  resolve :  ^r  s^e  Icepe  fiomas  \ 
At  her  approach  each  ruder  gust  of  thought 
Sinks  like  the  sighing  of  a  tempaat  spent, 
And  gales  of  softer  passion  fim  my  bosom. 
£Cali  enictt  with  Irene,  and  exit  with  Mustapfaa. 

SCENE  VII. 

KABOMET,    IREITE. 
VAIlOVBT. 

Wilt  thou  descend,  (air  daughter  of  perfectioDv 
To  hear  my  vows,  and  give  maokina  a  queen } 
Ah !   cease,  Irene,  cease  those  flowing  sorrows, 
That  melt  a  heart  impragnahle  till  now. 
And  turn  itby  thoughts  hencefortb  to  |qvo  ^q^ 

empire. 
How  will  the  matchless  beauties  of  Irene, 
Thus  bright  in  tears,  thus  amiable  in  ruin, 
With  all  the  graceful  pride  of  greatness  height- 
Amidst  the  blaze  of  jewels  and  of  gold,        [en*d, 
Adorn  a  throne^  and  dignify  dominion ! 


Why  all  this  ^lare  of  splendid  eV>qvei)oe, 
To  paint  the  pageantries  of  guilty  state  ? 
Must  I  for  these  renounce  the  hope  of  Heav^, 
ImoAortal  crowns,  and  fulness  of  enjoyment } 

MADOXET. 

Vain  captmnes  alt-*ibr  your  inferior  natures, 
Form'd  to  delight,  and  happy  by  deligbting, 
Heav'n  has  re^^rv'd  no  future  paradise. 
But  bids  you  rove  the  paths  of  bliss,  secuM  * 
Of  total  death,  and  careless  of  hereafler ; 
While  Heaven's  high  minisVer,  whose  awful  vo- 
Dune 


Records  each  act,  «m1i  tlMnght  of  •or'reign  an. 
Surveys  your  plays  with  inattentive^giaaoe^ 
And  leaves  the  tovely  trifler  mwgjinW. 

Why  then  has  Natare's  vaio  mniuficeDee 
Profusely  pour*d  her  bounties  ppcn  vmnmi? 
Whence    then   those   charms  thy  tongiie  bas 

deign'd  to  flaOmv 
That  air  resisUew,  and  enchantiiig  Unsb, 
Unless  the  beauteous  fiibric  was  design'd 
A  habitation  for  a  fairer  soul  ? 

MASOMBT. 

Too  high  bright  maid,  thou  rat^st  exterior  grace: 
Not  always  do  the  direst  flow^  diffuse 
The  richest  odours,  nor  the  speckled  sheUa 
Conceal  the  gem:  let  fiemale  arroganoe 
Observe  the  feather'd  wanderers  of  the  Ay  ; 
With  purple  varied  and  faedropp'd  with  gold. 
They  prpne  the  wing^   and  iyvead  4be  gkmy 

plumea, 
Ordain'd,  like  j^,  to  flutter  and  to  ahiqe. 
And  cl^eer  the  weary  pasaenger  with  mnakx 

fKBVB. 

Mean  as  we  are,  this  tyrant  of  the  worid 
Implores  put  amilci,  and  tramUca  «t  «ar  feet 
Whence  flow  the  hopea  and  fepur^  dcepair  ani 

rapture. 
Whence  all  the  Miss  and  agoniea  of  love  ? 

MABOXET. 

Why,  when  the  bglm  of  sleep  doKenda  mi  mm. 
Do  gay  delusions,  irand*riiv  o'ar  the  brain. 
Sooth  the  delighted  soul  with  empty  bliss  ? 
To  want  give  affluenoe?  and  to  slavery  freedom } 
Such  are  love's  joyf ,  the  lenitives  of  life, 
A  fancy'd  tr^ifure  and  a  vakiqg  dream- 

IBBWB.  ' 

Then  let  me  once,  in  honour  of  our  sex. 

Assume  the  boastful  arrogance  of  man. 

Th'  attractive  softness,  and  th'  endearing  anile. 

And  powerful  glance,  'tis  granted  are  our  own; 

Nor  has  impartial  Nature's  frugal  hand 

Exhausted  all  her  nobler  gifts  on  yon. 

Do  not  we  share  the  comprehensive  thoiight, 

Th'  enlivening  wit,  the  penetratiog  reason  ? 

Beats  not  the  female  brefst  with  fen'rous  |ias- 

sions. 
The  thirst  of  empire,  and  the  love  of  glory  ? 

MABOMBT. 

Illustrious  maid,  pew  wonders  fli  me  thiner 
Thy  soul  completea  the  tj-iumphs  of  thy  fime- 
I  thought  (forgive,  my  fair,i  the  noblept  ai|B# 
The  8troi)gest  effort  of  a  female  soul. 
Was  but  to  chuse  the  graces  of  the  day. 
To  tune  the  tongue,  to  teach  the  eye  to  roQ, 
Dispose  the  colours  of  the  flowing  robe, 
And  add  new  roses  to  th^  £»dad  cheek. 
Will  it  not  charm  a  mind  like  thine  exalted. 
To  shine  the  goddess  of  applauding  nations. 
To  scatter  happiness  and  plenty  round  thee. 
To  bid  the  prostrate  captive  rise  and  live. 
To  see  new  cities  tow*r  at  thy  comntand. 
And  bleated  kingdoms  flouri^  at  thy  smile? 
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Kind, 
jop^yiyn  I  ]^^  to  the  flsiU'nqg  fiQupds. 

MAHOMET. 

O  seize  the  power  to  bless— Irene's  nod 
Shall  bieak  the  fetters  of  the  groaniDg  Christian; 
Oreece,  in  her  lovely  9*^r9mi^  secure, 
Sh^ll  QBOum  no  mpre  her  pl^ndei'd  palaces. 

Forbei^r— P  dp npt  iirge  |ne  to  mj rnin! 

MABOMBT* 

To  state  and  pow'r  I  court  thee,  not  to  ruin : 
Smile  OB  my  wishes,  and  command  the  globe. 
Security  shall  spread  h^r  shield  before  thee. 
And  love  iofoW  thee  with  his  downy  wings. 

If  greatness  please  thee,  mooiit  th'  impenal 

seat; 
If  pleasure  charm  thee,  view  this  soft  retreat; 
Here  er'ry  waibier  of  the  sky  shall  smg  ^ 
Here  ev»ry  fragrance  breathe  of  ev'ry  spriijg : 
To  deck  these  ^bow'rs  each  region  shall  com- 
bine, 
And  e'«ii  wr  P«>Rhrt*s  gwcdens  envy  thine : 
£mpii«  and  love  shall  share  the  blissful  day. 
And  varied  life  steal  unperceiv'd  away. 

[Eitunt. 


Sirell»  in  th^  breast,  and  with  resistless  force 
Overbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind* 
A^  wbm>  »  d^lugp  overspreads  the  plaips* 
The  wand'ring  rivulet  and  silver  lake 
Mix  imdiitingttish'd  in  the  general  roar. 


ABDALLA. 


Yet  can  ambition  in  Abdalla's  breast. 
Claim  but  th£  second  place :  there  mighty  k>ve 
Has  fix*d  his  hopes,  inquietudes,  and  foars. 
His  gMing  wishes,  9aA  his  jealoiu  pangs. 


CAU. 


Love  }S  ind^cl  t))e  privilege  of  yoath  ; 
Yet  on  a  day  like  this,  when  expectation 
Pants  for  the  dread  erent— But  let  us  - 


JCT  IlL 

SCENE  I. 

CALI»  ABDALLA. 

rCAti  enters  with  a  discontented  air  ;  to  him 
enter  abdalla,] 

CAU. 

Is  this  the  fierce  conspirator  Ahdalla? 
Is  this  the  resisUess  diligence  of  treason? 
Where  hast  thou  linger'd  while  th»  encumber'd 

hours 
Fly  laVrini;  with  the  fate  of  future  nations. 
And  hungry  slaughter  scents  imperial  blood? 

ABDALLA. 

Important  carei  detained  me  from  your  coupsds. 

CAU. 

Some  petty  passion !  some  domestic  trifle ! 
Some  vain  amoaement  of  a  vaoint  soul  1 
A  weeping  wife,  perhaps,  or  dying  finend. 
Hung  on  your  neck,  and  hindered  your  departure. 
Is  this  a  time  for  softness  or  for  sorrow  > 
Unproatable,  peaceful,  female  virtues  ? 
When  eager  vengeance  shows  a  naked  foe. 
And  kind  ambition  points  the  way  to  greatness. 

ABDALLA. 

Must  then  ambition's  wtaries  infringe 
The  laws  of  kindness,  break  the  bonds  of  natare, 
Andqoitthe  names  of  brother,  friend,  and  fa- 
ther? 

CALL 

This  sovereign  passion,  scornful  of  rwteBmt. 
S'en  fn>|Bi  the  bir^  ^finfM  9wpr^w»  cwAmana* 


ABDAU.A. 

Hast  thou  grown  old  amidst  the  crowd  of  courts. 

And  tum'd  th'  instructive  page  of  human  life. 

To  cant,  at  last,  6f  reason  to  a  lover  ? 

Such  ill-tim'd  gravity,  such  serious  folly, 

Might  well  befit  the  solitary  student, 

Th»  unpractised  dervise,  or  scquester'd  faquir.' 

Know'st  thou  not  yet,  when   k>ve  invades  the 

wul. 
That  all  her  faculties  receive  his  chains? 
That  reason  gives  her  sceptre  to  his  hand. 
Or  only  struggles  to  be  more  enslav'd  ? 
Aspasia,  who  can  Xook  upon  thy  beauties  ? 
Who  hear  thee  speak,  and  not  abandon  I'eason  ? 
Reason !  the  hoary  dotard's  dull  directress, 
That  loMs  all  because  she  haatrds  nothing ! 
Reason !  the  tiip'rous  pilot,  that,  to  shun 
I  The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port ! 


CALL 

But  why  this  sudden  warmth? 
abdallaI 

Because  I  k»ve ; 
Because  my  slighted  passion  bums  in  vain ! 
Why  roars  the  lioness  distress'd  by  hunger  ? 
Why  foKBOB  the  sweUing  wave  when  tempests  rise^ 

i  Why  shakes  t^  ground  when  subterraneous  fires 
Fierce  through  thft  bursting  caverns  rend  their 
way? 


Not  tiU  this  day  thon  sawstthis  fatal  l^r ; 
Did  ever  passion  make  so  swift  a  progress  ? 
Once  more  reflect,  suppress  this  infant  folly. 

abdalla. 

Gross  fires,  enkindled  by  a  mortal  hand, 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  dread    th'  oppressing 

stream; 
The  SQUl«r  aamas  emitted  fiop  the  sky 
Flash  out  at  once,  with  strength  above  resistance. 

CALI* 

HowdlNi  Aipwia  weioo«ie  youraddaess? 
Did  you  proclaim  this  unexpected  cpnquest  ? 
Or  pay  with  speaking  eyes  a  lover's  homage  ? 

AB|»iUUl4. 
Confooiid^d,  Bw'd,  and  lost  m  adrairstion, 
I  aas'd,!  trembly ;   but  I  could  not  speak  j 
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Wh«i  e'en  as  low  was  bruikiair  off  fixm  wonder. 
And  teAder  aooents  qunrePd  on  my  lipn, 
She  markka  my  sparkliog  eyes,    and  heamjr 
breait;  ^ 

AndsmUmg,  ooMcioutof  her  chanu,  ifithdrew. 
•  lEnter  Demetrius  atid  Leoiitias. 

GALI> 

Now  be  some  moments  master  of  tfayself  ; 
Kor  let  Demetrins  know  thee  for  a  rind. 
Hence  I  or  be  calm — To  disa^roe  is  roia 

SCENE  II. 

CAUy  DEMBTHIUS,  LBONTIVSy  ABDALLA, 
DBKSrHIOS. 

When  will  Cocasion  smile  npon  oar  wisbes, 
And  give  the  tortares  of  suspense  a  period? 
Still  most  we  linger  in  uncertain  hope  ?       [dom. 
Still  langitish  iu  our  chains,  and  dream  of  ftee- 
like  thirsty  sailors  gazing  on  the  clouds. 
Till  burning  death  shoots  through  their  wither»d 
limbs  ^ 

CALr. 

BpIiTcrance  is  at  band ;  for  Turkey's  tyrant. 
Sunk  in  bis  pleasures,  confident  and  gay. 
With  ail  the.heroN  dull  security, 
Trnsts  to  ray  care  his  mistress  and  his  life, 
And  laaghsaud  wantons  in  the  jaws  of  death. 

LEONTIUff. 

So  weak  is  man  when  destin'd  to  destruction  »— 
The  watchful  slumber,  and  the  crafty  trust 

CAU.       , 

AC  my  command  yon  iron  gates  unfold  ; 

At  my  command  the  sentinels  retire  9 

With  ail  the  license  of  authority. 

Through  bowing  slaves,  1  range  the  private  rooms, 

And  of  to  morrow*»  action  &%  the  scene. 

BEXETR1V9. 

To  morrow's  action  I  Can  that  boary  wisdom, 
^medown  with  year8,still  doat  upon  to  morrow! 
That  fatal  mistress  of  the  young,  the  lazy, 
The  cowird,  and  the  fool,  condemnkl  to  lose 
An  uiwless  life  in  waiting  for  to  morrow. 
To  gaze  wit  h  longing  eyes  upon  to  morrow. 
Till  interposing  death  destroys  the  prospect! 
Strange «  that  this  gen'ral  fraud  from  day  to  day 
Should  fiil  the  worid  with  wretches  undetected. 
The  soldier,  laboring  through  a  winter's  march, 
Sti  Iseesto  morrow  drest  in  robes  of  triumph: 
Still  to  the  lover's  long-expecting  arms 
To  morrow  brings  the  visionary  bride. 
"But  thou,  too  old  to  bear  another  cheat, 
team,  that  the  present  hour  alone  is -man's. 


J0HNS6N»S  poems« 


ASDAIXA« 

Had  oar  firrt  Asian  foes  bat  known  tbis  anfenr 
VTe  stiU  had  wander'd  00 'Hotarian  hills. 
Rouse, Call;  shaUtbesoosofconquer-d  Gieece 
l^d  us  to  danger,  and  abash  tbeir  victois  ? 
This  night  with  all  her  conscious  stars  be  witfie!<. 
Who  merits  most,  Demetrius  or  AbdalUu 

Who  meritsmost !— I  knew  not  we  were  rivals. 

CAtT. 

Young  man,  forbear— the  beat  of   yontb,    » 


LEONTIUS. 

The  present  hour  with  open  arms  invites; 
Seiae  the  kind  fiur,  and  press  her  to  thy  bosom, 

OEMETRICS. 

Who  knows,  ere  this  imporUnt  morrow  rise. 
But  fear  or  mutiny  may  taint  the  Greeks  ? 
Who  knows,  if  Mahomet's  awaking  anger 
May  spare  the  fatal  bow-string  tHlto  mgrrow? 


Well,  'tis  decreed— this  night  shall  6x  oar  fate. 
Soon  as  the  veil  of  evening  clouds  the  sky. 
With  cautious  secrecy,  Leontius,  steer 
Th'  appointed  vessel  to  yon  shaded  buy, 
Form'd  by  this  garden  jutting  on  the  deep; 
There,  with  your  soldiers  arm'd,  and  sail«  ei- 
Await  our  coming,  equally  prepared         rpandcd. 
For  speedy  flight,  or  obstinate  defence. 

lExitheatiL 

SCENB  IIL 

CALIy   ABDAlXAt    DBKBTmnrs. 
DESIBTKIVV. 

Now  pause,  great  bassa,  from  the  thooFhts  of 

■  blood. 
And  kindly  grant  an  ear  to  gentler  sounds. 
If  e'er  thy  youth  has  known  the  pangs  of  absence 
Or  felt  th»  impatience  of  obstructed  lovt. 
Give  me,  before  th»  approachmg  hour  of  late. 
Once  to  behold  the  charms  of  bright  Aspasia, 
And  draw  new  virtue  from  her  heavenly  tongue. 

CALL 

Let  prudence,  ere  the  suit  be  farther  nrg»d. 
Impartial  weigh  the  pleasure  with  the  danger. 
A  little  longer,  and  she's  thine  for  ever. 

DBXTBTBIVS. 

Prudence  and  love  coaspire  in  this  request. 
Lest,  unacquainted  wi^i  our  bold  attempt, 
Suiprise  o'erwhelm  her,  and  retord  our  flight. 

CAU* 

What  I  can  grant,  you  cannot  ask  In  vaih-^ 

BBVBTItlUfc 

I  go  to  wait  thy  call ,  this  kind  consent 
Completes  the  gift  of  freedom  and  of  life. 

[EtitDem. 
SCENE  IV. 

CALr,  ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA. 

And  this  is  my  reward— to  feum,  to  langTiish, 
To  lave  unheeded ;  while  the  happy  Gre^ 
The  refuse  of  our  swards,  the  dross  oT con- 
quest. 
Throws  bis  fond  arms  about  Aspasia's  neck 
Dwells  on  her  lips,  and  slehs  upon  her  break. 
I^tnot  enough  he  lives  by  our  indulgenc^^. 
But  he  must  five  to  make  his  masters  wretched  > 
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eiu. 
^IVhat  claim  Iwst  tboa  to  pletd  ? 

ABDALLA. 

The  claim  of  pov'r. 
Th*  miqaestiob'd  claim  of  conquerors  and  kingt ! 

CAU. 

Yet  in  the  use  of  pow'r  remember  jostice. 

ABDALLA. 

Can  then  th'  tssanin  lift  bis  treacfa'rons  hand 
Against  hii  king,  and  cry,  remember  justice  ? 
J  astice  demands  the  fbrfeit  life  of  Cali ;    . 
Justice  derowads  that  -I  reveal  your  crinies ; 
Justice  demands— but  see  th'  approacbuig  bqI- 

tanl 
Oppose  my  wishes,  and — remember  justice. 


Dtaprder  sits  upon  thy  fince— /etire. 

[Exit  Abdalla,  enter  Mahomet. 

SCENE    V. 

'  CALI,   MAHOMET. 

CAU. 

I/)ng  be  the  sultan  bless'd  with  bappylove  ! 
My  zeal  marks  gladness  dawntug  on  thy  cheek, 
With  raptures  such  as  fire  the  Pagan  crowdK, 
When,  pale  and  anxious  lur  their  years  to  come, 
They  seethe  Sun  surmount  the  dark  ellipse. 
And  hail  unanimous  their  conquVing  god. 


My  vows,  'tis  true,  she  hears  with  less  aversion ; 
She  sighs,  she  blushes,  but  she  still  denies. 


With  warmer  courtship  press  the  yielding  fair: 
Call  to  your  aid,  with  boundless  promises. 
Each  rebel  wish,  each  traitor  inclination, 
lliat  raises  tumults  in  the  female  breast 
The  k>ve  of  pow'r,  of  pleasure,  and  of  show. 

MAHOMET. 

These  arts  I  try'd,  and,  to  inflame  her  more, 
By  hateful  business  hurried  from  her  sight, 
1  bade  a  hundred  virgins  wait  aniuud  her, 
Sooth  her  with  all  the  pleasures  of  command. 
Applaud  her  charms,  and  court  her  to  be  great. 
[£ait  Mahomet. 

SCENE  VI. 

CAU»  solus. 

He's  gone — Here  rest,  my  soul,  thy  fainting  wing. 
Here  recollect  thy  ilisHipated  pow'rs.— 
Oordi»uut  iut'rc»iis,  and  bur  difT'reiitpaatiions, 
N<iw  baste  to  mingle  in  one  oomuiou  ceutits. 
And  htc  lies  crowded  in  a  narrow  space. 
Yet  in  that  narrow  space  what  dangers  rise  !'— 
Far  more  T  dread  AbfJalla's  fiery  fdlly. 
Than  all  the  wisdom  of  the  grave  divan. 
RcaM>n  with  reason  fights  on  equal  terms  j 
The  raging  madman's  uncwnueoted  schemes 
We  caunot  obviate,  for  we  cannot  guess. 
tkcf  in  my  breast  be  treasur'd  this  rcsotre, 


When  Cali  mounts  the  throne,  Abdalla  dicsi. , 
Too  fierce,  too  faithless,  for  neglect<>r  trust. 

lEnter  Irene  with  AttenJUnOa, 

SCENE  vn. 

CALfy   IBBirE,   ASPA8IA,  SK* 


Amidst  the  spleodoorof  encircling  beauty, 
Superior  majesty  proclaims  thee  qoeeo, 
And  nature  justifies  our  monarch's  choice* 


Reserve  this  homage  for  some  other  fair;  . 
Urge  me  not  on  to  glitt'ring  guilt,  nor  pour 
In  my  weak  ear  th'  intuxicatiug  sounds. 


Make  haste,  bright  maid,  to  mie  the  wHKiy 

world ; 
AwM  by  the  rigour  of  the  sultanas  justice. 
We  court  thy  geMleness. 

ASPASIA. 

Can  Call's  voice 
Concur  to  press  a  hapless  captive'^  ruiui 

CALL 

Long  would  my  zeal  for  Mahomet  and  thee 
Detain  me  here.     Ilut  natious  call  up<«u  uc. 
And  duty  bids  me  cbuse  a  distant  u-alk. 
Nor  taint  with  care  Uie  pri  vacies  of  iove. 

SCENE    VIII. 
iBEHB,  A8PASIA,  Attendants. 

ASPASlA. 

If  yet  this  shining  pomp,  these  sudden  honours. 
Swell  not  thyself  beyond  advice  or  friendsliip. 
Nor  yet  inspire  the  follies  of  a  queen, 
Or  tune  thine  ear  to  soothing  adulation. 
Suspend  awhile  the  privilege  of  pow'r 
To  iWar  the  voice  of  truth ;  xlismiss  thy  train. 
Shake  off  th'  encumbrances  of  state  a  mookent. 
And  lay  the  tow 'ring  sultaness  aside, 

[Irene  signs  to  her  attendants  to  retire 
While  I  foretel  thy  fate ;  tliat  oflice  done, — 
No  more  I  boast  th'  ambitious  name  of  friend. 
But  aink  among  thy  slaves  without  a  murmur. 


Did  rogAl  diadems  invest  my  brow. 

Yet  should  my  soul,  still  faithful  to  her  choice. 

Esteem  A^pasia's  breaiit  the  noblest  kingdom* 

ASPASIA. 

The  soul,  once  tainted  with  so  foul  a  crime. 

No  more  shall  glow  with  friendship's  ballow'd 

ardour: 
Those  holy  beings,  whose  superior  care 
Guides  erring  mortals  to  the  paths  of  virtue. 
Affrighted  at  impiety  like  thine. 
Resign  their  charge  to  bareness  and  to  ruin. 

IRENE. 

Upbraid  me  not  with  fancied  wickedness  | 
I  am  Out  yet  a  queen  or  aa  apostate. 
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Bnt  shcwM  I  »in  heycmA  tlie  hoye  of  ■em|; 

If,  when  rdigioB  prompts  me  to  refoae, 

Tbe  dread  of  iDstaiit  death  icitrauis  my  tOBgoe? 

ASPASIA. 

Reflect  that  life  and  death,  affecting  somids  ! 
^  Are  only  varied  modes  of  enUem  bdi^ ; 
Reflect  that  life,  like  er'ry  other  blessing. 
Derives  its  value  from  its  usd  akoe; 
Not  for  itself  but  for  a  noMer  enl, 
Th'  Eternal  gave  it,  ami  that  eodis  virtuA. 
^ben  inooosisteot  with  a  greater  good. 
Reason  commands  to  cast  the  less  away; 
Thus  life,  with  loss  of  wealth  is  well  preserved, 
And  virtue  cheaply  sav>d  with  kas  of  IMfe; 

IKEltfE. 

If  Irailt  on  settled  thought,  this  constancy 
Not  idly  fhitters  on  a  boastful  tongue, 
"Why,  when  destraction  nig»d  around  our  waHs, 
Ithy  fled  this  haughty  heroine  from  the  battle? 
Why  then  did  not  this  warlike  Amazon 
Mix  in  the  war,  and  shine  among  the  heroes  ? 

ASPASIA. 

Heaven,  when  its  hand  pour*d  softaess  oo  our 

Ifihbs, 
Unfit  for  toil,  and  poiish'd  iirto  Weakness. 
2kf  ade  passive  fortitude  the  praiie  of  woman : 
Our  only  armi  are  innocence  and  meekness. 
Not  then  with  rainng  cries  I  fill'd  the  city ; 
But,  labile  Demetrios,  dear  lamented  namfc  ! 
Puor'd  storms  of  fire  upon  our  fierce  invaders. 
Implored  th'  Eternal  Po#'r  to  shield  my  comitr^, 
With  silent  sorrows,  and  with  cahn  devotion. 

IBSMB. 

O !  did  Iren6  shine  the  queen  of  Turkey, 
No  more  should  Greece  lament  those  prayers  re- 
jected; 
Again  shotild  golden  splendonf  gmce  heir  dtSe^, 
Again  her  prostrate  palaces  should  rise. 
Again  her  tetitf»les  sound  with  holy  tfiutric : 
No  more  should  danger  fright,  or  ^vtit  distreiA 
The  smiling  widows,  and  protected  orpbsdA. 

ASPASIA. 

Be  virtuous  ends  pursiPd  by  virtnovs  nueiiw. 
Nor  thi«lk  tbP  intentfoA  sit  ACfSHes  the  d^d : 
That  maxhn,  pabKsh*d  in  ^  impious  ffg», 
Woold  loose  the  wf k)  eAlhoslast  to  destiby, 
And  fix  the  fierce  nsutper's  bloody  title ; 
Then  bigotry  might  send  her  slaves  to  warr, 
And  bid  success  becoirie  the'test  of  truth : 
Unpitying  massacre  might  waftte  the  Wufld, 
And  perseeueion  boaM  the  call  of  Heaven. 


J0HNS0N1S  Fcnais. 


ASrasiA 


^Msrfk  seenrity sball  pkmp^  ItestftM, 
Freed  from  the  tomnlts  of  unsettled  CGnqoat, 
To  fix  his  courts  and  regulate  his  pleasorcsL 
Sooo  shall  the  dbe  seraglio's  horrid  gates 
Clote  tike  th*  eternal  bcrsof  death  npoBthtt;. 
Immnr'd,  and  buried  in  perpetnal  sloth. 
That  gkxniy  slumber  of  tiie  stagnant  sool, 
TTiere  sb^  thoa  vte#  fto«  fi*  ttte  i|id*  c^ 
And  Sigh  for  eheerfol  povei^  in  vam; 
There  wear  the  tedkKis  toots  of  life  away. 
Beneath  each  cane  nf  woltdemiHK  IMf4» 
Despair  and  slaiPiy,  s^ttule  and  |i^ 


There  shall  we  find  the  yet -„«..««  .^ 
Of  grandeur  and  tranquillity  oombHi*d. 

ASPASIA. 

Tranquillity  and  guilt,  di«tfn'd  by  He 

Still  stretch  in  vain  their  longing  ams  a«r  - 

Nor  dare  to  pass  th'  Insuperable  bonnd. 

Ah  !  let  me  rather  seek  the  convent's  oell  • 

There  when  my  thcMgfatB»  ft  oMerval  of  prayr. 

IJesccnd  to  range  these  mansions  of  misfiwtuoe 

Oft  shall  I  dw^  on  our  dkafttfovs  friendabip    ' 

And  shed  the  pitying  tear  for  lost  Irene. 

Go,  languish  on  in  dull  obscurity  ; 
Thydazaled  soul,  with  all  its  boasted  gi^abMsa. 
Shrinks   at  th'  o'erpow'rmg  gleams  at  7^ 
state,  ^"^ 

Stoops  from  the  blaze  like  a  degenerate  eajele. 
And  flies  for  shelter  to  the  shades  of  life. 

On  me  should  I^roviderioe,  without  a  enme. 

The  weighty  charge  of  royalty  confer  ; 

Call  me  to  civilise  the  Russian  wiJds, 

Or  bid  a«>ft  science  polish  Britain'sheroes  - 

Soon  sAould'st  thou   see,  how  {Use  thy   weak 

reproach. 
My  bosom  feels,  enkindled  from  the  dsr 
The  lambent  tfanfes  of  miM  behevoienoe' 
Untooch'd  by  fierce  ambitioD's  raging  fi^ 

IftBRB. 


Shall  I  not  wish  to  dMet  aflMcted  kings, 
And  plan  the  happiness  of  moamiag  miilkms  ? 

ASPiMfA.' 

Dream  not  of  pow'r  thou  never  canst  attain: 
When  social  laws  first  harmonist  the  world, 
Superior  man  possessed  the  charge  of  rule, 
'fhe  scale  of  justice,  and  the  sword  of  power, 
^'or  left  us  ought  but  (lattery  and  state. 

IRBNE. 

To  me  Wy  lover's  fondness  will  Restore 
Whatever  m^n's  pride  has  rafishM  fro*  ottr  sw- 


Ambitkifi  irtfie  Mtt)y  Utiptii^a  Iff  HeXfcW 

?^r"?5?i*'l*  "**^  *'*''  *  ^^  ^^ri  Ken 
Inforrii'd,  they  Ootttit  fhe  p^ecipiec  6f  p6WV, 
Gttfsp  «t  eo«teatW»   M  toW»*  in  qofei  of 

einpire; 
While  vulgar  souls  compassionate  their  cares. 
Gaze  at  their  height,  aAd  tredkble  at  their  dan. 
Thus  meaner  spmts  with  amasement  mark  faer  - 
The  varying  reasons,  and  revolving  skies, 
Aibd  not,  i^bat  guilty  fiowVs  rebenious  hand 
RoHs  with  eternal  toll  ttie  pond'rous  orbs: 
Whif  e  some  archatogel,  *  nearer  to  pertJfeistioh, 
In  easy  sttte  presides  o'er  all  their  motions. 
Directs  th*  pmo^bi  With  a'  cAtreless  nod, 
,  CoHducts'thb  Son,  sttM  regulates  the  spher«^ 

ASFASIA, 

Well  iniyst  thotS  hide  in  labyrTnflw  of  ^mod 
The  cause  that   sfiriiiks  froin  reason?8  p6w*rfal 
.  voice.  [Sofi^bt, 

Stoop  firbmtliy  flight,  tl«t%  back  th'  entangied 
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And  set  the  ^iWnag  fcHaey  to  view. 

Not  pow»r  I  blame,  but  pow'r  obtain'd  by  crime ; 

Angelic  greatness  is  angelic  virtue. 

Amidst  the  glare  of  courta,  the  shout  of  armies, 

\^iU  not  th*  aposUte  feel  the  pangs  of  guilt, 

And  wish,  too  late,  for  innocence  and  peace. 

Curst  ^  the  tyrant  of  tV  infernal  realms, 

With  gldbmy  state  and  agonizing  pomp } 

SCEKBIX, 

lEBMB,  aiRASIA,  If  AID. 

ttAin. 
A  TorkiBb  stranger,  of  majestic  mieit^ 
Asks  at  the  gate  admission  to  Aspasia, 
Commissioo'd»  as  be  says,  by  Call  Bassa. 

lEBNB. 

i;nioe>er  tboa  art,  or  whatso^er  thy  message, 
ThanJ»|brthU  lOnd  rtlief— With  speed  admit 


ASPAttAk 

He  comes,  perhaps,  to  separate  us  for  e?erj 
"Vnien  I  am  gone,  remember,  O  1  remember, 
Tfhat  none  are  great,  or  happy,  but  the  virtuous, 
[Erie  Ii'cnej  enter  Demetnus . 

SC£NE  X, 

'tis  she— my  ^p«<  my  happ^MS,  my  love ! 
AsiMsia  !  doX  once  again  behoH  thee  ? 
Still,  still  the  same — unclouded  by  misfortune' ! 
let  my  West  eyes  for  wer  g»ze     ■    ■ 

AiPASYA. 

Demetrius  I 
agsiBTaius. 
WhyiJoeBlh#bloo4forseke  thy  lovely  cheeks  ? 
Wby  shoots  this  chUhess  through  thy  shaking 


091 

Say.  hon  the  tyrant  <liiealen>d,  flattef'd,  «|^;d  ! 

Say,  how  he  threatened,  ftattcr»d,  stgh'din  vam ! 
Say,  how  the  hand  of  violence  was  raised  \ 
Say,  how  thou  callMst  in  tears  upon  Demetnusl 

AS?  ASIA. 

Inform  me  rather  ho^^  thy  happy  courage 
StemmM  in  the  breach  the  deluge  of  desiructioo. 
And  pass'd  umnjur»d  through  the  walks  of  death. 
Did  savage  anger  and  licentious  conquest 
Behold  the  hero  with  Aspaaia's  eyes  ? 
And,  thus  protected  in  the  general  ruin, 

0  say,  what  guardian  pew»roonvey'd  thee  hither* 

DElCSTBnrS. 

Such  strange  events,  such  unexpected  chances. 
Beyond  my  warmest  hope,  or  wildest  wishes, 
Concun^d  to  give  me  to  A»pa8ia»s  arms, 

1  stand  amaz*d,  and  ask,  if  ytst  I  clasp  tbee. 

ASPASTA. 

Suiw  Hetven  (few  wolidcw  are  not  wrought  n 

vain!) 
That  joins  us  thus, will  never  partus  more, 

SCENE  XL 

nSMBTEIUB,    ASFAS1A»   ABDALLA* 


Why  do«  tfcy  tottl  r¥Mt  iirttf  h«r«!f  > 
Recline  vpoKtuf  breB*  thy  sittki^t  Weitttie^ : 
Revive— KeviV*  to  fireedom'JMAto  \cift, 

ASrABIA. 

What<#ell>-k«ot»mToioe  pronoowM  tb*  gAiMftl^ 


Freedom  floa  A  love?  Ahr!  Pmnrtl  ooflfti^oA, 
A  sudden  mist  o'ercaste  my  darkcn'd  soul ; 
The  present,  past,  aftid  fatxKt^  swim  beforeme, 
LoM>  itkse  wiJ*perfpleirttyofJDr. 

J>£METaiUS. 

Such  extaey  4rf  love,  such  pnie  afff<?**<»v_. . 
What  wwtfa  OMB  jaerit }  or  what  raitfa  rawora  r 

ASTASIA. 

A  thousand  t'houghts,  im^wrfect  and  distracted, 
Demand  a  voice,  and  struggle  into  bhrth  i 
A  thousand  qiiestiohs  press  upon  my  tongue, 
But  all  give  way  to  rapture  and  Diemetnus. 

.   psMBiatuB. 
O  «ly,' Wgfcl  being.  In  Ais  age  of  absence, 
Whai'lWfa.  Whut  grieftr,  what  daiigert;  ftm  xhbn 

MMMfil? 


It  paits  you  now^The  haBCy  sultan  signed 
The  laws  unread,  and  flies  to  his  Irene. 

D&bfB'fBlUS. 

FixM  and  intent  on  his  Irene's  charms 
He  envies  none  the  converse  of  Aspasia, 


Aspasia'^sabstitice  trHl  inflame  stks^icion ; 
She  CBnm>t,  itMA  not,  shall  not,  linger  here  ; 
Prmibnoe  tfndf  friendship  bid  me  forc6  her  from 
yod. 

VlUBTKIL'S. 

Foice  her !  pMkHe  her  i^fh  a  toocfi,  Btt^diti  f 

ABDALLA. 

Tis  Greece,  *^is  freedom,  calls  Aspasia  hence  ; 
Yoojf  caireless  love  betrays  your  country's  cause* 

DBiirrstus. 
If  we  must  par^ 

ASTASIA. 

No  !  lee  us  die  tog^er. 


DEMETRIUS. 


If  ve  must  part  ^ 


ABt>ALtA. 

t>t&'patch ;  th'  increasing  danger 
VTilf  not  admit  a  lover's  foug  farewell. 
The  lung'dtawn  intercourse  of  sighs  slnd  kisses* 


DRMBrsivs. 


Then— O  my  fair,  I  cannot  bid  thee  go. 
Receive  her.  and  protect  her,  gracious  Heav'n ! 
Yet  let  toe  watch  lier  dear  departing  Steps, 
If  iate  pursues  me,  let  it  find  me  here. 
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Rcproai'.h  not,  Greece,  a  loT«r*«  (bnd  delays. 
Nor  think  thy  cauw  neglected  while  I  gaze ; 
Kew  force,  new  courage,  from  each  glance  I 
gain, 
Aud  find  our  passions  not  infiu'd  in  vain.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IF, 

SCENE  I. 

BEMETRius,  ASPASiA,  eutCT  as  talking. 


Knoucii — resistless  reason  calms  my  soul— 
Approving  justice  smiles  upon  youroaose. 
And  Nature's  rights  entreat  th'  asserting  sword. 
Yet,  when  your  hand  is  lifted  to  destroy. 
Think,  but  excuse  a  woman's  needless  caution,— 
IMirge  well  thy  mind  from  ev*ry  private  passion. 
Drive  intVest,  love,  and  vengeance,  fromr  thy 

thoughts. 
Fill  all  thy  ardent  breast  with  Greece  and  virtue. 
Then  strike  secure,  and  Heaven  assist  the  blow ! 

BEMBTItlUS. 

Thou  kind  assirtan  t  of  my  better  angel, 
Propitious  guide  uf  my  bewilder'd  soul. 
Calm  of  my  cares,  and  guardian  of  my  virtue ! 

ASTASIA. 

My  soal,  first  kindled  by  thy  bright  exampte 
To  noble  thought  and  gen'roos  emulation, 
Now  but  refiects  those  beams  that  flow'd  firom 
thee. 


With  native  lustre  and  unborrow'd  greatness, 
Tho»  shin'bt,  bright  maid,  superior  to  distress ; 
ITiiiike  the  trifling  race  of  vulgar  beauties, 
Thotie  glitt'ring  dew-drops  of  a  vernal  more. 
That  spread  their  colours  to  the  genial  beam. 
And  sparkling  quiver  to  the  breath  of  May ; 
But,  when  the  tempest  with  sonorous  wing 
Sweeps  o*er  the  grove,  forsake  thelab'ring  boughj 
BiFpers'd  in  air,  or  mingled  with  the  dust. 

ASTASIA. 

Forbear  this  triumph — still  new  conflicts  wait  us^ 
Foes  unforeseen,  and  dangers  unsuspected. 
l)fV  when  the  fierce  besiegers'  eager  host 
Beholds  the  fainting  garrison  retire. 
And  rushes  joyful  to  the  uaked  wall, 
Destruction  flashes  from  th'  insidious  mine. 
And  sweeps  th*  exulting  conqueror  away. 
Perhaps  iu  vain  the  suhan*s  anger  spared  me, 
To  find  a  meaner  fate  from  treacher'rous  friend- 
ship—    t 
Abdalla! 

DEMETRIUS.    . 

Can  Abtlallatben  dissemble ! 
That  fiery  chief,  renown'd  for  gen*rous  freedomi 
For  zeal  unguarded,  undissembled  hate. 
For  daring  truth,  and  turbulence  of  honour ! 

ASPASIA. 

This  open  friend,  this  undcsjgninghero, 

V'iiU  ikhmV  falsehoods  forc'd  ine  from  your  arms, 

T'>  ib6ck'iny  vuiuc  with  a  tale  of  love. 


PEMBfRfUS. 

Old  not  the  cause  of  Greece  restnin  my  svocd, 
Aspasift  should  not  fear  a  second  insult. 


His  prid^e  and  bve  by  turns  inspired  his  taagme. 
And  intermix'd  my  praises  with  his  ovd  ; 
His  wealth,  his  rank,  his  honMrs,  be  reooanCad, 
Till,  in  the  midst  of  arrogance  and  fondness, 
Th>    approachmg  sultan  foro'd   me  finm     the 

P*>ace5  

Then,  while  he  gaz'd  upon  his  yiddiiig  misUcn, 
I  stole  unheeded  from  their  ravish'd  eyes. 
And  sought  this  happy  grove  in  quest  of  thiee. 

nBMKTaiss. 

Soon  may  the  final  stroke  decide  our  fiate. 
Lest  balefbl  discord  crush  our  infant  scheme* 
And  strangled  freedom  perish  in  the  birth  ! 


My  bosom,  harassed  with  alternate  pasrioos. 
Now  hopes,  now  fear^— 

SBMSTBIUS. 

'th*  amdeties  of  love. 

ASPASIA. 

Think  how  the  Sov*reign  Aihiter  of  kingdoms 
Detests  thy  false  associates'  black  deagns. 
And  fiowns  on  penury,  revenge,  and  murder. 
Embaik'd  with  treason  on  the  seas  of  late. 
When  Heaven  shall  bidtheswelliog  ImIIovs  rage^ 
And  point  vindictive  ligfat'nmgs  at  rebettion. 
Will  not  the  patriot  share  the  trailoHs  dsnger  > 
Oh  could  thy  hand  unaided  free  thy  country. 
Nor  mingled  guilt  pcdlute  the  sacred  cause  \ 

DBMSl-aiUS. 

Permitted  oft,  though  not  inspired  by  Heaven 
Suocessful  treasons  punish  impious  kings. 


Nor  end  my  terrours  with  the  sultan's  death ; 
Far  as  futurity *s  untravelPd  waste 
Lies  open  to  conjecture's  dubious  ken, 
Onev'ry  side,  oonfiision,  rage,  and  death, 
Perhap9  the  phantoms  uf  a  woman's  fear. 
Beset  the  treacherous  way  with  fatal  ambush ; 
Bseh  Turkish  bosom  bums  fur  thy  destraction. 
Ambitious  Cali  dreads  the  stateionan^saits. 
And  hot  Abdalla  hates  the  happy  lover. 


Capricious  man  t  to  good  and  ill  inconstant. 
Too  much  to  fear  or  uust  is  equal  weakness. 
Sometimes  the  wretch,  uuaw'd  by  Heaven  or  Hell 
With  mad  devotion  idolizes  honour. 
The  bas8a,'rfseking  with  his  mast«r*s  murder, 
Perhaps  may  start  at  violated  friendship. 

ASFASIA. 

How  soon,  alas  1  will  interest,  fear,  or  envy. 
O'erlhrow  such  v^eak,  duch  accidental,  viitne. 
Nor  built  on  faith,  nor  fortified  by  cousdeDce } 


When  desp'rate  ilk  demand  a  speedy  core. 
Distrust  js  oowardioe,  ^md  prudence  fvlly. 
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A8PAUA, 

Yet  think  aiiiomcnt«  ere  yoo  court  destniction  : 
Wbatbuid»  when  death  baa  snatched  avay  De- 

metrins, 
Shall  guiird  Aspasia  from  triumphant  lust 

DIMBTVIOS. 

Dismiss  these  needless  fears— a  troop  of  Greeks, 
Well  known,  long  try'd,  expect  us  on  the  shore. 
Borne  on  the  surface  of  the  smiling  deep. 
Soon  Shalt  thon  scorn,  in  safety's  arms  reposM, 
Abdalla's  rage  and  Cali's  stratagems. 


Then  waste  no  longer  these  important  moments 
In  soft  endearments,  and  in  gentle  murmurs ; 
Nor  lose  in  love  th«  patriot  and  the  hero. 

nSMF.TRIUS. 

*Tis  love,  combined  with  guilt  alone,  that  melts 
The  BoftenM  soul  to  cowardice  and  sloth ; 
Bui  virtvous  passion  prompts  the  great  resolve, 
And  fans  the  slumbering  spiurk  of  heavenly  fire. 
Retire,  my  fair  ;  that  Pow'rtbat  smiles  on  good- 
ness 
Guide  all  thy  steps,  calm  ev'ry  stormy  thoitsht, 
And  still  tliy  bosom  with  the  voice  of  peace ! 


Still,  still,  distmst  sHs  heavy  on  my  heart. 
Wm  e'er  an  happier  hour  revisit  Greece  ? 

DEMBTRIUS.  * 

Should  Heav'n,  yet  unappeas'd,  refuse  its  aid, 
Disperse  onr  hopes,  and  frustrate  our  designs. 
Yet  shall  the  conscience  of  the  greatattempt 
Diffuse  a  brightness  o'er  our  future  days ; 
Uor  will  hiscountry's  groans  reproach  Demetrius. 
But  how*canst  thou  support  the  woes  of  exile  ? 
Canst  thou  forget  hereditary  splendours, 
To  live  obscure  upon  a  foreign  coast, 
Content  with  science,  innocence,  and  love  ? 

▲SPASIA. 

Nor  wealth,  nor  titles,  make  Aspasia's  bliss. 
Cerwhelm'd  and  lost  amidst  the  public  ruius, 
XJomov'd  1  saw  the  glittVing  trifles  perish, 
And  thought  the  petty  dross  beneath  a  sigh. 
Cheerful  1  follow  to  the  rural  cell ; 
JLove  be  my  wealth,  and  ray  distinction  virtue. 

DBMBTRIUS. 

Submissive,  and  prepared  for  each  event. 
Now  let  us  wait  the  last  award  of  Heav'n, 
Secure  of  happiness  from  flight  or  conquest. 
Nor  fear  the  fair  and  leam'd  can  want  protection. 
The  mighty  Tuscan'  courts  the  banished  arts 
To  kind  Ithalia's  hospitable  shades ; 
There  shall  soft  leisure  wing  th'  excursive  soul, 
And  Peace  propitious  smile  on  fond  desire : 
There  shall  despotic  Eloquence  resume 
Her  antient  empire  o*er  the  yielding  heart ; 
There  Poetry  shall  tune  her  sacred  votee. 
And  wake  from  ignorance  the  Western  world. 

SCENE  II. 

DSMITRirS,  ASPASIA,  CALT. 
CALL 

At  length  th»  nnwilling  Sun  resigns  the  world 
To  silence  and  to  rest    The  hours  iif  darkness, 
Propitious  hours  to  stratagem,  and  death. 
Pursue  the  last  remains  of  lingering  light. 

DBMETIIUS. 

Count  not  these  hours  as  part  of  vulgar  time. 
Think  them  a  sacred  treasure  lent  by  Heaven, 
Which,  squander'd  by  neglect,  or  fear,  or  folly, 
No  prayer  Tecmlls,  no  diligence  redeems. 
To  morrow's  dawn  shall  see  the  Turkish  king 
Stretch'd  in  the  dust,  or  tow'ring  on  his  thmiie ; 
To  mon^w's  dawn  shall  see  the  mighty  Cati 
The  sport  of  tyranny,  or  kMrd  of  nations. 


[Exit. 


ASTASIA. 

Soon  may  we  meet  again,  secure  and  free, 
To  feel  no  more  the  pangs  of  s^aralion ! 

DBMBTB1US,   CALL 
DBMEI-BIUS. 

This  night  alone  is  ours  —Our  mighty  foe. 
No  lunger  lost  in  am'rous  solitude. 
Will  now  remount  the  slighted  seat  of  empire, 
And  show  Irene  to  the  shouting  people : 
Aspasia  left  her  sighing  in  his  arms. 
And  libt'ning  to  the  pleasing  tale  of  pow'r ; 
With  softenM  voice  she  dropp'd  the  Csint  refusal^ 
Smiling  consent  she  sat,  andUusbing  love. 

CALL 

Now,  tyrant,  with  satiety  of  beauty  [after 

Now  feast  tbine  eyes,  thine  eyes  that  ne'er  here- 
Shall  dart  thwraro'rousglancerat  the  fair. 
Or  glare  on  Call  with  malignant  beams. 

SCENE  III. 

OfeSCB-mtUS,    CAfcl,    LIOMTIUS,   ABDAIXA* 
IBOKTIUS. 

Our  bark  unseen  has  reach'd  th'  appointed  bay. 
And  «bere  yon  trees  wave  o'er  the  foaming  surge 
Keclines  against  tlie  shore  :  our  Grecian  troop 
Extends  its  lines  along  the  sandy  beach, } 
Elate  with  hope,  and  panting  for  a  foe. 

ABDAI.LA. 

The  inv'ring  winds  assist  tlte  great  design. 
Sport  in  o«r  sail*,  and  murmur  o'er  the  deep. 

CAtt. 

'Tis  well — A  single  blow  completes  our  wishes ; 
Return  with  speed,  Leontius,  to  your  charge ; 
The  Greeks,  disordcrM  by  their  leader's  absence. 
May  droop  4ismay'd,  or  kindle  into  madness. 


Suspected  still  I — What  villain's  pois'nous  tongue 
Dare  join  Leontius'  name  with  fear  or  falsehood  } 
Have  I  for  this  preserv'd  my  guiltless  bosom, 
Pure  as  the  tl^oughts  of  infant  innocence  ? 
Have  I  for  this  dcfy'd  the  chiefs  of  Turkey, 
Intrepid  in  the  flaming  front  of  war  ? 

CALL 

Hast  thou  not  searched  my  soul's  profbnndest 

thoughts  } 
Is  not  the  fate  of  Greece  and  Call  thine? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


M4 


JOHUnON'S  POEMS. 


T,B0KTlt8. 

Why  bfts  thy  choice  then  pointed  oat  Leootias, 
Unfit  to  share  this  night's  illostrious  toils  ? 
To  vait  repnote  froni  action,  and  from  honour. 
An  idle  list'ner  to  the  distant  cries 
Of  slaughter'd  infidels,  and  clash  of  swords } 
Tell  me  the  cause,  that  while  thy  name,  Deme- 
trius, 
Shall  soar  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  glory, 
DespisM  and  cor8*d,  Leontius  must  descend 
lliTough  hissing  ages,  a  proverbial  coward, 
The  tale  of  women,  and  the  scorn  of  fools  ; 

DEMBTltlUSk 

Can  bnve  Leoniius  be  the  slave  of  glory  ? 
Olory,  the  casual  gift  of  thooghtlefs  crowds  I 
Glory,  the  bribe  of  avaricious  virtue ! 
Be  but  my  country  free,  be  thine  the  praise ; 
I  ask  oo  witness,  but  attesting  conscience. 
No  records,  but  the  records  of  the  sky. 


Wilt  thou  then  head  the  troop  upon  the  shore. 
While  1  destroy  the  oppressor  of  mankiiid  ? 

DEMBTRIUS. 

What  canst  thou  boast  superior  to  Demetrius  ? 
Ask  to  whose  sword  the  Greeks  will  trust  their 

cause, 
My  name  shall  echo  tbiough  the  shouting  field : 
Demand  whose  force  yon  Turkish  heroes  dread, 
The  sbudd'ring  camp  shall  murmur  out  Deme- 
trius. 

CALL 

Must  Greece  still  wretched  by  her  children's  folly. 
For  ever  mourn  their  avarice  or  factions  ? 
Demetrius  justly  pleads  a  double  title; 
The  lover^  int'rest  aids  the  patriot's  claim. 

LBONTIUS. 

My  pride  shall  ne'er  protract  my  country's  woes; 
Soooeed,  my  firiend,  unenvied  by  Leontius. 


I  fed  new  spirit  shoot  along  my  nerves, 
My  Boul  expands  to  meet  approaching  freedom. 
Now  hover  o'er  us  with  propitious  wings, 
Yc  sacred  shades  of  patriots  and  of  martyrs  1 
All  ye,  whose  blood  tyrannic  rageefifus'd. 
Or  persecution  drank,  attend  our  call ; 
And  from  the  mansions  of  perpetual  peace 
DesceiMi,  to  sweeten  labours  once  your  own  \ 

CALL 

Go  then,  and  with  united  eloquence  [beam 
Confirm  your  troops  $  and  when  the  Moon's  fair 
Plays  on  the  quiv'ring  waves,  to  guide  our  flight, 
Return,  Demetrius,  and  be  free  for  ever. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Leon. 

SCENE  IV. 

CALI,  ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA. 

How  the  new  monarch,  swelPd  with  airy  rule, 
Looks  down,  contemptuous,  from   his  fancy  d 

height, 
And  otters  fate  unmindful  of  Abdafla ! 


Far  be  such  blank  ragratitode  fival  Cali! 
When  Asians  natieos  own  me  fiDv  their  lord. 
Wealth,  and  command,  and  grandeur,  shall  be 


ABDA  LLA-. 

Is  this  the  recompense  reserved  for  eie  ? 
Dar'st  thou  thus  dally  with  Abdalla's  paasioa; 
Henceforward  hope  no  more  my  slighted  friead- 
ship,  [tortnrK, 

Wake  firom  thy  dream  of  power  to  death  aod 
And  bid  thy  visionary  tbrune  farewell. 

CALI. 

Name,  and  enjoy  thy  wish'-* 


I  need  not  mnie  ij 
Aspasia's  lovers  know  but  one  denre. 
Nor  hope,  nor  wish,  nor  live,  but  for  Aspasiau 

CALI. 

That  fktal  beanty  plighted  to  Demetnua 
Heaven  makes  not  mine  to  gtve^ 

ABDALLA. 

Nor  to  deny. 


Obtain  her,  and  possess ;  thou  know'st  thy  rival 

ilBDALLA. 

Too  well  1  know  him,  since  on  Thracia's  plains 
I  felt  the  force  of  his  tempestuous  arm, 
And  saw  my  scattered  squadrons  fly  before  him. 
Nor  will  I  trust  th'  unceitain  chance  of  oomfaat; 
The  rights  of  princes  let  the  sword  deckle^ 
The  petty  claims  of  empire  and  of  boooor : 
Revenge  and  subtle  jealousy  sl)^  teach 
A  surer  passage  to  h'ls  hated  heart. 

OALI.     * 

O  spare  the  gallant  Greek,  in  him  we  lose 
The  politician's  arts,  and  heroes  flame. 


When  next  we  meet  before  we  storm  the  palace. 
The  bowl  shall  circle  lo  confirm  our  league; 
Then  shall  these  juices  taint  Demetrius'  draught, 
[Showing  a  pkimL 
And  stream   destructive  through  his   freezing 

veins : 
Thus  shall  he  live  to  strike  th'  important  blow. 
And  perish  ere  he  taste  the  joysof  oonqueat. 

SCENE  V. 

MAHOMET,     MVSTAPBA,    CALX,   ABDALLA. 

.    MAHOMET. 

« 

Henceforth  for  ever  ha{ipy  be  this  day, 

Sacrod  to  love,  to  pleasure,  and  Irene  1 

rhe  matchless  fair  has  bleas'd  me  with  cob^- 

anoe; 
Let  every  tongue  resoond  Irene's  praiae, 
And  spread  the  genend  transport  tfaroiigfa  antt- 

kind. 
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Ble5t  punci',  for  whom  indalgent  Heav*n  ordains 
At  once  the  joys  of  paradise  and  empire, 
Now  join  thy  people's  and  thy  CnllN  prayers  j 
Sufipend  thy  passage  to  the  seats  of  bliss. 
Nor  wish  for  Hoories  in  Irene's  arms. 

MAHOMET. 

Forbear— I  know  the  long-try'd  faith  of  Cali. 

CAII. 

0  !  could  the  eyes  of  kings,  like  those  of  Heav'D, 
Search  to  the  dark  recesses  of  the  soul. 

Oft  would  they  find  ingratituo'e  and  trevson, 
By  smileB.  and  oaths,  and  praises  ill  nisgnisM. 
Ht>w  rarely  would  they  meet,  in  crouded  courts, 
Fidelity  so  firm,  to  pure,  as  mine. 

MUBTAPBA. 

Yet,  ere  we  give  our  kx>senM  thoughts  to  rapture, 
I«ct  prudence  obviate  an  impending  danger  : 
Tainted  by  sloth,  the  parent  of  sedition. 
The  hungry  janizary  burns  for  plunder, 
And  growls  in  private  o'er  his  idle  sabre. 

MABOMST. 

To  stiir  their  murmurs,  ere  the  twentieth  Sun 
Shall  shed  his  beams  u^Mn  the  bridal  bed,, 

1  rouse  to  war,  and  conquer  for  Irene. 

Then  shall  the  Rhodian  mourn  his  sinking  tow'1%, 
And  Bnda  fall,  and  proud  Vienna  tremble : 
Tlien  shall  Venetia  feel  the  Turkish  pow'r. 
And  subject  seas  roar  round  their  queen  in  vain. 


Hien  seize  fair  Italy's  delightful  coast, 
To  fix  your  standard  in  imperial  Rume. 

MAIIOMV.T. 

ller  sons  malicious  clemency  shall  spare, 
To  form  new  legends,  sanctify  new  crimes. 
To  canoui/e  the  slaves  of  superstition, 
And  fill  the  world  with  follies  and  impostures* 
Till  angry  Heav'n  shall  mark  them  out  for  ruin, 
And  war  o*erwlielm  them  in  their  dream  of  vice. 
O,  could  hi^r  fabled  saints  and  boasted  prayers 
Call  ftjrih  her  antient  heroes  to  the  fiHd,    [lions, 
How  should  I  joy,  'midst  the  fierce  shock  of  na- 
To  cmss   the  tow'rings  of  an  equal  ^oul. 
And  bid  the  master  ;;enius  rule  the  world  ! 
Abdalla,  Cali,  go — proclaim  my  purprwe, 

[Eieunt  Cali  and  Abdalla. 

SCENE  VI. 

MAnOMBT,   MrSTAFHS. 
MAUOMBT. 

Still  Cali  lives :  and  must  he  live  to  mormw  ? 
That  fawning  villain's  forc*d  congratulations 
Will  cloud  my  triumphs,  and  pollute  the  day. 

MirSTAFBA. 

With  cautions  vigilance,  at  my  command. 
Two  faithful  captains,  Ha^an  and  Caraza, 
Pursue  him  through  his  labyrinths  of  treason, 
And  wait  your  summons  lo  report  his  conduct. 


Call  theni— but  lei  them  not  prolong  their  tale. 
Nor  press  too  much  upon  a  lover's  patience. 

[£xtt  Mustapha. 

SCENE  VII. 

MAUOMET,  SOLUS. 

Whome'er  the  hope,  still  blasted,  still  rcnew'd. 
Of  happiness  lures  on  from  toil  to  toil, 
Rcmf'uiber  Mahomet,  and  cease  tliy  labour. 
Behold  him  here,  in  love,  in  war,  successful, 
Behold  hi:n  wretched  in  his  double  triumph  ; 
His  fav'rite  faithless,  and  his  mistress  base. 
Ambition  only  gave  her  to  my  arms, 
By  reason  not  convinc'd,  nor  won  by  love. 
Ambition  was  her  crime  ;  but  meaner  folly 
D(x>m8  me  to  loath  at  once,  and  doat  on  false- 
And  idolize  th'  apostate  I  contemn.  [hood, 

if  thou  art  more  than  the  gay  dream  of  fancy. 
Mora  than  a  pleasing  sound  without  a  meaning, 
O  happiuess !  sure  thou  art  all  Aspasia's. 

SCENE  VIH. 

MAHOMET,   MUSTAPBA,  BA8AM,    CABAZA. 


MAIIOMST. 

Caraza  speak-^have  ye  remarkM  tbe 


Close,  as  we  might  unseen,  we  watch'd  his  steps ; 
Mis  air  disorder 'd,  andbisgBit  unequal, 
Betray'd  the  wild  emotions  of  his  mind. 
Sudden  he  stops,  and  inward  turns  his  eyes, 
Absorb'd  in  thought;  then,  starting  from  bis 

trance, 
Constrains  a  sudden  smile,  and  shoots  away. 
With  him  Abdalla  we  beheld^ 

MVSTAPnA. 

Abdallal 

MAHOMET. 

He  wears  of  late  resentment  on  his  biow, 
Deny'd  the  government  of  Servia's  province. 


We  matk'd  him  storming  In  excess  of  fury. 
And  heard,  within  the  thicket  that  oonceal'd  us. 
All  undistinguish'd  sound  of  threat'ning  rage.  ' 

MUSTAPflA. 

How  guilt,  oncehartK>ur*d  m  the  conscious  bresst, 
Intimidate*  the  brave,  degrades  the  great ; 
See  Cali,  dresd  of  king$,  and  pride  of  armies. 
By  treason  lerel'd  with  the  dregs  of  men  ! 
Ere  guilty  fear  tlepress'd  the  hoary  chief. 
An  angry  murmtur,  a  rebeirious  frown. 
Had  suetch*d  the  fiery  Iwasier  in  the  g^ve. 


Shall  monarchs  fear  to  draw  the  sword  of  justice, 
Aw'dby  the  crowd,  and  by  their  slaves  restrain 'd  ? 
Seize  him  this  night,  and  through  tbe  piivato 

passage 
Convey  him  to  the  prion's  inmost  depths, 
Reserv'd  to  all  the  pangs  ol  tedious  death. 


{Exeunt  ^lahomet  and  Mustapha. 
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SCENE  IX. 


BASAN'j    CARAZA. 


Shall  then  the  Greeks,  uopuoisb'd  and  cofioeard> 
Contrive  perhaps  the  ruin  (if  our  empire. 
League  wiib  our  chiefs  and  propagate  sedition? 


Whatever  their  scheme,  the  bassa's  death  de- 

feaU  it, 
And  gratitude's  strong  ties  restrain  my  tongue. 

HilSAN. 

What  ties  to  slaves  ?  what  gratitude  to  foes  ? 


In  that  black  day  when  slaughtered  thousands  fell 
Atound  tbpse  fatal  wail$,  the  tide  of  war 
Bure  me  victorious  onward,  where  Demetrius 
Tore  unresisted  from  the  (riant  hand 
Of  stem  Sebaiias  the  triumphant  cresc«'nt, 
And  dashM  the  might  of  Asam  from  ihe  ram* 

pans. 
There  I  became,  nor  blush  to  make  it  known. 
The  captive  of  bis  sword.     The  coward  Greeks, 
Enrag'd  by  wrongs,  exulting  with  success, 
IXiom'd  me  to  die  with  all  the  Turkish  captains; 
But  brave  Demetrius  scom'd  the  mean  revenge, 
And  gave  me  life.^ 


Do  thou  repay  the  gift, 
I  est  unrewarded  mercy  lose  its  charms. 
Profuse  of  wealth,  or  bounteous  of  success, 
When  Heav'n  bestows  the  privilege  to  bless ; 
JjRi  no  weak  donbt  the  gen'rous  hand  re^traiu. 
For  when  was  pow*r  beneftcent  in  vain  ? 

[Etceuut. 

jiCT  F. 
SCENE  1. 

ASPASIA,   SOLA. 

In  these  dark  moments  of  suspended  fate. 
While  yet  the  future  fortune  of  my  country 
Lies  in  the  womb  of  Providence  conceaPd, 
And  anxious  angels  wait  the  mighty  birth  $ 
O  grant  thy  sacred  influence,  powerful  Viitue  ! 
Attentive  rise,  survey  the  fair  creation, 
Tillf  conscious  of  th*  encircling  deity. 
Beyond  the  mists  of  care  ihy  pinion  tow'rs. 
This  calm,  these  joys,  dear  innocence!  are  thine: 
Joys  ill  exchang'dfor  jcold,  and  pride,  and  empire. 
[£at€r  Irene  an(/ Attendants. 

SCENE    II. 
ASPASIA,  xasNf,   and  Attendants. 


See  how  the  Moon  through  all  th*  unclouded  sky 
Spreads  her  mild  radiance,  and  descending  dews 
Revive  the  languid  Aow'rs;  thus  Nature  shoue 
New  from  ihe  Maker's  hand,  and  fair  array'd 
In  the  bright  colours  of  primeval  spring ; 
When  purity,  while  fraud  was  yet  unknown, 


Play'd  fearless  in  th*  tnviolated  sbadev. 
This  elemental  joy,  this  gen'ral  calm, 
Is  sure  the  smile  of  unoffcnded  Heav'n. 
Yet!  why- 


Behold,  within  th*  embow'ring  grove 
Aspasia  stands — 


With  melancholy  mira, 
Pensive,  and  envious  of  Irene's  greatness. 
Steal  onperceiv'd  upon  her  meditations^ 
But  see,  the  lofty  maid,  at  onr  approach, 
Ke»umes  th*  imperious  air  of  haughty  rirtoe. 
Are  these  th'  unceasing  joys,  th*  numinglcd  plea- 
sures [To  .\9pssii. 
For  which  Aspasia  scomM  the  Turkish  crown  f 
Is  this  th'  unshaken  confidence  in  Heav*n? 
Is  this  the  boasted  bliss  of  cooscrans  virtue? 
When  did  content  sigh  out  her  cares  in  secret  r 
When  did  felicity  repine  in  deserts  ? 


Ill  suits  with  guilt  the  gaieties  of  triumph : 
When  daring  vice  insults  eternal  Justice, 
The  ministers  of  wrath  forget  compassion^ 
And  snatch  the  flaming  bolt  with  hasty  haDtl 


Forbear  thy  threats,  proud  prophetei»  of  ill, 
Vers'd  in  the  secret  counsels  of  the  sky. 


Forbear  ! — But  thou  art  sunk  beneath  reproach ; 
In  vain  affected  raptures  flush  the  cheek, 
And  songR  of  pleasure  warble  from  the  tongue, 
When  fear  and  anguish  labour  in  the  breast, 
And  all  within  is  darkness  and  confuskw. 
Thus  on  deceitful  Etna's  flciw'ry  side 
Unfading  verdure  glads  the  roving  eye; 
While  secret  flames,  with  unextinguished  rsgf, 
Insatiate  on  her  wasted  entraib  prey. 
And  melt  her  treacherous  beauties  into  rain, 

[^nter  Demetrius. 

SCENE  III. 

ASPASIA,    inKNX,    DCMBTtlVS. 
DBMBTB1V8. 

Fly,  fly,  my  love !  destruction  rushes  on  os, 
The  rack  expects  us,  ami  the  sword  pureoes. 

ASPASIA. 

Is  Greece  deliver'd  ?  is  the  tyrant  £slI*o  ? 

SESCETRJUS. 

Greece  is  no  more;  the  prosperous  tyraat  lives, 
Keserv'd  for  other  lands,  the  scourge  of  Utvi'n. 

ASPASIA. 

Say  by  what  fraud,  what  force,  were  yew  d^ 

foated? 
Betray'd  by  falsehood  or  by  crowds  overborne? 

DBMBTBIVS. 

The  pressing  exigence  forbids  rdatioB. 
Abdalla  -«- 
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Hated  name!  hts  jealous  rage 
Brake  oat  in  perfidy— Ob  cun'd  A^pasia, 
Born  to  complete  the  nun  of  her  country ! 
Hide  me,  oh  hide  me  from  upbraiding  Greece ; 
Oh,  bide  me  from  myself! 

DEXBTRIUS. 

Be  fruitless  yrief 
The  doom  of  guilt  alooe,  nor  dare  to  seize 
The   breast  where  virtue  guards  the  throne  of 

peace. 
Devolve,  dear  maid,  thy  sorrows  on  the  wretch, 
Whose  fear,  or  rage,  or  treachery,  betray  us ! 

XR^NB,  aside. 

A  private  station  may  discovt-r  more  ; 
Then  let  me  rid  ihem  of  In»ne'8  pr^^icnce : 
Proceed,  and  give  a  loose  to  love  and  treason. 

[fyilhdravs, 

▲SPASIA. 

Yet  tell. 

DPMBTRIUS, 

To  tell  or  bear  were  waste  of  life. 

ASPASJA. 

The  life  which  only  this  design  supported, 
Were  now  well  lost  in  hearing  bow  you  fail'd. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Or  meanly  fraudulent  or  madly  gay, 
Abdalla,  while  we  waited  near  the  palace. 
With  ill-tim*d  mirth  piropos'd  the  bowl  of  love. 
Just  as  it  reached  my  lips,  a  sudden  cry 
Urg*d  me  to  dash  it  io  the  ground  untouched, 
And  seize  my  svord  with  disein-umbeT'd  band. 

ASPASIA. 

What  cry  ?  The  stratagem  ?  Did  then  Abdalla— 

DEHBTBlUa 

At  once  a  thousand  possions  fir'd  bis  cheek  I 
««  Then  all  is  past,"  he  cry'd — and  darted  from 
Nor  at  the  call  of  Cali  deign *d  to  turn.         [us  ; 

A8PA8IA. 

Why  did  you  stay,  deserted  and  betray'd } 
What  more  could  force  attempt,  or  art  contrive  > 

DBMBTRfUS. 

Amazement  seiz'd  us,  and  the  hoary  bassa 
Stood  torpid  in  suspense  ;  but  soon  Abdalla 
Retoni'd  with  force  that  made  resistance  vain, 
Aud  bade  his  new  confederates  seize  the  traitors. 
Cali  disarmM  was  borne  away  to  death ; 
Myself  escap'd,  or  favour'd,  or  neglected. 

ASFASIA. 

O  Gmcc©  !  i-enown'd  for  science  and  for  wealth, 
Behold  thy  boasted  honours  saafdi'd  away. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Though  disappointment  blast  our  general  scheme, 
Yet  roudi  remains  to  hope.     I  shall  not  call 
Tbe  day  disastrous  that  secures  our  flight; 
Nor  think  that  effort  lost  which  rescues  thee. 

[£ii(«r  Abdalla. 


SCENE  IV. 

IRBNE,    ASPA3IA,    DEMBTRlUS,    ABDALLA. 

ABDALLA. 

At  length  the  prise  is  mine — ^The  haughty  maid 
That  bears  the  fate  of  empiresi  in  her  air. 
Henceforth  shall  live  for  me  ;   for  me  alone 
Shall  plume  her  charms*  and,  with  attentive 

watch, 
Steal  from  Abdalla's  eye  the  sign  to  imile. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Cease  this  wild  roar  of  savage  exultation  : 
Advance,  and  perish  in  the  frantic  boast. 

ASPASIA. 

Forbrar,  Demetrius,  His  Af  pasia  calls  thee  | 
Thy  love,  Aspasia,  calls ;  restraiio  thy  sword  ; 
Nor  rui»h  on  useless  wouuds  with  idle  courage. 

DEXBTRIUS. 

What  BOW  remains  ? 

ASPASIA. 

It  now  remains  to  dy  1 

DEMETRIUS. 

Shall  then  the  savage  live,  to  boast  his  insult; 
Tell  how  Demetrius  shurfnM  his  single  hand, 
And  stole  his  life  and  mistress  from  his  sabrtf? 


Infetuate  loiterer,  has  Fate  in  vain 
Unclasp'd  his  iron   gripe  to  set  thee  free  } 
Still  dost  thou  flutter  in  the  jaws  of  death  ; 
Soar'd  with  thy  fears,  and  maz'd  with  stupe^ 
fection  ? 

DBMBTRIUS. 

Forgive,  my  fair ;  *tislife,  'tis  nature  calls  : 
Now,  traitor,  feel  the  fear  that  chills  my  hand. 

ASPASIA. 

'Tis  madness  to  provoke  superfluous  danger. 
And  cowardice  to  dread  the  boast  uf  folly. 


Fly,  wretch,  while  yet  my  pity  grants  liiee  flight  4 
The  power  of  Turkey  wails  upon  thy  call. 
Leave  but  this  maid,  resign  a  hopeless  claim, 
And  drag  away  thy  life  in  scorn  aud  safety. 
Thy  life,  too  meau  a  prey  to  lure  Abdala, 

DF.MBTRIV8. 

Once  more  I  dare  thy  sword  ;  behold  the  prize. 
Behold  I  quit  her  to  the  chance  of  battle. 

[Quitting  Aspasia, 


Well  may'st  thou  call  thy  master  to  the  combat, 
And  try  the  hazard,  that  hast  nought  to  .stake ; 
Alike  my  death  or  thine  is  ga'n  to  thee ; 
But  soon  thou  shalt  repent :  another  moment 
Shall  throw  th*  atlcndinjf  janizari<^s  muiid  thee. 
lExit  hailily  AbdaUa. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


5»8 


JOILNSONIS  POEMS- 


SCENE  V. 


ASVASlAf   IBENP,  DEMETRIUS. 


Abdalla  fills ;  now,  Fortune,  all  is  mine.  [//siWe. 
Haste,  Mnrza,  to  tfa^  palace,  let  the  ^tiltan 

[7o  owe  •/  her  Attendants. 
Dispatch  bi.<  gruards  to8top  the  flyinj;  traitcfr.s, 
While  I  pioiract  their  stay.  Be  swift  n.w\  faith- 
ful. «  [Exit  Mvrza. 
This  lucky  stratagem  shall  charm  the  Sultan, 
Secure  his  confidence,  and  fix  hi«  love.  [Asine. 

DKMBTRIU8. 

Behold  a  boaster's  worth  !  Now  snatch,  my  fair. 
The  happy  moment ;  hahten  to  the  shore. 
Ere  he  return  with  thousands  at  his  side. 


In  vain  I  listen  to  th'  inviting  call 
Of  freedom  and  of  love ;  my  trembling  joints, 
RelaxM  with  fear,  refuse  to  bear  me  forward. 
Depart,  Demetrius,  lest  my  fate  involve  thee  ^ 
Forsake  a  wretch  abandon'd  to  despair , 
To  share  the  miseries  herself  has  caus'd. 

OEMETRTUS. 

Let  us  not  struggle  with  th*  eternal  will, 
Nor  languish  o'er  irreparable  ruins ; 
Come,  haste  and  live — ^Thy  innocence  and  truth 
Shall  bless  our  wand'rings,  and  propitiate  Heav'n. 


Press  not  her  flight,  while  yet  her  feeble  nerves 
Refuse  their  office,  and  uncertain  life 
Still  labours  with  imaginary  woe ; 
Here  let  me  tend  her  with  officious  care, 
Watch  each  unquiet  flutter  of  the  breast. 
And  joy  to  feel  the  vital  warmth  return. 
To  see  the  cloud  fbrsftke  her  ktudling  cheek, 
And  hail  the  rosy  dawn  of  rising  health. 


Oh  I  rather,  scornful  of  flagitious  greitness. 
Resolve  to  share  our  dangers  and  our  toils. 
Companion  of  our  flight,  illustrious  exile, 
I^'ave  slavery,  guilt,  and  infamy  behind. 


My  soul  attends  thy  voice,  and  banish'd   virtue 
Strives  to  regain  her  empire  of  the  mind : 
Assist  her  eflF>rt8  with  her  strong  persuasion  ; 
Sure  'tis  the  happy  hour  ordain'd  abovQ, 
When  vanquished  vice  shall  tyrannize  no  more. 

DEMBTRfUS. 

Kemember  peace  and  anguish  are  before  thee, 
Aud  honour  and  reproach,  and  Heav'n  and  HelL 

ASPASIA. 

Content  with  freedom,  and  precarious  greatness. 

DVxrrRivs. 

Now  maJsc  thy  choice,  while  yet  the  pow'r  of 

choice 
Kind  Heav'n  affords  thee,  and  Inviting  mercy 
Holds  out  her  hand  to  lead  thee  back  to  truth. 


Stay — in  this  dobioos  twilight  of  conviction, 
The  gleams  of  reason,  and  the  clouds  of  pasaioB, 
Irradiate  and  obscure  my  breast  by  tuiua  : 
f^iay  but  a  moment,  and  prevailing  truth 
\\\\\  spread  resistless  lig^t  apoa  my  souL 

DENBTRIUS. 

But  frince  none  knows  the  danger  of  a  moment. 
And  Heav'n  f»rbid8to  lavish  life  away. 
Let  kind  compulsion  terminate  the  contest. 

[Sffixuig  ker  kaiti. 
Yf.  Christian  captives,  follow  roe  to  freedooi ; 
A  galley  waits  ua,  and  the  winds  invite. 

IREKB. 

Whence  is  this  violence  ? 

DEMBTRIUS. 


Your  calmer  thought 


Will  teach  a  gentler  term. 


Forbear  this  rudeoes« , 
And  learn  the  rev'rencc  due  to  Turkey's  qiie<'u : 
Fly,  slaves,  and  call  the  sultan  to  my  rescue. 

DBSIETKIUS. 

Farewell,  unhappy  maid  :  may  every  joy 

Be  thine,  that  wealth  can  give,  or  guilt  recciw  ' 


And  when,  ^HHitemptnoas  of  imperial  powV, 
Disease  shall  phase  the  phantoms  of  ambitioni 
May  penHknce  attend  thy  raoumfnl  bed. 
And  wing  thy  latest  prayer  to  pitying  Heav'a  1 
{^Exeunt  Dem. Asp.tcifA  part  of'  the  »Ueud»ui%, 

SCENE  VL 

[Irsmb  walks  at  a  distance  from  her  attendants.] 

Jfter  a  povse. 

Against  the  head,  which  innocence  secares. 
Insidious  malice  aims  her  darts  in  vain,  [Hear'n. 
Tum'd  backwards  by  the  powerful  breath  of 
Perhaps  even  now  the  lovers  unparsu'd 
Bound  o'er  the  sparkling  waves.  Go,  happy  bark. 
Thy  sacred  freight  shall  still  the  raging  main. 
To  guide  thy  passage  shall  th'  aerial  spirits 
Fill  all  the  starry  lamps  with  double  blaze ; 
Th'  applauding  sky  shall  pour  forth  all  iu  beams, 
to  gracethe  triumph  of  victorious  virtue  ; 
While  I,  not  yet  famiii&r  to  my  crimes. 
Recoil  from  thought,  and  shudder  at  myseiC 
How  am  I  chang'd  !  How  lately  did  liene 
Ply  from  the  busy  pleasures  of  her  sex,  [t>nmc«. 
Well  pleas'd  to  search  the  treasures  of  rumem- 
And  live  her  guiltless  moments  u'eranew  I 
'lome,  let  us  seek  new  pleasures  in  the  palace, 

[To  ker  attendants  gomg  of. 
Till  soft  fotigu  Aivite  us  to  repose. 

SCENE  VIL 

[ F.atcf  MUsiAPflA^  meeting  and  stoppijf^  he r.] 

MUSTAPHA. 

Fair  faltthttMi,  stay. 
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fmEHt. 
What  dream  of  sodcten  power 
HasUtt^ht  mv  slave  the  language  of  command  ! 
Henceforth  be  wise,  nor  hope  a  second  pardon. 

MUSTAFIIA.  i 

Who  calk  for  paidon  from  a  wretch  condemn'd  ? 


Thy  look,  thy  speech,  thy  action,  all  if  wUd- 
Who  charges goiltoo  me  ?  [noss— 

MU4TAPHA. 

Who  chariees  guilt ! 
Ask  thy  heart ;  attend  the  voice  of  conscience— • 
Who  charges  guilt !  lay  by  this  proud  resent- 


That  ftres  thy  cheek,  and  elevates  thy  mien. 
Nor  thus  usurp  the  dignity  of  virtue. 
Review  this  day. 

IREMB. 

Whate'er  thy  accusation, 
The  sulUn  is  my  judge. 

MVSTAPBA. 

That  hope  is  past ; 
Hard  was  the  strife  of  justice  and  of  love ; 
Bat  now  'tis  o'er,  and  justice  has  prcvailM. 
Know'st  thou  not  Cali  ?  know'st  thou  not  Deme- 
trius? 

ISBMB. 

Bold  slave,  I  know  them  both— I  know  them  trai- 
tors. 

MVSTAPHA. 

Perfidious !  —  yes  —  too  well  thou  know'st  them 


traitors. 


IRBNB. 


laENB. 

What  wild  mistake  is  thist   Take  hence  with 

speed 
Your  robe  of  mourning,  and  your  dogs  of  death. 
Quick  from  my  sight,  you  inauspicious  monsters. 
Nor  dare  henoefoith  to  shock  Irene's  walks. 


Alas !   they  come  commanded  by  the  sultan, 
Th»  unpitying  ministers  of  Turkish  justice. 
Nor  dare  to  spare  the  life  his  frown  condemns. 

IBBNB. 

Are  these  the  rapid  thunderbolts  of  war. 
That  pour  with  sudden  violence  on  kingdoais. 
And  spread  their  flames  resistless  d'erthe  world  ? 
What  sleepy  charms  benumb  these  active  heroes. 
Depress  their  spirits,  and  reUrd  their  speed  ? 
Beyond  the  fear  of  lrog*ring  punishment, 
Aspasia  aow  within  her  lover's  arms 
Securely  sleeps,  and  in  delightful  dreams 
Smiles  at  the  threat'nings  of  defeated  rage. 


We  come,  bright  virgin,  though  relenting  na- 
ture 

Shrinks  at  the  hated  task,  for  thy  destruction ; 

When  ^ummon'd  br  the  sultan's  olam'rous  fury. 

We  ask'dwith  tim'rous  tongue  th»  offender's 
name. 

He  struck  his  tortur'd  breast,  and  roar>d,  Irene. 

We  started  at  the  sound,  again  inquired ; 

Again  his  thund'ring  voice  retum'd,  Irene. 

IBBNB. 

Whence  is  this  rage  ?  what  barb'rous  tongue  has 

wrong'd  me  ? 
What  fraud  misleads  him  ?  or  what  crimes  in- 


Their  treason  throws  no  stain  upon  Irene. 
This  day  has  {irov'd  my  fondness  fur  the  sultan  ', 
He  knew  Irene's  truth. 


The  suUan  knows  it. 
He  knows  bow  near  aposUcy  to  treason— 
But 'tis  not  mine  to  judge — I  scorn  and  leave  thee. 
I  go,  lest  vengeance  urge  my  hand  to  bkxxl, 
To  blood  too  mean  to  sUin  a  soldier's  sabre. 

lExit  Mustapha. 

tatif  B,  to  her  attendanU. 

Go,  blust'ring  slave—  He  has  not  heard  of  Murza. 
That  dext'rous  message  frees  me  from  suspicion. 

SCENE  VUI. 

Enter  Habaiv,  CAHAth,  with  Mutes,  who  throw 
the  black  robe  upon  lRE!«k,  and  sign  to  her 
attendtmtM  to  withdraw. 


Forgive,  feir  excellence,  th'  unwilling  tongue, 
llie  tongue,  that,  forc'd  by  strong  necessity. 
Bids  beautgr  tneh  a»  thine  prepare  to  die. 


? 


HASAN. 


Expiring  Cali  nam'd  Irene's  chamber. 
The  place  appointed  for  his  master's  death. 

IRE  KB. 

Irene's  chamber  !  From  my  faithful  boKNn 
Far  be  the  thought — But  hear  my  protestation. 

CARAZA. 

'Tis  oura,  alas  !  to  puiiish,  not  to  judge, 
Not  caird  to  try  the  cause,  we  heard  the  sen- 
tence, 
Ordain'd  the' mournful  messengers  of  death. 


Some  ill-designing  statesmen's  base  intrigue ! 
Some  cruel  stratagem  of  jealous  beauty  ! 
Perhaps  yourselves  the  villains  that  defame  me. 
Now  haste  to  murder,  ere  returning  thought 
Becal  th'  extorted  doom.— -It  most  be  so  : 
Confer  your  crime,  or  lead  me  to  the  sultan; 
There  dauntless  truth  ^hall  blast  the  vile  accuser ; 
Then  shall  yon  feel  what  language  cannot  utter,. 
Each  piercing  torture,  ev'ry  change  of  pain, 
That  vengeance  can  invent,  or  pow»r  infiict. 
[Enter  Aboall  a  ;   he  stops  short  and  listeM, 
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SCENE  IX. 


inKWE,    HASAN,    CARAZA,   ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA,    Otlde, 

A!l  is  not  lost,  Abdalia ;  see  the  qaeen, 
See  the  last  witness  of  thy  guilt  and  fear 
£nix>b'd  in  death— Dispatch  her,  and  be  great. 


Uohappy  fair !  compassion  calls  upon  me 
Toch«»ck  this  torrent  of  imperious  ra«re  ; 
While  unavailing  an^r  crowds  thv  tongue 
With  idle  threats  and  fruitless  exclamation. 
The  fraudful  moments  ply  their  silent  wings. 
And  steal  thy  life  away.     Death's  horrid  angel 
Already  shakes  bis  bloody  sabre  o'er  thee. 
The  raging sulUn  bums  till  our  return. 
Curses  the  dull  delays  of  lingering  mercy. 
And  thinks  bis  fatal  mandates  ill  obey'd. 

ABDALLA. 

Is  then  your  sovereign's  life  so  cheaply  rat<:d, 
That  thus  you  parly  with  detected  treason  ? 
Sbould  she  prevail  to  gain  the  suhaifs  presence, 
Soon  might  her  tears  engage  a  lover's  credit; 
Perhaps  her  malice  might  trainsfer  the  charge ; 
Perhaps  her  peis^Bous  tongoe  might  blast  Ab- 
dalia. 

tRBHE. 

0  let  me  hut  be  heard,  nor  fear  fix»m  me 
Or  flights  of  pow'r,  or  projei-ts  of  ambition. 
My  ho^,  Kiy^inN^ht^,  terunnate  in  life, 
Aiitt;ftUf<b»iS9r,gr^f»^n4  ^r  repentance. 

'''''"*'         '  '  ABt>ALL.t. 

fciuarUd  buMiviJ^Bmstaiger  afar, 

And  saw  him  skulking  in  the  closest  walks : 

1  gueftsM  her  dark  d^fgii^,  and  warn'd  the  swUan, 
MdibPmffikmiiKmM'mHmice  new  confirmed. 

.-u, '!»')•>  .>t  'jni/L*  -^.it'  '.'.■    •    •  .' 
Mill..  nnii.fl'K^®^'?^ 
Thnn  cafl  it  notmis.^uelty,  nor  crime; 
I>rcm  us  not  deaf  to  woe,  nor  blind  to  Ijeauty, 
That  thus  const  rain 'd  we  speed  the  stroke  of 
death.  [Beckons  ike  Mules. 

'  tRENG. 

O  naBM].M»fc.,<defttlki    .Distraction  and  amaze- 

•'■n  '  )inffi^i      •.  }. 
HorcouDrand  agony,  are  in  that  sound ! 
L(^t  me  but  live,  heapt^woes  on  woes  upon  me. 
Hide  me  with  mnrd*rers  in  the  dungeon's  gloom, 
SnmI mMa ^atidor.oci fonie  pathlcM  shore, 
X;Qt.shaMb4)kiQ4  hvofciag  infamy  purvue  nu!, 
Leti4«T^«)f  liSMTtttb  and  let  hunger  gripe, 
.fii  ■fi'ijs^!*  ♦.         •  •    . 
.7»;l.  \vV,u.^   .*^^^!*.^'    ',    • 
Gokiiil'%ni^  ^o«to«<kasenteBce  of  the  sultan, 
Ovw  bleediojrbosoDijpldaii  Irene's  cause. 
'Biil«i4ai  and/j9:aaii9;iir^«aia  ;  piepare  with  pa- 
tience 
ToiiieM  bUtifiaa-vefcao^  ddlar.-tio  longer. 
]  1 V.  h\  *^Tie^Mutisi  at  U$e  Ugti  lay  hold  qf  her. 

ABO ALVA, 

Dispatch,   ye  ling' ring  slaves  j^  or  nimbler  bands* 


Quick  at  my  call,  shall  execute  your  charge; 
Dispatch,  and  learn  a  fitter  time  for  pity. 

IREKB. 

Grant  me  one  hour,  O  grant  me  but  a  moment 
And  bounteous  Heav'n  repay  the  mighty  mercy 
With  peaceful  death,  and  happiness  etenuJ. 

CARAEA. 

The  prayer  I  cannot  grant — I  dare  not  bear. 
Short  be  thy  pains.        [Signs  agmu  to  the  MwiUs 

IRENE. 

Unutterable  anguish ! 
Guilt  and  Despair,  pale  apcctxes!  grin  anoDd 

me, 
And  stun  me  with  the  yellrogs  of  damnation! 
O,  hearmy  pray'^sf  accept,  all.pitying  HetT'n, 
These  team,  these  pangs,  these  last  remains  of 
Nor  let  the  crimes  of  this  detested  day  [life; 
Be  cbarg'd  upon  my  soul.  O,  mercy  !  mercy ! 
[Ilifules  force  her  Ml. 

SCENE  X. 

ABDALLir,    HJLtAV,    CARAZA. 
ABDALLA,    Otide. 

Safe  in  her  death,  and  in  Demetrius*s  flight, 
Abdalia.  hid  thy  troubled  breast  be  calm. 
Now  Shalt  tho.i  shine  the  darling  of  the  sultan, 
The  plot  all  Cali's,  the  detection  thine. 

HASAN   to   CARASA. 

Does  not  thy  bosom  (for  I  know  thee  tender, 
A  stranger  to  th'  oppressor's  savage  joy) 
Melt  at  Irene's  fate,  and  share  her  wo^  } 

CARASA. 

Her  piercing  cries  yet  fill  the  loaded  air. 
Dwell  on  my  ear,  and  sadden  all  my  soul. 
But  let  us  try  to  clear  our  clooded  brows, 
Ami  tell  the  horrid  tale  with  cbeeif ul  face ; 
The  i«to)*my  sultan  rages  at  our  stay. 

ABDALLA* 

Frame  your  report  with  circumspective  art: 
Inflame  her  crimes,  exalt  your  own  obedience 
But  let  no  thoughtless  faint  involve  Abdalla; 

CARAZA. 

What  need  of  caution  to  report  the  fete 
Of  her  the  sultan's  voice  cundemn*d  todie? 
Or  why  should  be,  whose  violence  of  doty 
Hasserv'd  his  prince  so  well,  demand  our«- 
lence? 


Perhaps  my  zeal  too  fierce  betray'd  my  pra- 

dence; 
Perhaps  ray  wannth  exceeded  my  commisBoo ; 
Perhaps  I  will  not  stoop  to  plead  my  cause. 
Or  argue  with  the  slave  that  sav'd  Demetrius. 


From  his  escape  learn  thou  the  pow'r  of  virtne ; 
Nor  hope  his  fortune,  while   thou  want'st  h« 
worth. 
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The  sultan  comes,  still  gloomy,  still  enraged. 
SCENE  XI. 

HASAM,   CAKAXA,   MAHOMET,   MUSTAPHA, 
ABDALLA. 

MAHOMBT. 

Wheie's  this  fair  trait'ress  ?  Where's  this  srailrog 

mischief? 
Whom  neither  vows  could  fix,  nor  favours  bind  ? 

HASAN. 

Thine  orders,  mighty  sultan !  are  perform'd. 
And  all  Irene  now  h  breathless  clay. 

MAROMBT. 

Your  hasty  zeal  defrauds  the  claim  of  justice. 
And  disappointed  vengeance  bums  in  vain. 
I  came  to  he'ghten  tortures  by  reproach. 
And  add  new  terrours  to  the  face  of  death. 
Was  this  the  maid  wliose  love  I  bought  «ith  em- 
pire ? 
True,  she  was  fair ;  the  smile  of  innocence 
Piay'donhcrcheek— So  shone  the  first  apoa- 
Irene's  chamber  1  Did  not  roaring  Cali,  [tale- 
Just  as  the  rack  forcM  out  his  struggling  soul, 
Name  for  the  scene  of  death  Irene's  chamber  ? 


His  breath  piolong'd  but  to  detect  her  treason, 
Then  in  short  sighs  forsook  his  broken  frame. 

MAUOMBT. 

Decreed  to  perish  in  Irene's  chamber  I 
There  had  she  laU'dme  with  endearing  false- 
hoods, 
Clasp'd  in  her  arms,  or  slumb'ring  on  her  breast, 
And  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  ruman's  dagger. 

SCENE  XII. 

fiASAH,   CABAZA,    MAHOMET,  MUBTAFBA,  MUBZA, 
ABDALLA. 

MUBZA, 

Forgive,  great  sultan !  that,  by  fate  prevented, 
X  bring  a  Urdy  message,  from  Irene. 


Some  artful  wile  of  counterfeited  love! 
Some  toft  decoy  to  lure  me  to  destniction  ! 
And  thou,  the  cursM  accomplice  of  her  treason 
Declare  thy  message,  and  expect  thy  doom. 

MUBZA. 

The  queen  requested  that  a  chosen  troop 
Might  intercept  the  traitor  Greek,  Demetrius, 
Then  ling'ring  with  his  captive  mistress  here. 


The  Greek  Demetrius!  whomtV  expiring  bassa 
Declar'd  the  chief  associate  of  his  guilt ! 
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And,  if  one  varied  accent  prove  thy  falsehood, 
Or  but  one  moment's  pause  betray  confusion, 
Those  trembling  limbs— Speak  out,  thou  shiv'riug 
traitor. 


The  queen  requested 


Who?  the  dead  Irene  > 

Was  she  then  guiltless!    has   my  thoughtless 
rage 

Destroy'd  the  faire<it  workmanship  of  Heav'n ! 

Doom'd  her  to  death  unpityM  and  unheard. 

Amidst  her  kind  solicitudes  for  me! 

Ye  slaves  of  cruelty,  ye  tools  of  rage, 

[To  Has.  and  Car. 

Ye  blind  officious  ministers  of  tolly,  [der  ? 

Could  not  her  charms  rrpn»ss  your  zeal  for  muv- 

Could  not  her  pray'rs,  her  innocence,  her  tears, 

Suspend  the  dreadful  sentence  for  an  hour  ? 

One  hour  htu\  freed  roe  from  the  fatal  errour! 

One  hour  had  sav'd  me  from  despair  and  mad- 
ness^ 

CABAZA. 

Your  fierce  impatience  forc'd  us  from  your  pre- 
sence, 
Urg'd  us  to  speed,  and  bade  us  banish  pity. 
Nor  trust  our  passions  with  her  fatal  charms. 


A  choten  tf00i>— to  intercept — ^Demetrius — 
The  qoeen  requested— Wretch,  repeat  the  mes- 
sage; 


Whzt  hadst  thou  lost  by  slighting  those  comr 

mands  ? 
Thy  life  perhaps — Were  but  Irene  spar'd. 
Well  if  a  thousand  lives  like  thine  had  perish'd ; 
Such  beauty,  sweetness,    love,    were  cheaply 

bought 
With  half  the  groveling  slaves  that  load  the  globe* 

MU  STAPH  A. 

Great  is  thy  woe !  But  think,  illustrions  sultan, 
Such  ills  are  sent  for  souls  like  thine  to  conquer. 
Shake  off  this  weight  of  unavailing  grief. 
Rush  to  the  war,  display  thy  dreadful  banners. 
And  lead  thy  troops  victorious  round  the  world. 


Rubb'd  of  the  maid  with  whom  1  wish'd  to  tri- 
umph, 
No  more  I  burn  for  fame,  or  f(»r  dominion ; 
Success  and  conquest  now  are  empty  sounds, ' 
Remorse  and  anguish  seize  on  all  my  breast ; 
Iliose  groves,  whose  shades  emtx>wer'd  the  desir 
Irene,  [ti*?*-. 

Heard  her  last  cries,  and  fann'd  her  dying  beau- 
Shall  hide  ma  from  the  tasteless  worid  forever. 

[Mahomet  goes  back  and  returns. 
Yet,  ere  I  quit  the  sceptre  of  dominion, 
Let  one  just  act  conclude  the  hateful  day. 
Hew  down,  ye  guards,  those  vapsals  ci  distraction, 
[Painting  to  Hasan  and  Caraza. 
Those  hounds  of  blood,  that  catch  the  hint  to 

kill; 
Bear  off  with  eager  haste  th*  unfinish*d  sentence, 
And  speed  the  stroke,  lest  merey  should  overtake 
them. 

CABAZA. 

Then  hear,  great  Mahomet,  the  voice  of  truth. 
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UAllOMKr. 

Hear,  shall  1  hear  thee !  didst  thou  bear  Irene  ? 

CABAZA. 

Hear  but  a  inoment. 

MABOMBT. 

Hadst  thou  heard  a  moment, 
Thou  might'st  have  tiv'd,  for  thou  had'st  spar'd 
Irene. 

CARAZA. 

I  heard  her,  pitied  her,  and  wished  to  save  ber. 

MAHOMBT. 

And  wiflb'd— be  still  thy  fate  to  wish  in  vain. 

CARAZA, 

I  beard,  and  soften *d,  till  Abdalla  brought 
Her  fiual  doom,  and  hurried  her  destruction. 


Abdalla  brought  her  doom  !  Abdalla  brought  it. 
The  wretch,    whose  guilt,   declar'd  by  toitur'd 
CaU,  [brance: 

My  rage  and  grief  bad  hid  from  my  'reniem- 
AbdalU  brought  her  doom ! 


Abdalla  brought  it, 
While  yet  she  begg*d  to  plead  her  cause  before 
thee. 


0  seize  me,  m«dneas-*Did  she  call  on  me ! 

1  fieel,  1  see  the  ruffian's  barbarous  rage. 
He  seiz'd  her  melting  in  the  fond  appeal. 

And  stoppM  tbeheav'nly  voice  th^t  callM  on  me. 
3dy  spirits  fail,  awhile  support  me,  vengeance — 
Be  just,  yc  slaves ;  and,  to  be  just,  be  cruel ; 
(  ontrive  new  racks,  imbittcr  cv*ry  pang, 
inAxct  whatever  treason  con  deserve. 
Which  murder'd  innocence  that  called  on  me. 

lEx'U  Mahomet;  Abdalla  u  dragged  of. 

SCENE  Xlll. 

UASAN,    CARAZA,    MUSTAPHA,    MURZA. 
MUSTAPHA  to  MURZA. 

What  plascucs,  what  tortures,are  in  store  for  thee> 
Ttiou  sluggish  idler,  dilatory  slave! 
Behold  the  model  of  consummate  beauty, 
lorn  from  the  mourning  Earth  by  thy  neglect 

MURZA. 

Such  was  the  wiU  of  Hftav'n — ^A  band  of  Greeks 
That  mark'd  my  course,  suspicious  of  my  pur- 
pose, [arm'd, 
Rusb'd  out  and  seiz'd   w€f  tlioughtless  and  uo- 
Brcathles<i,  aniaz'd,  and  on  the  guarded  beach 
Detain'd  me,  till  JJemetrius  set  me  free. 

MUSIAPBA. 

So  sure  the  fall  of  greatness,'  rais'd  on  crimes  ! 
So  fix'd  tiie  justice  of  all 'Conscious  Heav*n  f 

When  haughty  guilt  exults  with  impious  joy. 

Mistake  shall  blast,  or  accident  destroy; 

Weak  man  with  erring  rage  may  throw  the 
dart. 

But  Keav'D  sh^U  guide  it  to  tb6  guilty  heart. 


EPILOGUE. 

SY    SIR    WILLIAM   YONCS. 

Marry  a  Turk  !  a  haughty  tynnt  king ! 
Who  thinks  us  women  bom  to  dress  and  sing 
To  please  his  fancy !  see  no  other  man ! 
Let  him  persuade  me  to  it — if  he  can : 
Besides,  he  has  fifty  wives,  md  who  can  bear 
To  I  ave  the  fiftieth  part  her  paltry  share? 
*Tis  true  the  fellow's  handsome,  strai^t,  aod 
tall. 
But  how  the  devil  should  he  please  us  all ! 
My  swain  is  little — true— Uit,  be  it  know^n. 
My  pride's  to  have  that  little  all  my  own. 
Men  will  be  ever  to  their  erronn  blind. 
Where  woman's  not  albw'd  to  speak  her  mind. 
1  swear  this  eastern  pageantry  is  ocMMense, 
And  for  one  man-^one  wife's  enough  of  coo- 
science. 
In  vain  proiid  man  usurps  what's  woman's  dae. 
For  us  alone,  they  honour's  paths  pursue  : 
Inspir'd  by  us,  they  glory's  heights  ascend; 
Woman  the  source,  the  object,  and  the  end. 
Though  wealth,  and  pow'r,  and  glory,  they  re- 
ceive. 
These  are  all  trifles  to  what  we  can  give. 
Poms  the*  statesman  labours,  hero  fights. 
Bears  toilsome  days,  and  wakes  Ion;  tedioiis 

nights; 
And,  when  blest  peace  has  tilenc'd  war's  a]aniis> 
Receives  his  full  reward  in  beauty's  s 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 
PBOLOGITE 

SrOKEN    BY    SIB.    CABBICK,     APRIL   5,    2750, 
BEFOBB    THE    .VASQUB   OF   COUVS 

ACTED    AT   DRURY-LAMB   THRATBB,     FOR    TUB     OC- 
NBPIT   OF   MiyrON'S   GBAMD-OAUGHTEB. 

1  B  patriot  crowds,  who  bum  ibr    EnjIaiidS 

fame,  [name. 

Ye  nymphs,  whose   bosoms    heat  at  Afiltoo's 

Whose    geu* rous  zeal,  unbought  by   aatt*ring 

rhymes. 
Shames  the  mean  pens  ions  of  Augustan  times. 
Immortal  patrons  of  succeeding  days. 
Attend  this  prelude  of  perpetual  praise  i 
Let  wit,  coiidemn'd  the  feeble  war  to  vi^e 
With  close  malevolence,  vr  public  rage. 
Let  study,  worn  with  virtue's  fruitless  love. 
Behold  this  theatre,  and  grieve  oo  more.       £tdl 

This  night,  distinguish'^  by  your  sm 

That  never  Britain  can  in  vain  excel ; 
The  slighted  arts  futurity  ahaU  tnist. 
And  rising  ages  hasten  to  be  just. 

At  length  our  mighty  bard's  victonous  lays 
Fill  the  loud  ^'oice  of  universal  praise ; 
^nd  baffled  spite,  .with  hepaless  anguish  dnmb^ 
Yields  to  renownthe  centuries  to  oome; 
With  ardent  haste  each  candidate  of  iaine» 
Ambitious,  catches  at  his  tow'ring  name; 
He  sees,  and  pitying  sees,  vain  wealth  bestow. 
Those  pageant  honours  which  he  scom'd  bek*w. 
White  crowds  aloft  the  bureot  bust  behold. 
Or  trace  his  form  on  circulating  gold 
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Unknown,  aDhfi6d«S,loog  bis  offspring  lay. 
And  want  hang  Ibreat'uing  o'er  her  slow  decay. 
What  though  she  shine  with  no  Mikonian  fire, 
No  iav'ring  Muse  her  morning  dreams  inspire ; 
Yet  softer  claims  the  melting  heart  engage. 
Her  yonth  laborious,  and  her  blameless  age ; 
Hers  the  mild  merits  of  domestic  life. 
The  paliept  sufferer,  and  the  faithful  wHe. 
Thus,  grac'dwilh  bumble  virtue's  native  charms. 
Her  grandsire  leaves  her  in  Britannia's  arms ; 
Secure  with  peace,  with  competence,  to  dwell, 
While  tutelary  nations  guard  her  cell. 
Yours  is  the  charge,  ye  fair,  ye  wise,  ye  brave ! 
♦Tis  yours  to  crown  desertr— beyond  the  grave. 


PROLOGUE 


TO  THB  COMBSY   O^  THB   OOOD-WATURED   MAW, 
1769. 


Prest  by  the  load  of  life,  the  weary  mind 
Surveys  the  general  toil  of  human  kind. 
With  cool  submissiOD  joins  the  laboring  train, 
And  social  sorrow  loses  half  its  pain : 
Our  anxious  bard  without  complaint  may  share 
This  bustling  season's  epidemic  care ; 
Like  Cesar's  pilot  dignified  by  fate. 
Tost  in  one  common  storm  with  all  the  great ; 
Distrest  alike  the  sUtesman  and  the  wit. 
When  one  a  borough  courts,  and  one  the  pit. 
The  busy  candidates  for  power  and  fame 
Have  hopes,  and  fear,  and  wishes,  just  the  same; 
Disabled  both  to  combat  or  to  fiy. 
Must  hear  all  Uunu,  and  hear  without  reply. 
Uncbeck'd  on  both  loud  rabbles  vent  their  rage. 
As  mongrels  bay  the  lion  in  a  cage. 
Th'  offended  burgess  hoards  his  angry  tale. 
For  that  blest  year  when  all  that  vote  may  rail; 
Their  schemes  uf  spite  the  poet's  foes  dismiss. 
Till  that  glad  night  when  all  that  hate  may  hiss. 
«•  This  day  the  powder'd  curls  and  golden 

coat," 
Says  swelling  Crispin,  "  bcgg'd  a  cobblei^s  vote.' 
"  This  night  our  wit,"  the  pert  apprentice  cries, 
*<  Lies  at  my  feet ;  I  hiss  him,  and  be  dies." 
The  ^reat,  'tis  true,  can  charm  the  electing 

tribe; 
The  bard  may  supplicate,  but  cannot  bribe  ; 
Yet,  judg'd  by  those  whose  voices  ne'er  were  sold, 
He  feels  no  want  of  ill-persuading  gold ; 
But,  confident  of  praise,  if  praise  be  due, 
Truata  without  lisar  to  merit  and  U>  you. 


From  zeal  or  malice,  now  no  more  we  dread. 

For  English  vengeance  wars  not  with  the  dead. 

A  generous  foe  regards  with  pitying  eye 

Tlie  man  whom  fate  has  laid  where  all  must  lie. 
To  wit  reviving  from  iti  author's  dust 

Be  kind,  ye  judges,  or  at  least  be  just. 
For  uo  renew'd  bofiiilities  invade 

Th'  oblivious  grave's  inviolable  shade. 

Let  one  great  payment  every  claim  appease, 

And  him,  who  cannot  hurt,  allow  to  please ; 

To  please  by  scenes  unconscious  of  offence. 
By  harmless  merriment,  or  useful  sense. 
Where  aught  of  bright  or  fair  the  piece  displays, 
Approve  it  ouly — ^tis  too  late  to  praise, 
if  want  of  skill  or  want  of  care  appear. 
Forbear  to  hiss — the  poet  cannot  hear. 
By  all  like  him  must  praise  and  blame  be  fbund, 
At  best  a  fleeting  gleam,  or  empty  sound. 
Yet  then  shall  calm  reflection  bless  the  n|ght» 
When  liberal  pity  dignify *d  delight; 
When  pleasure  fir'd  her  torch  at  virtue's  flame, 
And  mirth  was  bounty  with  an  humbler  name. 


PROLOGUE 

TO   THE   COMBOY   OF   A  WORD   TO   THE    WISR*. 
SrOKBlC   BY   MB.    HULL. 

Tbis  night  presents  a  play  which  puUic  rage. 
Or  right,  or  wrong,  once  booted  from  the  stage*. 

1  Performed  at  CoventXkirden  theatre  in  1177, 
for  the  benefit  of  Mrs.  Kelly,  widow  of  Hugh 
Kelly,  esq.  (the  author  of  the  play)  and  ^er 
children. 

•  Upon  the  fifsi  represenlatioD  of  this  play, 
1770,  apajrty  MienbJed  to  damn  it,  and  suc- 
ceeded. 


•     SPRING, 

AM  ona. 

Sterw  Winter  now  by  Spring  repressed. 

Forbears  the  long-continued  strife; 
And  Nature  on  her  naked  breast 

Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  life. 
Now  o*er  the  rural  kingdom  roves 

Soft  pleasure  with  the  laughing  train, 
Love  warbles  in  the  V(>ca1  groves. 

And  vegetation  plants  the  plain, 
Unhappy !   whom  to  beds  of  pain, 

Arthr  tic 'tyranny  consigns'; 
Whom  smiling  Nature  courts  in  vain, 

Though  rapture  sings  and  beauty  ifbines. 
Yet  though  my  limbs  disease  invades, 
'   Her  wings  Imagination  tries. 
And  besrs  me  tc  the  peacel'til  shades. 

Where  -««-'s  humble  turrets  rj$e.   ' 
Here  stop,  my  soul,  thy  rapid  iligh't 

Nor  from  the  pleasing  grof ea^lepart. 
Where  first  great  Nature  cbarm'd  my  sight. 
Where  Wisckim  first  informed  my  heart 
Here  let  me  through  the  vales  pursue 

A  guide — a  father-^and  a  friend,  * 

Once  more  great  Nature's  works  renew. 

Once  more  on  Wisdomi's  voice  attcpd. 
From  &lse  caressev,  causeless  strife. 

Wild  hope,  vain  fear,  alike  renM>v*d; 
Here  let  me  learn  the  useodf  life, 

When  best  enjoy'd-^wben  most  improved. 
Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bower. 

Cool  meditation^s  quiet  seat, 
The  gen' rous  scorn  of  venal  power. 

The  silent  grandeur  of  rctreai  ^    . 
When  pride  by  guilt  to  greatt)es$c]imbs,  (    , 

Or  raging  factions  rush  lu  wiir, 
Here  let  me  learn  to  f4tuntiie  crimes 

I  cau  't  prevent,  and  will  not  sbar^-f     •  j 
But  lest  I  fall  by  subtler  fpea,       ,^  .    ,  . 

Bright  Wisdom,  t^ch  m^  CuriQ'&A<1*.i    i 
The  swelling  passions  to  couipos^. 
And  quell  the  Fcbcbt  of  the  heart. 

1  The  auHior  being  ill  of  the  goat* 
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MIDSUMMER, 


Q  PHQBBUS !    flown  the  western  sky, 

Far  hence  diffuse  thy  burning  ray, 
Thy  light  to  distant  worlds  supply. 

And  wake  them  to  the  cares  of  day. 
Come,  gentle  Eve,  the  friend  of  care, 

Come,  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night ! 
Refresh  me  with  a  cooling  air, 

And  cheer  me  wiih  a  lambent  light. 
Lay  me,  where  o*er  the  verdant  gioimd 

Her  living  carpet  Nature  spreads ; 
Where  the  green  bower,  with  roses  cruwn'd, 

In  showers  its  fragrant  foliage  sheds ; 
Improve  the  peaceful  hour  with  wine. 

Let  music  die  along  the  grove ; 
Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  twine. 

And  ev'ry  stram  be  tun*d  to  love. 
Come,  Stella,  queen 'of  alt  my  heart ! 

Come,  bom  to  fill  its  vast  desires ! 
Thy  looks  perpetual  joys  impart, 

Thy  voice  perpetaal  love  inspires. 
Whilst  all  my  wish  and  thine  complete, 

By  turns  we  languish  and  we  boroy 
Let  sighing  gales  our  sighs  repeat, 

Our  murmurs — murmuring  brooks  return. 
I^t  me  when  Nature  calls  to  rest. 

And  blushing  skies  the  mom  foretel, 
Sink  on  the  down  of  Stella's  breast, 
And  bid  the  waking  world  farewell. 


AUTUMN, 


Alas  !  with  swift  and  silent  pace. 

Impatient  time  rolls  on  the  year;  * 
The  seasons  change,  and  Nature's  face 

Now  sweetly  smiles,  now  frowns  severe. 
»Twas  Spring,  'twas  Summer,  all  was  gay, 

Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow ; 
The  flowers  of  Spring  are  swept  away^ 

And  Summer-fniits  desert  the  bough. 
The  verdant  leaves  that  play'd  on  high. 

And  wanton'd  on  the  western  breeze. 
Now  trod  in  dust  neglected  lie) 

As  Boreas  strips  the  bending  trees. 
The  fields  that  wavM  with  golden  grain. 

As  russet  heaths,  are  wild  and  bare  ; 
Not  moist  with  dew,  but  drencb'd  witli  rain. 

Nor  health,  nor  pleasure,  wanders  there. 
No  more  while  through  the  midnight  shade. 

Beneath  the  Moun's  pale  orb  I  stray, 
Soft  pleasing  woes  my  heart  invade. 

As  Progne  pours  the  melting  lay. 
From  this  Ciipricious  clime  she  soars. 

Oh  !  would  some  god  but  wings  supply  ! 
To  where  each  mom  the  Spring  restores, 

Companion  of  her  flight  I'd  fly. 
Vain  wish  I  me  fate  compels  to  bear 

The  downward  season's  iron  reign. 
Compels  to  breathe  polluted  air. 

And  shiver  on  a  blasted  plain. 
What  bliss  to  life  can  Autumn  yield. 

If  glooms,  and  showers,  and  storms  prevail : 
And  Ceres  flies  the  naked  field. 
And  flowers,  and  fruits,  and  Pboebus  h\\  ? 


Oh!  what  remains,  what  linfers  yet. 

To  cheer  me  in  the  darkening  hour  ! 
7'be  grape  remains !  the  fneod  of  wit. 

In  love,  and  mirth,  of  mighty  power. 
Haste — ^press  the  clusters*  fill  the  bowl ; 

Apollo !  shoot  thy  parting  ray : 
Tliis  gives  the  sunshine  of  the  soal. 

This  <^  of  health,  and  verse,  and  day. 
Still — «till  the  jocnind  strain  shall  flow. 

The  pulse  with  vigorous  rapture  beat ; 
My  Stella  with  new  charms  shall  glow. 

And  ev'ry  bliss  in  wine  shall  meet. 


WINTER. 


No  more  the  mora,  with  tepid  rays* 

Unfolds  the  flower  of  various  hue ; 
Noon  spreads  no  more  the  genial  bUze, 

Nt»r  gentle  eve  distils  the  dew. 
Tlie  ling'ring  hours  prolongs  the  night. 

Usurping  darkness  shares  the  day; 
Her  mists  restrain  the  force  of  light. 

And  PhoBbus  holds  a  doubtful  sway. 
By  gloomy  twilight  balfreveaPd, 

With  sighs  we  view  the  hoary  hill, 
Tlie  leafless  wood,  the  naked  field. 

The  snow-topt  cot,  the  frozen  rill. 
No  music  warbles  through  the  grove. 

No  vivid  colours  paint  the  plain ; 
No  more  with  devious  steps  I  rove 

llirough  verdant  paths  now  rougfat  in  vaio. 
Aloud  the  driving  tempest  roars, 

Congeal'd,  impetuous  showers  descend  ; 
Haste,  close  the  window,  bar  the  doors, 

Fkte  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  friend. 
In  nature's  aid  let  art  supply 

With,  light  and  heat  my  little  sphere  ; 
Rouse,  rouse  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high. 

Light  up  a  constellation  here. 
Let  music  sound  the  voice  of  joy. 

Or  mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tale ; 
Let  Love  his  wanton  wiles  employ. 

And  o'er  the  season  wine  pret-ail. 
Yet  time  life's  dreary  winter  brings. 

When  mirth's  gay  tale  shall  please  no  moie  - 
No  music  charm— though  Stella  sings  ;  '^ 

Nor  love,  nor  wine,  the  spring  restore. 
Catch,  then.  Oh!  catch  the  transient  hour. 

Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies ; 
Life's  a  short  summer — nmn  a  flower : 

He  dies — alas !  how  soon  he  dies ! 


THE  WINTERS  WALK^ 

Behold,  my  fair,  where'er  we  love. 

What  dreary  prospects  round  us  rise; 
The  naked  hill,  the  leafless  grove. 

The  hoary  gn>und,  the  frowning  skies ! 
Nor  only  through  the  wasted  plain. 

Stem  Winter  I  is  tl>y  foroe  confess'd  j 
Still  wider  spreads  thy  horrid  reign, 

JLfeel  ihy  power  usurp  my  breast. 
Erinveijing  hope,  and  fond  desire. 

Resign  the  heart  to  spleen  and  care  % 
Scarce  frighted  love  maintains  her  fiiti^ 

And  rapture  saddens  to  despair. 
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In  groandless  bop^,  and  causeless  fear. 

Unhappy  man  !  behold  thy  doom  ; 
Still  changing  with  the  chaogeful  year, 

The  slave  of  sunshine  and  of  gkx>m. 
Tir»d  with  Tain  joys,  and  false  alarms. 

With  mental  and  corporeal  strife, 
Snatch  me,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms, 

Aad  screen  me  from  the  ills  of  life. 


TO  itf/55«*»»» 

OH   BCB   GIVIHG  THE   AUTHOa   A   COLO   AND  SILK 

KEr-woaK  puasa  of  Hsa  own  weaving*. 
Though  gold  and  silk  their  charms  unite 
To  make  thy  curioos  web  delight. 
In  vain  the  varied  work  would  shine ; 
If  wrought  by  any  hand  but  thine ; 
Thy  hand,  that  knows  the  subtle  art 
To  weave  those  nets  that  catch  the  heart 

Spread  out  by  me,  the  roving  coin 
Thy  nets  may  catch,  but  not  confine ; 
Nor  can  I  hope  thy  silken  chain 
ThegliU'ring  vagranU  shall  restrain. 
Why,  Stella,  was  it  then  decreed 
The  heart  once  caught  should  ne'er  be  freed  > 


TO  MISS  •*»•* 

ON    HIS    PLAYING  UPON    THE    HARPSICHORD     IN     A 

ROOM    BUNG   WITH    FLOWER-PIECES   OF   HEB   OWN 

PAJN I  ING"^. 

When  Stella  strikes  the  tuneful  string 
In  scenes  of  imitated  spring. 
Where  beauty  lavishes  her  powers 
On  beds  of  never-fading  flowers. 
And  pleasure  propagates  around 
£ach  charm  of  modulated  sound  ; 
Ah  !  think  not,  in  the  dangerous  hour. 
The  nymph  fictitious  as  the  flower.; 
"But  shun,  rash  youth,  the  gay  alcove, 
Uor  tempt  the  snares  of  wily  love. 

When  charms  thus  press  on  cv'ry  sense. 
What  thought  of  flight,  or  of  defence  ? 
Deceitful  hope,  and  vain  desire, 
p^  ever  flutter  o'er  her  lyre. 
Delighting;  as  the  youth  draws  nigh, 
To  point  the  glances  of  her  eye, 
And  forming  with  unerring  art 
New  cha'uis  to  bold  the  captive  heart. 

But  on  those  regions  of  delight 
Might  truth  intrude  with  daring  flight. 
Could  Stella,  sprightly,  fair,  and  youog. 
One  moment  hear  the  moral  song, 
Instruction  with  her  flowers  might  spring, 
And  wisdom  warble  from  her  string. 

Mark,  when  from  thousand  mingled  dyes 
Thou  seest  one  pleading  form  arise, 
How  active  light,  and  thoughtful  shade. 
In  greater  scenes  each  other  aid  ; 
Mark,  when  tbedifierent  notes  agree 
In  friendly  contrariety. 


>  Printed  amoog  Mrs.  Williams's  MisoeUa- 

ueB. 
3  Printed  among  Mn.  Williams's  Miscella- 


How  passion's  well-acoonled  strife 
Gives  all  the  harmony  of  life  ; 
Thy  pictures  shall  thy  conduct  frame. 
Consistent  still,  though  not  the  same  ; 
Thy  music  teach  the  nobler  art, 
To  tune  the  regulated  heart. 


EFENING  i 


TO  STELLA. 

Evening  now  from  purple  winsrs 
Sheds  the  grateful  gifts  she  brings ; 
Brilliant  drops  bedeck  the  mead. 
Cooling  breezes  shake  the  reed ; 
Shake  the  reed,  and  curl  the  stream 
Silver»d  o'er  with  Cynthia's  beam  ; 
Near  the  chequer'd,  lonely  grove. 
Hears,  and  keeps  thy  secrets,  Love. 
Stella,  thither  let  us  stray. 
Lightly  o'er  the  dewy  way. 
Phoebus  drives  his  burning  car. 
Hence,  my  lovely,  Stella,  far; 
In  his  stead,  the  queen  of  night 
Round  us  pours  a  lamlicnt  light : 
Light  that  seems  but  iust  to  show 
fiieasts  that  beat,  and  checks  that  glow. 
Let  us  now,  in  whisper'd  joy, 
Evening's  silent  hours  employ, 
Silence  best,  and  conscious  shades 
Please  the  hearts  that  love  invades, 
Other  pleasures  give  them  pain. 
Lovers  all  but  love  disdain. 


TO  THE  SJME. 

Whetbee  Stella's  eyes  are  found 
Fix'd  on  earth,  or  glancing  round. 
If  her  face  with  pleasure  glow, 
If  she  sigh  at  other's  woe, 
If  her  easy  air  express 
Conspions  worth,  or  soft  distress, 
Stella's  eyes,  and  air,  and  face, 
Charm  with  undtminisb'd  grnce. 

If  on  her  we  see  displayed 
Pendant  gems,  and  rich  brocade. 
If  her  chintz  with  less  expense 
Flows  in  easy  ne;;ligencc; 
Still  she  lights  the  conscious  flame. 
Still  hev charms  appear  tbe same; 
If  she  strikes  the  vocal  strings. 
If  she's  silent,  speaks*,  or  sings, 
If  she  sit,  or  if  she  mov^, 
Still  we  love  and  stttl  approve. 

Vain  the  casual,  tnlhsienfc  glance, 
Which  alone  can  please  by  chance, 
Beauty,  which  depends  on  art. 
Changing  with  the  changing  heart, 
Which  demands  the  toilet's  aid. 
Pendent  gems  and- rich  brocade. 
I  those  charms  afoile  can  prize 
Which  from  cottlftftM  hature  rise. 
Which  nor  cir«ffh(kifftnee;  nor  dress, 
E'er  can  make,  or  iftore,  or  less. 
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TO  A  FRIEND. 

No  more  thus  brooding  o'er  yon  heap, 

With  avarice  painful  x'igils  keep; 

Still  unenjoy*d  the  present  store, 

Still  endless  sighs  are  breath 'd  for  more. 

Oh  I  quit  the  shadow,  catch  the  prize, 

Which  Dot  all  India's  treasure  buys ! 

TKi  purcha&e  Heaven  has  gold  the  power  ? 

Can  gold  reiDOve  the  mortal  hour  ? 

lo  life  can  love  be  bought  with  gold  ? 

Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold  ? 

Ko — all  that's  worth  a  wish — a  tliuught. 

Fair  virtue  gives  unbrib'd,  unbought. 

Cease  then  on  trash  thy  hopes  tu  bind. 

Let  nobler  views  engage  thy  ntrod. 
With  science  tread  the  wond'rous  wa>y, 

Or  learn  the  Muses'  moral  lay  ; 

In  social  hours  indulge  tbysoul. 

Where  mirth  and  tempemnoe  mil  the  bowl  I 
To  virtuous  love  realign  tby  breast. 
And  be,  by  blessing  beaaity<^b|e8t 

Thus  taste  the  feast  tiy  Natuiie  spread. 
Ere  youth  and  all  its joyt  wate  fled ; 
Come  taEte  with  me  tbe  bulm  of  Jife, 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  wealth,  and  strife, 
1  boast  whate'er  for  ubo  :w«t  loeftnt. 
In  healthy  and  Stelhi,  aiid  (XMrtent ; 
And  scorn !  oh  !  let  that  tqarn  be  thine  I 
Mere  things  «f  clay  that  dig  xhemfue. 


STELLA  IN  MOt^ffUG. 

W  HEN  lately  Stella's  form  display 'd 

The  beauties  of  the  gay  brocade, 

The  nymphs,  who  found  their  power  decline, 

Proclaimed  her  not  so  fair  as  fine. 

*«  Fate  I  Mnatch  away  the  bright  disguise, 

*«  And  let  the  goddess  trust  her  eyes," 

Thus  bliodHy  pniy'd  the  fretful  feir, 

And  Fate  malicious  heard  the  pray  V; 

But,  brighteu'd  by  the  sabJe  dress. 

As  virtue  rises  in  distress. 

Since  Stella  still  extendi  b<T  reign. 

Ah  !  how  shall  envy  sooth  her  pain  ? 

Ill'  adoring  youth  and  envious  fair. 
Henceforth  shall  fbnn  one  common  prayer : 
And  love  and  hat^  alike  implore 
The  skies-^"  That  Stella  mbum  no  more." 


TO  STELLA. 

Not  the  soft  siglM  of  vernal  gaics. 
The  fragrance  of  the  flowery  vales, 
^  The  murmurs  of  the  crystal  rill, 
llie  vocal  grovel  the  verdant  hill ; 
Not  all  their  channe,  tbougb  all  unite. 
Can  touch  V99  ^>uiSQm  with  delight. 
Not  all  tb«  gemaiviM  India's  shore, 
Not  all  Peru's  unbounded  store. 
Not  all  the  power,  nor  all  the  lame. 
That  heroes^  kings,  or  poets,  claim  j 
Nor  knoarledga  which  the  leamM  appnive; 
To  form  ooe  wish  m^  soul  eannove. 
Yet  Nature's  chafms  allures  my  eyes. 
And  knowledge,  wealth,  and  fome  I  prize; 


Fame,  wealth,  and  knowledge,  I  obtain. 
Nor  seek  1  Natiir^^s  charms  in  vain  ; 
In  lovely  Stella  all  combine ; 
And,  lovely  Stella  I  thou  art  mine. 


rERSES. 


WRITTBK   AT  THE    KBQI7BST   OP   A    CENTLEMAV  "^D 
WHOM    A   L4DV    HAD  GIVEN   A   SPKiG    OF    MTKTLL*. 

What  hoiies,what  terronrs,  does  thy  gift  create? 
Ambiguous  emblem  of  uncertain  fate ! 
The  myrtle(ensign  of  supreme  command, 
Consigii'd  by  Venus  to  Melissa^s  hand) 
Not  less  <iapricioiis  than  a  reigmng  &ir. 
Oft  favours,  oft  reiects,  a  lover's  pray'r. 
In  myrtle  shades  oft  sings  the  happy  Vwato, 
In  myrtle  shades  despairing  ghosts  oonsplain. 
The  myrtle  crowns  the  happy  bvers'  beads, 
Th'  unhappy  lovers  graves  the  myrtle  spreads. 
Oh  I  then,  the  meaning  of  thy  gift  impart* 
And  ease  the  throbbings  of  an  anxious  heart. 
Soon  must  thij  bough,  as  yoa  shall  fix  its  « 
Adorn  Philander's  bead,  or  grace  bis  tomb. 


TO  LADY  FIREBRACE^, 

AT   BUay    ASSIZES. 

At  length  must  Sufiblk  beauties  shine  in  vain. 

So  long  renown'd  in  B n's  deathless  strain  ? 

Thy  charms  at  least,  fair  Firebrace,  might  in- 
spire 
Some  zealous  hard  to  wake  the  sleeping  Ijn  ; 
For,  such  tliy  beauteoas  mind  and  lovely  fine. 
Thou  seem'st  at  once,  bright  njnnph,  aJf  uBeand 
Grace. 


TO  LYCE,  AN  ELDERLY  LADY. 

Ye  nymphs  whom  starry  rays  invest. 

By  flatt'ring  poets  given. 
Who  shine,  by  lavish  lovers  drvst, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  Heaven  j 
Engross  not  all  the  beams  on  high. 

Which  gild  a  lover's  lays. 
But  as  your  sister  of  the  sky. 

Let  Lyce  share  the  praise. 

Her  silver  locks  display  the  Moon, 

Her  hrows  a  cloudy  show, 
Strip'd  rainbows  round  her  eyes  ate  seeft. 

And  show>r8from  either  flow. 

.1  *  '^**f« /«««•  ^««  first  printed  in  the  Gen- 
tleman's Magazine  for  n68,  p.  439,  but  wetv 
written  many  years  eariicr.  Elegant  as  they 
are.  Dr.  Johnson  assured  me,  thev  were  com- 
posed  in  the  short  space  of  five  minutes.  jr 

2  This  lady  was  Bri<lget,  third  daughter  of 
Philip  Bacon,  esq.  of  Ipswich,  and  relieC  of 
Phdip  Ems,  esq.  of  that  town.  She  becane  the 
second  wife  of  sir  Conlell  Firebrace,  the  last 
baronet  of  that  name  (to  whom  she  brought  a 
fortiine  of  25.0001.),  July  26,  17S7.  leing 
again  left  a  widow  in  1759,  she  was  a  thiiti  time 
married,  April  7,  J  762,  to  William  Campbirll, 
esq.  uncle  to  the  present  duke  of  Areyle ;  and 
died  July  3, 1782.  ««ye,   ana 
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Her  teeth  the  night  with  darkness  dye^ 
Sfae^s  starrM  with  pimples  o*er; 

Her  tongue  like  Dimble  lightning  plies. 
And  can  wiih  thunder  roar. 

Bnt  some  Zelinda,  while  1  sing. 

Denies  my  Lyce  shines ; 
And  all  the  pens  of  Capid*s  wing 

Attack  my  gentle  lines. 
Yet,  spite  of  feir  Zelinda's  eye, 

AnH  all  her  bards  express, 
My  Lyce  makes  as  good  a  sky, 

And  1  but  flatter  less. 


ON  THE  DEJTH'OF  MR.  ROBERT 
LErET, 

A   PtACnSBR    IK   PHT8IC. 

Co!(DBMN*n  to  hope's  delusive  mine. 

As  on  we  toil  from  day  to  day. 
By  sudden  Uasts,  or  slow  decline. 

Our  social  comforts  drop  away. 
Well  tryM  tbroagh  many  a  varying  year. 

See  Level  to  the  grave  descend. 
Officious,  innocent,  sincere, 

Of  ev*ry  friendless  name  the  friend. 

Yetstin  he  fills  affection's  eye. 

Obscurely  wise,  and  coarsely  kind; 

Nor,  lettered  Arrogance,  d«tny 
lliy  praise  to  merit  unrefiit'd. 

AVhen  feintins;  nature  call 'd  for  aid. 
And  hov'ring  death  prepared  the  blow. 

His  vigorous  remedy  displ.iy'd 
The  pow'r  of  art  without  the  show. 

In  misery's  darkest  cavern  knowdt 

His  oaefnl  care  was  ever  nigh. 
Where  hopeless  anguish  pour'd  his  groan, 

And  lonely  want  retir'd  to  di«» 

No  summons  mock'd  by  chill  delay, 

No  petty  gain  disdain'd  by  pride. 
The  modest  wants  of  evVy  day 

The  toil  ofev'ry  day  sapply'd. 

His  virtues  walk*d  their  narrow  round. 
Nor  made  a  pause,  nor  left  a  void  ; 

And  sure  th'  Eternal  Master  found 
The  single  talent  well  employ'd. 

The  busy  day-— the  peaceftil  night, 

UnfeH,  nneouoted,  glided  by  ; 
Hia  firane  was  Arm— -bis  powen  were  bright. 

Though  now  his  eightieth  year  was  night. 

Then  with  no  fiefy  throbbing  pain. 

No  cold  gradations  of  decay. 
Death  broheat  once  the  vital  chain. 

And  freed  his  soul  the  nearest  way. 


Rest  here,  distrestby  porerty  no  more, 
Find  here  that  calm  thou  gav^st  so  oft  before ; 
Sleep  undisturb'd  within  this  peaceful  shrine. 
Till  angels  wake  thee  with  a  note  like  thine. 


EFiTJPH  ON  CLJUDE  PHILLIPS, 

AM.  rriMEBAirr  musiclam*. 
Phillips  !  whose  touch  harmonious  could  re- 


The  pangs  of  guilty  pow'r,  and  hapless  love, 

'  These    liaee  are    among  Mrs.    Williams* 
MisceUaoies :  they  ate  neveitheless  leoognised 


EPITJPHIUMi  IN  TBOMJM  HAN^ 
MER,  BjiRONEPTUM. 

HoNOBABiLisadmodum  Thomas  Hanmev 

Baronettus. 

Wilhelmi  Hanmer  armigeri,  h  Peregrin^  Henrici 

North 
De  Mildenhall  in  com    Sufiblcise  Barooetti  so- 
sore  et  bxi-ede, 
Filins; 
Johannis  Hanmer  de  Hanmer  Baronet  ti 

Haeres  patroelis  [cessit. 

Antique  geutis  suae  et  titulo  et  patrimonio  suc- 

0ttas  uxoresfbrtitusest ; 
Alteram  Isabellam,  honore  k  patre  derivato,  de 

Arlington  oomitissam, 
Deinde  oelsissimi  princtpis  ducis  de  Grafton  vi- 

duam  dotariam : 

Alteram  Elizabetham  lliomie  Poulkes  de  Barton  " 

in  com.  Suff.  annigeri 

Filiam  et  hsredem. 

Inter  hnmanitates  studio  felicit^r  enutritus, 

Omnes  liberalium  artium  disciplinas  avid^  ar- 

ripuit, 

Quas  morum  suavitatehaudleviteromavit. 

Postquam  excessit  &c  ephebis, 

Cuntinud  inter  populares  sues  fam4  eminens, 

Et  oomitattissui  legatusad  Parliamentum  missus. 

Ad  ardua  regoi  negotia  per  ennos  prope  triginta 

se  accinxit: 

Cumque   apud    il!o6    amplissimorum  virorum 

ordines     ^ 

Solent  nihil  temer^  ^ffutire, 

Sed  probe  perpensa  dissert 5  expromere. 

Orator  gravis  et  prossus ; 

Non  minus  inlegritatis  quam  eloquentis  laude 

oommendatus, 

^ue  omnium,  utcunque  inter  se  alioqui  dissi- 

dentium, 

Aoresatqiieunimos  attraxit. 

Annoque  demum  m  dcc.xiii.  regnaute  Anni, 

FeKcisfsimas  florcntissimeque  memoris  regiiia. 

Ad  Prolocutoris  catbedram 

Communi  SenatOs  universi  voce  designatus  est : 

Quod  munus. 

Cum  nullo  tempore  non  difficile. 

Turn  illo  certd,  negotiis 

Et  tariis  et  lubricis  et  implicutis  diffidllimum. 

Cum  dignitate  sustinuit. 
Honores  alios,  et  omnia  qusesibi  in  lucrum  ce- 
derent  munera, 
Seduld  de» recta vif,  . 
Ut  rei  lotus  inserviret  publics; 
Justi  rectique  tenax, 
Et  fide  in  patriam  inoorruptd,  notus. 
Ubi  omnibus,  que  virum  civemque  bonum  de- 
cent, officiis  satisfeciMet, 

as  Johnson's  in  a  memorandum  of  his  band-writ- 
injr,  and  were  probably  \f titten  at  her  requasr. 
Phillips  was  a  travelling  fidler  ap  and  down 
Wales,  and  was  greatly  celebrated  for  his  per- 
formance. 
'  At  Hanmer  church  in  Flintshire.  ' 
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Paulatim  se  k  publicls  consiliis  in  oiium  recipiens, 

Inter  iiterartim  amoeDitateSi 

loter  ante-actaa  ▼its  baud  insuavesrecordatiooes. 

Inter  amiconim  coiivictus  et  auplexus, 

Huiiorific^  conseDiitt ; 

Et  bonis  omnibus,  quibuscharissimus  vixit, 

Oesidefattssinias  obi  it. 

Hie,  juxta  cineres  avi/ sous   condi  voluit,    et 

curavit 

Onlielmus  Banbury  Bt^uf  oepos  et  bfleres. 


PARjiPHRASE  OF   THE  jiBOFE 
EPITAPH. 

BY   Da.    JOH»SON^ 

Thou  who  survey'st  these  walls  with  curious 
eye, 
Pause  at  the  tomb  where  Hanmcr's  ashes  lie ; 
His  various  worth  throur.h  varied  life  attend, 
And  learn  his  virtues  while  tbou  mourn*st  his 
end. 

His  force  of  genius  buroM  in  early  youth, 
With  thirst   of  knowledge,  and  with   love  of 

truth ; 
His  learning,  join*d  with  erch  endearing  art, 
Charm'd  ev*ry  ear,  and  gain'd  on  ev'ry  heart 

Thus  early  wise,  th*  nidanger'd  realm  to  aid, 
His  country  called  him  fiom  the  studious  shade ; 
In  lifers  first  bloom  hiit  public  toils  began. 
At  once  oommencM  the  senator  and  man. 

In  biisinesB  dexterous,  v^ghtT  in  debate, 
Thrice  ten  kmg  years  be  labour*d  for  the  state ; 
In  ev'ry  speech  persuasive  wisdom  HowM, 
In  evVy  act  refulgent  virtue  g!owM  : 
Suspended  fisction  ceas*d  from  ra^e  and  strife, 
To  hear  bis  eloquence,  and  praise  bis  life. 

Resistless  misritfix'd  the  senate's  choice, 
Who  haiPdhim  jspeakcr  with  united  voice. 
Illustrious  age !  how  bright  thy  glories  shone. 
When  Honmcr  fill'd  the  cbair — and   Anne  the 
throne! 

Then  when  dark  arts  obscur'd  each  fierce  de- 
bate, 
When  mutual  frauds  perplexed  the  maze  of  state, 
The  moderator  firmly  mild  appeared — 
Beheld  with  love— with  veneration  heard. 

This  task  perform'd— he  sought  no  gainful 
post, 
Nor  wished  to  glitter  at  his  country's  cost ; 
Strict  on  the  right  he  Hx'd  bis  stedfast  eye. 
With  temperate  zeal  and  wise  anxiety : 
Nor  e'er  from  viitue*s  paths  was  lurM  aside, 
To  plndt  the  flow'rs  of  pleasure,  or  of  pride. 
Her;£if^8  despisM,  corruption  blosh'd  and  fled, 
And  fame  pursuM  him  where  conviction  led. 

Age  calPd,  at  length,  his  active  mind  to  rest. 
With  honour  sated,  and  with  cares  opprest  i 
To  lettered  eMe  reiir'd,  and  honest  mirth, 
To  rnral  grandeur  and  domestic  worth  : 
Delighted  atili  to  please  mankind,  or  mend. 
The  patriot's  Are  yet  sparkled  in  the  friend. 

'  This  Paraphrase  is  inserted  in  Mrs.  Wil- 
liams's Miscallanies.  The  Latin  is  here  said  to 
be  written  by  Dr.  Ftpemd .  Of  the  person  whose 
memory  it  oelebnitas,  s  copious  account  may 
be  seen  in  the  Appendix  to  the  Supplement  to 
the  Biographia  Britannica. 


Calm  conscience,  then,  his  former  life' survey 'd' 
And  recollected  toils  endear'd  the  shade. 
Till  Nature  calPd  him  to  the  gen'ral  doom. 
And  virtue^s  sorrow  dignified  his  tomb. 


TO  MISS  HICKMAN'^ 

PLAYING   ON    TBB   SPIKNET. 

Bricbt  Stella,  Ibrm'd  for  universal  reign. 
Too  well  yon  know  to  keiep  the  slaves  yoa  gain ; 
When  in  yonr  eyes  resistless  lightnings  play, 
Aw'd  into  love  our  conquered  hearts  obey. 
And  yield  reluctant  to  despotic  sway : 
But  when  yonr  music  soothes  the  raging  pvn. 
We  bid  propitious  Heav'n  prolong  your  reign. 
We  bless  the  tyrant,  and  we  hug  the  diain. 
When  old  Timotheus  struck  the  vocal  strings 
Ambition's  fury  fir'd  the  Grecian  king: 
IJnbounfled  projects  laVring  in  his  mind. 
He  pants  for  room  in  ope  poor  world  confin'd. 
Thus  wak'd  to  rage,  by  music's  dreadful  pov'r. 
He  bids  the  sword  destroy,  the  flame  devour. 
Had  Stella's  gentle  touches  mov'd  the  lyre* 
Soon  had  the  monarch  felt  a  nobler  fire  ; 
No  more  delighted  with  destructive  war. 
Ambitious  only  now  to  please  the  &ir; 
Resign 'd  his  thirst  of  empire  to  her  charms. 
And  found  a  thousand  worlds  in  Stella's  i 


PARAPHRASE^ 

OP   FR0V2RBS,   CHAP.    VI. 

Verses  6,  7,  8,  9, 14,  U. 

"  GO  TO  THE   ANT  THOU   SLUGGABDw" 

TuKM  on  the  piCdent  ant  thy  heedfal  eyesi, 
Obser^-e  her  labours,  sluggard,  and  be  wise : 
No  stem  command,  no  monitory  voice. 
Prescribes  her  duties,  or  directs  her  choice  ; 
Yet,  timely  provident,  she  hastes  away. 
To  snatch  the  blessings  of  the  plenteous  day; 
When  fruitful  summer  loads  the  teeming  piaiB, 
She  cro|ts  the  harvest,  aud  she  stores  the  grain. 
How  long  shall  sloth  usurp  thy  useless  boun» 
Unnerve  thy  vigour,  and  enchain  thy  pow'ia; 
While  arvful  shades  thy  downy  cou<^  enckMCy 
And  soft  solicitation  courts  repose? 
Amidst  the  drowsy  charms  of  dull  deligbt. 
Year  chases  year  with  unremitteil  fii^t. 
Till  want  now  following,  fraudulent  and  slow. 
Shall  spring  to  seize  thee  like  an  ambnsh'd  fee. 

*  These  lines,  whkh  have  been  communicated 
by  Dr.  Turton,  son  to  Mrs.  Turton,  the  lady  to 
whom  they  are  addressed  by  her  maiden  name 
of  Hickman,  must  have  been  written  at  least  a« 
early  as  the  year  1734,  as  that  was  the  year  o# 
her  marriage  :  at  how  much  earlier  a  period  of 
Dr.  Johnson's  life  they  may  have  been  written,  is 
not  known. 

^  In  Mrs.  Williams's  Miscellanies,  but  now 
printed  from  the  original  in  Dr.  Johii8QO*s  own 
hand-writing. 
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BORJCS, 

tia.  IT.  ODB  Til,  TRANStATBD. 

Tmb  now,  dinolT*d,  oo  more  it  leen. 
The  fields  and  woodi,  behold !  are  green ; 
The  changiDg  year  renews  the  plain. 
The  riTersknow  their  banks  again  ; 
The  iprigl^tly  nymph  and  naked  grace 
Hie  mazy  dance  tocher  trace ;' 
The  changing  year's  sueeessiTe  plan 
Proclaims  nsDrtality  lo  man ; 
RoQgh  winter's  Masks  to  spring  giTe  way. 
Spring  yields  to  summees  sovereign  ray  ; 
llien  summer  sinks  in  autumn's  reign. 
And  winter  chills  the  world  again  ; 
Her  kMses  soon  the  Moon  supplies, 
But  wretched  man,  when  once  he  lies 
Where  Priam  and  his  sous  are  laid. 
Is  nought  but  ashes  and  a  shade. 
Who  knows  if  Jove,  who  counts  our  scote, 
Will  toss  us  in  a  morning  more  } 
What  with  your  friend  you  nobly  share 
M  least  you  rescue  from  your  heir. 
Kot  you,  Torqoatus,  boast  of  Rome, 
When  Minos  once  has  Az'd  your  doom. 
Or  eloquence,  or  splendid  birth. 
Or  virtue,  shall  restore  to  Earth. 
Hippolytus,  uyustly  slain. 
Diana  calls  to  life  in  Tain ; 
Kor  can  the  might  pf  Theseus  rend 
The  chains  of  Hell  that  hold  his  friend. 
Not.  1784. 


ON  SEEING  A  BUST  OF  MRS. 
MONTAGUE. 

Had  this  frir  figure  which  this  fiame  displays, 
ikdonM  In  Roman  time  the  brightest  days. 
In  erery  dome  in  eTery  sacred  place. 
Her  statue  would  haTe  breath'd  an  added  grace, 
And  oo  its  bans  would  haTC  been  eoroll'd, 
**  This  is  Minerva,  cast  in  rirtue's  mould.'* 


The  following  Translatkms,  Parodies,  and  Bur- 
lesque Terses,  most  of  them  extempore,  are 
taken  from  Anecdotea  of  Dr.  Johnmi  pttbUsh- 
•d  by  Mrs.  Pioizi. 

ANJCREONt 

ODE  IX. 

Lot  ilt  courier  of  the  sky, 
Whenceand  whither  dost  thou  fly  ? 
Scatt'ring,  as  thy  pinkms  play, 
liquid  fragrance  all  the  way : 
Is  it  business  ?  is  it  kyTC  ? 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  gentle  dore. 

Soft  Anacreon'sTows  I  bear. 
Vows  to  Myrtale  the  feir ; 
Chrac'd  with  all  that  chariQs  the  bjBart,^ 
Blushing  nalnre,  smiling  w(L 
Venus,  courted  by  an  od«. 
On  the  bard  her  doTC  bestow'4& 
Vested  with  a  master's  rigb\. 
Now  Anacreon  rules  my  flight ; 
His  the  letters  that  you  see. 
Weighty  charge,  consiga'd  to  me.( 
VOIn  Zfl. 


-rotlM    PVB* 


Think  not  yet  my  senrice  bard, 
ioylentask  without  reward ; 
Smiling  at  my  master's  gates. 
Freedom  my  return  awaits ; 
But  the  lib'ral  grant  ioTsin 
Tempts  me  to  be  wild  again. 
Can  a  prudent  doTC  decline 
Blissful  bondage  such  as  mine  ? 
OTCr  hnis  anid  fields  to  roam. 
Fortune's  guest  without  a  home  ; 
Under  leaves  to  bide  one's  head. 
Slightly  shelter'd,  coarsely  fed: 
Now  my  better  lot  bestows 
Sweet  repast,  and  soft  repose  ; 
Now  the  gen'rous  bowl  i  sip 
As  it  leaves  Anacreon's  lip : 
Void  of  care,  and  free  from  dread. 
From  his  flngers  snatch  his  bread  { 
Then,  with  lusebus  plenty  gay. 
Round  his  chamber  danoeaod  play ; 
Or  from  wine,  ascousage  springs. 
O'er  bis  face  extend  my  wings  ; 
And  when  feast  and  frolic  tire. 
Drop  asleep  open  bis  lyro 
This  is  all,  be  quick  and  go, 
Moie  than  all  thou  canst  not  know; 
Let  me  now  my  pioions  ply. 
I  have  chattcr'dlike  a  pye. 

LJNESy 

warrrsN  iK  antctfta  or  caMrAfM 

'  'tmito  in  t1V7« 
WHiaasoE'Et  1  tnnnny  Tiew, 
All  is  strange,  yet  nothing  new  ; 
Endless  labour  all  along, 
Endless  labour  t6  be  wrong ;      ^ 
Phrase  that  time  bath  fling  away. 
Uncouth  wbrds  in  disarray, 
Trick'd  in  antique  ruff  and  bonnet. 
Ode,  and  elegy,  and  sonnet.  * 


PARODY       »^ 

OP  A  HAMSLATICN  f*tU  1«t  «KDBA  Of 
fcORit^ofeitf. 
Eul  shall  they  not,  who  resolqte  explore 

Times  gkxuny  backward  with  Jadiciofus  eyes; 
And,  scanning  rigbt  the  practices  of  yore. 
Shall  deem  our  hoar  prpgenitdrs  unwise. 
They  to  the  dome  where  imoke  wiOi^nurling  play 

Announc'd  the  dinner  to  thoi>egions  round, 
Snmmon'd  the  sloger  Uythe,  and  haiper  gay. 

And  aided  wine  willi  doloeUatieaming  lound. 
The  better  use  of  notes,  or  sweet*  shiftt; 
By  quiv'ring  string  or  modulated  wind ; 
Trumpet  or  lyre— to  their  harsh  bosoms  cWll, 

Admissiou  ne'er  had  sought;  orcoold  not  find. 
Ohl  send  them,t»tb»'ttllen  mansions  dun, 

Her  balefiAeyea  where  Sorrow  rolls  around ; 
Where  gloom-enamour'd  Mischief  lores  to  dwell. 
And  Mulder,  aU  blood-boller'd,  schemes  the 
wound. 
When  cates  IttkuHant  pile  tie  flpadous  di«h. 
And  purple  nectar  gladi  tb^  feative  hour. 
The  guest,  withoot  a  want,  without  a  wish. 
Can  yield  no  nooi  to  mi^mc's  toothing  pow*r. 
Er 
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Bmcssan 


07  TBI   MODXJtN    VIRSIFICITXONS  07   AM- 

OIXVT   LXOENBABT     TALKS. 

▲«    IMPROMFTV. 

Tbb  tender  tnftnt  meek  and  anlA, 

Fell  down  upon  the  stone ; 
Tbe  nurse  took  op  the  squealing  ckiM, 

But  still  the  child  squeal'd  oo» 


TItJNSLATIOIf 


07  TBB  TWO     riBBT    STANZAS  07  TBB   SOWO 

**  Rio  terde,  Bioverde,^*   pbiwtbd  in  bi- 

SBOP  PXBGT's   BB&iqVBS    OF  ABOIBVT   BN- 
CBISB    POETBY.      AN    IMPBOMFTV. 

OCABsr  water,  glassy  water, 

Down,  whose  ourrent,  clear  and  strong, 
Cbieft  oooftisM  in  mutual  slaughter. 

Moor  and  Christiaa  rail  akmg. 


IMITATION  OF  THE  STYLE  OF**K 

HsBMrrhoar,  insolenmcett 

Wearing  out  life's  ereoing  grey. 
Strike  thy  bosom,  sage,  and  tell 

What  is  bliss,  and  which  the  way. 

Thus  I  spoke,  an^  speaking  sigh'd. 

Scarce  repress^  the  startmgtear. 
When  the  hoary  sage  reply'd, 

«<  Come,  my  lad,  and  drink  some  beer." 


BURLESQUE 

07  TBB    FOLLOWING   LINES  07    LOPBZ   DX 
YBOA.      AM    IMPB0M7TV. 

8b  acquien  los  leones  veooe 

Vence  una  mnger  hermosa 
O  el  de  flaoo  avergueo^ e 

O  ella  di  ser  mas  furio 


If  the  man  who  turnips  crks. 
Cry  noi  wtai  h'ls  father  diei, 
Tis  a  proof  that  he  had  rather 
Have  a  turnip  than  his  father, 

TRANSLATION 

07  TBE   TOLLOWINO    LINES    AT  TBB   BMD  07 

BABETTl'S    EAST    PRRASEOtOOT.      AN  XM- 

rROMpTV. 

ViFA  I  TiVfilapadroBal 
Tutta  bella,  e  tutu  buona. 
La  padrona  h  un  angiolella 
Tutta  boonit  e  tutta  bella  | 
TatU  bella  e  tutta  buona; 
Viva!  viva  la  padrona! 

toNO  may  live  my  lovely  Hetty  1 
Always  young,  and  always  pretty; 
Always  pretty,  always  youngs 
Live  my  lovely  Hetty  long ! 
Always  young,  and  always  pretty. 
Long  may  livt  fliy  kively  Hstty  I 


IMPROriSO  TRANSL^nON 

07  TBB  70LLOWINO   DtSTICB  ON  T1|B  BOVB 
07   MOt>BNA*S   BUNNINO  AWAT   7BOM  TBB 

COMBT  IB  1748  or  174S. 


Sb  al  veoir  vostio  i  principi  se  n'  i 
Deh  veoga  ogni  dl  — ' —  durate  on  anno 

If  at  yonir  coming  princes  disappear, 

Cbmets !  oome  ev'iQr  day  •— ^  cindalBy  a  year. 


IMPROriSO   TRANSLATION 

OF  TBB   70LLOWXBO 
LINES   OF   M.  BBNEBBADB  A  tO«  LI1W 

Tbeatbb  des  riq,  etdespleurs. 
Lit!  oftjenaisj'eCoJijemevni, 
To  nous  fais  voir  oommeot  voisms, 
Sootnosplaisirs,  et  noa  chagrins. 

In  bed  we  laugh,  inbedwacry* 
And  bom  inhed,  in  bed  wa  die; 
The  near  approaoh  a  bed  may  show 
OfhnmanMiistohuniaawoe,    * 


EPITAFH  FOR  MR.  HOCABTH. 

Tbe  hand  of  him  here  torpid  lies. 
That  drewtlL*  essential  form  of  gnce i 

Here  clos'd  m  death  th>  attentive  eyes. 
That  saw  the  manners  in  the  fisuie. 

TRANSLATION 

07  TBB  70LL0WIN0  LXNB8    WBITTBN  OWDBB 

▲    PBINT   mBFEBSBNTINO    PEBSOara 

&KA4TIB0. 

Sk;B  uo  mince  chiystal  I'hyrer  oanlait  lean  pai^ 
Le  precipice  est  sons  la  glaoe : 
Telle  est  de  nos  plaisin  la  legere  surfiMe : 

Glis^ez,  mortals;  i^appoyei  pes. 

0>EE  ice  the  rapid  skaiier  flies. 
With 'sport  abofe,  aad^eatfa  below;  ^ 

Where  mischief  luiks  in  gay  disguise,    ^ 
Thus  lightly  touch  and  quickly  go. 

IMPROMPTU  TRANSLATION 

07  TBB  SASU. 

O'EBcnckfingice,  o'er  gulphsprafeiiiid» 
With  nimble  glide  the  skaiters  play;    ^ 

0*er  treach'roqs  Pleasure's  flow^  gvnoiA 
ThosKgfatlyskhD,  and  baste  away. 

TO  MRS.  THRALE^ 

ON    BBB   COHPLETINO   BEB  TBIBTY-7I7TB 
TEAB.       AK  IlcrEOllPTII* 

Opt  in  danger,  yet  alive. 
We  are  come  to  thhrty-five  ; 
Long  may  better  years  arrir^ 
BeUer  years  than  thirty-five  \ 
Could  phik)sopher8  contrive 
Life  to  stop  at  thirty-llte. 
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TSimlin  bonis  •hoold  never  drive 
'O'er  Uie  boandi  of  thirtf-five. 
High  to  toer  end  deep  to  dive, 
Nature  ghret  al  thirtyfive. 
Ledict,  stock  and  tend  your  hiTe^ 
Trifle  not  at  tbirty-fire; 
For,  bowe'er  we  boast  and  striYe, 
life  declines  from  thirty-five. 
He  that  ever  hopes  to  thrive 
Mnit  begin  by  thirty-five ; 
And  all  who  wisely  wish  to  wive 
Muit  look  on  Thrale  at  thirty.fire. 

IMPROMVTU 

«1f     HEARnrO    MISS   TBBALC    CONSULTIVO 

WITB    A    raXB«»  ASOOT   A   60WN    AHA 

BAr  SBB  WAS  INCLllIBB  TO   WXAm. 

WiAB  the  gown  and  wear  the  hat. 
Snatch  thy  pleasores  white  they  butj 

fiadst  thou  nine  lives,  like  a  cat. 
Soon  tbotenhM  lives  wnttld  hepmt 

IMPROMPTU  TRANSLATION 

«P  AW  Aia   IK    TUB    OLBUBNSA     nk  TITO   OF 
MBTASTASie^    BIGIUlfXllO 

Ikk  te  pittcerm  vuoi* 

WouLO  you  hope  to  gain  my  heart. 
Bid  yonr  teasing  doobis  depart; 
He,  who  blindly  trusts,  will  find 
Faith  Irom  ev^  gen'rous  nbid  t 
He,  who  itill  expects  deceit. 
Only  tenches  how  tocbeat. 


TRANSLATION 

■er  A  spBBCB  or  AQUILEIO  IW  THB  ADBIAMO 
OM  MBTASTASIOi   BBOINNIMO 

TucheinCcrUinvechiastu 

ObowwoU  in  ooorti^  thon  surely  art  not  one 
Who  keeps  the  rigid  rules  of  antient  honour; 
Well  skilled  to  soothe  a  foe  with  kxiks  «f  kindness, 
To  sink  the  fatal  precipice  before  him, 
And  then  Kunent  his  fkfl  with  seeming  friendship: 
^pentoall,  true  only  to  thyself     '        [praise, 
Thon  know*st  tliose  arts  which  Mast  with  envious 
Which  ^gravato  a  iuit  witii  feign'd  excuses. 
And  drive  disoonntenanc'd  virtue  from  the  throne; 
Hiat  leave  the  blame  «f  rigour  to  the  prinee. 
And  of  hteevVy  gilt  usurp  the  merits 
That  hide  in  seeming  aeal  a  wkked  purpose 
And  oidy  bnikl  upon  auoCber's  ruin. 


ONE  AND  TffEJVTT. 

LoMD-expected  one-and-twenty, 
Ling'ring  year,  at  length  is  flown : 

^ride  and  pleasure^  pomp  and  plenty. 
Great  *•*  ••••^  ace  now  your  own. 

Loosened  firom  the  minor's  tether, 
F^ree  to  mortgage  or  to  seTL 

Wild  as  wmd,  and  light  as  feather, 
lid  tlie  mob  of  thrift  fhrewelL 


Call  the  Betsies,  Kates  and  Jeqnies, 
All  the  names  that  banish  care ; 

Lavish  of  your  grandsire's  guineas. 
Show  the  spirit  of  an  heir. 

All  that  p««y  on  vice  and  fblly  « 

Joy  to  see  tlieir  quarry  fly: 
There  the  gamester,  light  and  jolly. 

There  the  lender,  grave  and  sly. 

Wealth,  my  lad,  was  made  to  wander. 

Let  it  wander  as  it  will ; 
Call  the  jockey,  call  the  pander. 

Bid  tbemeome  and  take  their  fill. 

When  (be  bonny  Made  carouses, 
Fockets  fully  and  spirits  high — 

What  are  acres?  what  are boiu'es? 
Only  dirt,  or  wet  or  dry. 

Should  the  guardian  friend  or  mother 
Tell  the  woes  of  wilfbl  waite : 

Scorn  their  council,  scorn  their  pother, 
Yott  can  hang  or  drown  at  last. 


POEMATA. 


MESSJA\ 

Ex  aliens  mgenk)  poeta,  ex  suo  tautum  veriiB- 
cator.  ScALio.  Poet« 

ToLLrra  ODUcentum,  Solymwe  tollitenymphfls 
Nil  mortaJe  k>qoor ;  coelum  mihi  csrminis  aha 
Materies ;  poscunt  gravius  omlestia  plectrum. 
MuMOsi  fontes,  sylvestria  tecta,  valete, 
Aonidesque  Dee,  et  mendacis  somnia  Pindi : 
Tu,  mihi,  qui  flammA  movisti  pectora  sancti 
Siderei  baisB,  dignos  aocende  furores  I 

Immatnra  caiens  rapitur  per  secula  vates 
Sic  orsus— Qualis  rerum  mihi  nasciSar  ordol 
Virgo  I  virgoparitl  feliz  radicibus  arbor 
Jessasis  surgit,  muleentesque  setbera  Acres 
Cmlestes  lambttntaniauB,  ramisqueoolumba, 
Nuncia  sacra  Dei,  plaudentibnsinsidetaliB. 
NecUreos  pores,  alimentaqoe  mltiaccslun^ 
Prsebeat,  et  tadto  fioBCundos  irriget  imbres. 
Hue,  Icndat  quos  l^pra,  urit  quos  febris,  adest^ 
Diatslotares  spirant  medicamina  rami ; 
Hicreqniesiesflis;  non  sacra  ssevit  in  uinbra 
Vis  BorssB  gettda,  ant  rapid!  violentia  8oUs« 
Irrita  vanesoent  prisca  vestigia  fraudis 
Justitissque  buumis  pretm  inlemerata  bilancem 
AttoUet  reducb;  bellb  pmbendetAlivas 
Composatis  pax  alma  sues,  terrasque  reviseos 
Sedates  niveo  virtus  Inoebit  amictu : 
Volvantur  oeleres  snni  \  lux  pnrpuret  ortum 
Espectata  diu !  natora  daustra  refringens, 
Natcere,  magna  puer!  tibi  primes,  ecce,  corollas 
Deproperat  tellus,  fundit  tibi  munera,  quicquid 
Carpit  Arahs,  hoitis  quicquid  firondescit  Eow. 
Altius,  en  I  LrfMmon  gaudsntta  culmipa  tollit, 

^  This  translation  has  been  severely  criticised  l^ 
Dr.  Warton,  in  his  edition  of  Pope,  vul.  i.  p  1 05, 
8vo,  1797.  It  certainly  contains  some  t^pies. 
sions  that  are  not  classical.  Let  itbe  remeuibiTf  d, 
however,  that  it  was  a  college-exerciMt,  perfum- 
ed vith  great  rapidity,  and  wm  at  ficst  prsisad 
teyond  all  suspicion  of  defect.    C. 
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Ed  !  summo  exultant  mitantes  yertioe  fylve. 
Mittit  anmiaticas  valUs  Sarooica  nnbes, 
£t  joga  Carmeli  recreant  fragrantia  cobIuih. 
Deierti  ]st4  mollescunt  aspera  voce 
AoditnrOeasl  ecoeDeusl  reboantJacirCQin 
Saxa  sonant.  Deus ;  eooe  Deos  I  defleclitur  ether, 
Demissumque  Deam  telliM  capit ;  ardua  cednis, 
Gloria  sylyanim,  domumni  inclioaU  talntet,    . 
Sai^ite  convaUes,  tamidi  sabtidite  imintes  ! 
Siernite  saxa  viam,  rapidi  discedite  nuctus ; 
En !  quem  turba  din  eccinenint  enthea,  Tates 
En!  ralvatoradest;  valtus  agnoscite  csbci 
Bivinos,  surdos  sacra  vox  permulccat  a  ares. 
Ille  cutim  spissam  visas  hebetare  retabit, 
Reclusisqne  oculis  infdndet  amabile  Inmen ; 
Obstrictiuqoe  dhi  linguas  in  carmina  solret 
Ille  vias  vocis  pandet,  flexosque  liqoentis 
llarmonJae  puigata  novos  mirabitur  anris. 
Aocrescant  teneris  taetu  nova  robora  nervis: 
(Vnsnetns  fukro  innixos  reptare  bacilli 
Nunc  saltn  capreas^  nunc  cursa  provocat  euros. 
Kon  planctos,  non  mcesta  sonant  suspiria;  pecUis 
Singultans  mulcet,  lacbrymantes  tei^t  ocellos. 
Yinclacoercebontluctantem  adamantinamorteni, 
.^temoqae  Orci  dominator  valnere  langnens 
Invalid!  raptos  sceptri  plorabit  honores. 
Ut  qua  duice  strepent  scatebrs,  qua  lata  vireg- 

cunt 
Pascna,  qua  blandam  spirat  purissunus  aer, 
Pastor  agit  pecudes,  teneros  modo  suscipit  agnos 
£t  gretnio  fotis  selectas  porrigit  herbas, 
Amissas  modo  quant  oves,  revocatqae  vagantes; 
Eidus  adestcostos,  sen  nox  ftirat  horrlda  nimbis, 
Sive  dies  medios  morientia  torrent  arva. 
Postera  sic  pastor  divinusseclabeabit, 
£t  curas  felix  patrias  testabitnrorbis.  « 
Kon  uhra  infestis  ooncnrrent  agmina  signis, 
llostiles  oeulis  ftammas  jaculantia  lorvis ; 
Non  litui  aocendent  belluiD»  non  campus  ahenis 
Triste  coruscabit  radiis ;  dabit  hasta  recnsa 
Vomerem,  et  in  fislcem  rigidus  carvabitur  ensis. 
Atria«  pacis  opus,  surgent,  flnemque  caduci 
Natns  ad  optatum  perducet  csspta  parentis. 
Qui  duxit  futcos,  illi  teretarea  messem, 
Et  sere  texeni  vites  umbracnU  proli. 
Attoniti  dumeta  videut  inculta  cokml 
Suave  rubere  rosis,  sitientesqne  inter  arenas 
Garrula  mirantur  salientis  munnora  rivi. 
Per  saxa,  ignivomi  nuper  spelsa  draooois, 
Canna  viret,  juncique  tremit  variabilis  umbra. 
Horruit  implexo  qua  vallis  sente,'  figure 
Surgit  amans  abies  teretis,  bnxique  sequaces 
Artificisfrondentdextras;  palmisque  rubeta 
Aspera»  odoratSB  cedunt  mala  gramina  myrto. 
per  vales  sociata  lupolasciviet  agna, 
Cuntque  leone  petet  tutus  prtssepe  juvencus. 
Florea  mansuete  petnlantes  vincola  tigri 
Per  ludum  pueri  injtdent,  et  fBSsa  colubri 
Membra  vtutoris  recreabunt  frigore  lingue. 
Serpentes  teneris  nil  jam  Icthale  micantes 
Tractabit  palmis  inftns,  motusqoe  triscnlce 
Ridebit  lingus  innocoos,  squamasque  vinait^ 
Aureaqne  admirans  rutilanlis  fulgnra  crists. 
Indue' reginam,  turrits  frootis  faatmcs 
Tolto  Salema  sacros,  qoam  civonmgloriapainvs 
Explicat,  incincum  radiate  luce  tiare  1 
En !  fbrroosa  tibi  spatiosa  per  atria,  proles 
Odintbos  surgit  deiwis,  vHamqufe  rcquirit 
Imp^tiens,  leateqoe  tocntei  iodrepat  aonos.    * 


Eooe  perogrinis  fefvait  ton  lioum  tnrtiis; 
Baiterusenl  darum  divino  Inmine  temphm 
logreditur,  cnltuque  too  msBsneaoere  gaodn. 
Cinnameos  comolos,  Ncbatbei  mnnefa  veris, 
Eoce  cremant  geoibus  tritefegaiiboi  ars ! 
Soils  Opbyreis  crudum  tibi  raontibus  anmn 
Maturant  radii;  tibi  balaama sodst  Idnne. 
^tfaeris  en  portas  sacro  folgore  mieaBtes 
CoBlioole  paudunt,  torrentis  aorea  Incis 
Plumina  prorompunt;  non  postbac  sole  rabeoet 
Ihfiianasdenti,  placideve  aigentea  noetis 
Luna  vices  revebet ;  radios  pater  ipse  diei 
Proferet  arcbetypos;  ccdeslis  gaodia  locit 
Ipso  fbnte  bibes^  que  drcumfubsa  beatsm 
Regiam  inundabit,  nullis  cessara  tenebris. 
Littom  deficiens  arentia  deseret  asqwr ; 
Siderm  fomabont,  diro  labefacta  tremors 
Saxa  cadeot,  solidique  Uqoesoeal  robora  noatii: 
Tu  secura  tamen  confiua  e1ementavidebis> 
LsBtaqne  Messia  semper  dominabere  regc, 
PoUicitis  flrmata  Del,  stabilita  rainu« 


[Jan.  30,  SI,  1778.] 

Vrrx  qui  nurias  vices 
Rerum  perpetuus  temperat  Arinter, 

Leto  oedere  iumini 
Noctis  tristitiam  qui  gelide  jobet, 

Acri  sanguine  turgidos, 
Obductosque  oculos  nubibus  humidifl 

Sanari  voloit  meos« 
Et  me,  cuncta  beans  cui  nocint  dies, 

Luci  reddidit  et  mibi. 
Qua  te  lande,  Deos  qua  prace  proseqnar  ? 

Sacri  disclpulislabri 
Te  sem|>er  studiis  utilibosoolaiii :  ■ 

Grates,  sum  me  Pater,  tnis 
Recte  qui  fruitur  muneribnf,  dedit. 


[Dec.  25,1779.3 

NvMC  dies  Cbristo  memoranda  nato 
Fulsit,  in  pectus  mibi  fonle  purum 
Gaudium  sacro  fluat,  et  benigni 

GrstiaCdit 

Christe  datutam  trepidoquietem, 
Cbriste,  spem  prestastabilem  timeoti ; 
Da  fidem  certam,  precibusque  fidis    - 

Annoe,  Cbratft 

[In  Leclo,  die  Passionis*  Apr.  1S»17B1.] 
semper 


SuMMB  DeuSt    qui 
cre4sti; 

Judioe  quo,  sceierum  eat  poanitoisfe  laloi 
Da  veteres  noocas  animo  sic  flere  vonio, 

Per  Christum  at  veniam  sit  reperire  mihii 


[InLecto.  Dec85»  1789] 

Spb  non  inani  confogis, 
Peccator,  ad  Jatus  meum  ; 
Quod  poscis,  baud  unqi^un  tSbi 
Negabttur  solatiumt 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FOEMATA. 


61S 


[ifoci^  inter  16  et  17  Junii,  178S.*] 
SuMMi  Pater,  qnodcmiqQe  toum  >  ^  corpore 
Namen  * 
Hoe  ftatnat^,  predbus  »  ChHstut  m&eme  Tdit : 
logenk)  iMifcas,  nee  sit  mihi  culpa  ^0(rAMe^ 
Qua  solum  potero  patte,  ptacere  t  tibi. 


tCal.  Jao.  A  lecto>  aotelucem.  1784.] 

Su  MMB  ^tor  Titas,  natune  ctenie  magister, 
Oiusanim  series  quo  moderante  fluit. 

Respice  qaem  subiget  seniom,  roorbique  aenilaa^ 
Quem  terr<ft  vitas  meta  propinqua  suss, 

Eespioe  inuUliter  lapsi  qoem  pceaitet  sbti  ; 
Recte  ut  poeniteat,  respice,  magne  parens* 


VATia  benigne,  summa  semper  lenitas, 
Oimioegravatam  plurimo  mentem  leva : 
Concede  veram  pceoitentiam,  preoor. 
Concede  ageadam  le^ibus  vitam  tuis. 
Saeri  vagantes  luminis  gressus  face 
Stege,  et  tuere,  qua  noeent  pellens  prooot ; 
Teniam  petenti,  summe  da  veniam,  pater ; 
^eniaqne  sancta  pacis  adde  gaodia : 
^Sceleris  ut  expers  oomi,  et  vacuas  metu, 
Te,  mente  pari,  mente  traDquillA  oolam : 
If ibi  dona  moite  bcc  impetret  Christus  suA. 


[Jan. 18,  1784.] 

SuMMB  Pater*  pare  collustra  lumine  pectus, 

Anxietas  noceat  ne  tenebrosa  mihi. 
In  me  sparsa  menu  Tirtutun  semina  larga 

Sical^  proveniat  me«is  ot  ampla  boni. 
Hoctes  atqne  dies  animo  speslssta  recarset, 

Certa  mihi  sancto  flagret  amofe  fides. 
Certa  vetat  dobitaie  fides,  spes  laeta  timere, 

Velle  vetet  eniqnam  non  belie  sanctos  amor. 
Da,  ne  sint  permissa,  pater,  mitti  prsemta  fhistra, 

Et  colere,  et  leges  semper  amare  tuas. 
HsK  mihi,  quogentes,  qaosaeola,Christe^pift8ti, 

Sanguine,  preeanli  promeveare  tno ! 


[Feb.  97,  lV84.] 

Mbhs  mea  qnid  qwreris  ?    Tcniet  tibi  mollior 
hora. 

In  anmmo  ntvidaas  nnmine  lasta  patrem; 
JDiviaam  hnontea  iram  placavit  Jesns; 

Nunc  eat  pro  pcsna  posnituisae  rria. 

*  The  night  above  referred  to  by  Dr.  Jofanfon 
was  that  In  which  a  paralytic  stroke  had  de- 
privedhim  of  his  voice ;  and,  in  the  anxiety  he 
felt  lest  it  should  likevise  have  impaiied  his  an- 
darstanding,  he  composed  the  above  lines,  and 
«id,  ooneeming  them,  that  he  katm  at  the  time 
that  they  were  not  good,  bot  then  that  he  deemed 
-his  disceifiing  this  to  be  su AdenC  Ibr  thex|afeting 
the  anxiety  before  mentioned,  as  it  showed  him 
that  his  power  4>f  judging  wms  not  diminished. 

>ALta«.        « Alleges.        4AI.  statuant 

•  ALvotis.      ^Al.precari.    fA(.lttafe. 


CBRISriANUS  PERFECrUS. 

Qui  cupit  in  sanctos  Christo  cogeate  refenri, 
Abstergat  mundi  labem,  nee  gaudia  camis 
Captans,  nee  fastu  tumidus,  semperque  future 
Instet,  et  evellens  terroris  spicnla  corde, 
Suspiciat  tandem  clementem  io  numine  patrem.  , 

Uttic  qooque,  nee  genti  nee  sects  noxius  ulli*  ' 
Sit  sacer  orbis  amor,  miseris  qui  semper  adesse 
Gestiat,  et,  nuMo  pieUtis  limite  claosus, 
Cunctorumignoscatvitiis,  pietate  fruatur. 
Ardeat  huic  u>to  sacer  Ignis  pectore,  possit 
Ut  vitam,  poscat  si  res,  impeodere  vero. 

Cora  p^oere  Deo  sit  prima,  sit  ultima,  sancta 
Irroptum  vitas  cupiat  servare  tenorem ; 
Bt  ttbi,  delirans  quanqoam  et  peccator  in  boras 
Displiceat,  servet  tutum  sub  pectore  rectum: 
Nee  natet,  et  nunc  has  partes,  nunc  eligat  illast 
Nee  dubitet  auem  dicat  herum,  sed,  totus  in  uno, 
Se  fidum  addicat  Christo,  mortalia  temnens.      ' 

Sed  timeat  semper,  caveatqne  ante  omnia, 
turbs 
Ne  stoUdsB  similis,  leges  sibi  segregel  audax 
Qnas  servare  velit,  leges  quas  lentus  omittat, 
Plenum  opus  effugiens,  aptans  jnga  mollia  oolfo 
Spoote  sua  demons ;  nihilum  decedere  sumoMD 
Volt  Dens,  at  qui  cuncU  debit  tibi,  cuncta  ra- 

poscit. 
Denlqoe  jierpetao  oontendit  m  aidua  nisu, 
Auxilioque  Dei  fretus,  jam  mente  serena 
Pergit,  et  imperiis  sentit  se  dulcibus  actum* 
Paulatim  mores,  animum,  vitamque  refingit, 
Efflgiemque  Dei,  quantum  servare  licebit, 
Induit,  ^  terris  major,  coslestia  spirat. 


£Tsaxs  fctam  oonditor, 
Salutis  sternSB  dator; 
Pelieitatis  sedibus 
Qui  nee  soelestos  exigis, 
Quoseomque  scelenim  pcenitet ; 
Da,  Cbriste,  poonitentiam, 
Veniamque,  Chriate,  da  mihi; 
^grum  traheqti  sjnritnm 
Soccurre  praDuenxcorpori, 
Multo  gravatam  crimine 
Mentem  benignus  alleva* 


Luci  coilaitretmibi  pectus  alma,  - 
Pellat  et  tristes  animi  tenehras, 
Nee  «nat  semper  tremere  aa  doiore. 

Gratia  Chriitis 

Me  patar  tandem  reducem  bemgno 
Saramus  amplexu  foveat,  beato 
Ma  gcagi  saactnaaocium  beatum 

Spirituaaddat^ 


JEJUNWM  BT  CIBUS. 

Saavf  AT  ut  menti  corpus  jqnnia  serva, 
Ut  mens  utatur  corpora,  luoiaciboa. 
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JD  VRBJNUMt.    IU%. 


UiiA!f<y  mdliH  fipvB  bboribntp    . 
UrbaiNu  QuUisTictecalanmiif, 

(^i  (loqijt  fertum  io  enidita 
Perpetoio  viret,  ^t  Tircbit ; 
Quid  Qipliaturfeos  imiUntiuin, 
Qaid,  e^  mioe^ur,  tolII^Uus  paronit 

y«<;«re  soUf.perge  Mnsig, 
JnxU  wjpQ  itadiisqiie  fMn, 
lingiUB.pjDo^^ci^  plvmbea  spicula, 
Kden^  supi^rbp  famg^  iiliptio  f 

Tidrix  |ier  ^O8t«0C«.  catenrw 

Tntende  nejryQ»  flpr^ip,  inanibyff 

lotfiode  jam  Denom  ^aS(ibi» 
iVirUdp^  99f^  QloDeoM* 
)^  u^  Mwis  f^doiK  ^nlior, 
Qnaip  qi^  wvi^  ^«d|icr»  jm^gtie 
l!^Ti^  niti^paUiiique  Duogv 
UUlilnw  recreare  bm^mil 

KoMB-r^^^Okiic  xtola  a4juvat 
J(lf[upi«if^  3^p,  Irif  refalgct 

JN  RWVU  A  MQLA  STOANA  LICH^ 
FfMiJt^  mFFLUENTEM. 

£br;\t  njhoc  yitretis  per  pnta  virentiarmis, 

Qoo  ^,e)i  lavi 'membn^  tenelta  puer ; 
Hkdelav^  Tu^  fniatjrabar  bracbia  rnotOy 

Dom  docait  blaoda  voce  nataie  pater. 
Fecenint  rami  latebrfs,  tenabriiique  dianis 

Pendula  aecretas  abrnJit  arbor  aqoa8« 
Nunc  veteres  daris  peri^^a  taenribns  umbna, 

Loogioqnisque  oculii  nuda  U^acra  paieat 
Lympba  tamen  cuniu  agit  indeicaaa  perenois, 

Taetaque  qua  fluxit,  ncu^.«t  apecta  flait. 
Quid ferat  exfceni|  valgosy  qulddeterat  «tas. 

To  qiK>qua  aecimu  rm  age,  Niie»  tuas. 


rNA9I  Z^AYTOir. 

(Poat  LexiooD  AaglieamiB 
datwB). 

fjxxicoif  ad  flnem  kqi;f9  li^ctamtnetandam 
Scaliger  at  dvxit,  taimis  perUnai  opello^ 
Vile  indignatofl  ^MwM».  iiagaM|iia  motoataa, 
iDgemit  exofus,  ^arilNHMlA^iie  laxiea  laaodal 
Damnatis^  PffWNA  pc«  P«9W  omiibaa  muun. 

Bbt^Mmavete*  tublimit,  doctns  et  acer, 
Qoam  decait  majoca  teqai,  miyoribut  aptnm 
Qui  ▼etenim  laa^teto  doooai^  auMk»  aanaiBi 


^  Geiserat  et  quicqiiid  wtM,  npieotia  qnioquid* 
Disaaab,  iaiparifque  vioea>  cosliqae  meatuty 
InieeDtemqae  animo  seclorum  volveiet  orbtsm. 
Aillimorexemplir;  teaaere  nbi  tarba  icbo- 
laniin 
Ima  tuaa^ne^iVpetttitUScaXgcricaa        [mm 
Quisque  >H%a>.ii4ritfL94H!A9>.>  tibi,  prime  viro- 
I7t  studiis.^^eijai^,  a^  ausiojJMir  esse  querelis, 
Non  mibi  sorte  datum  %  lenij  sea  «aDgaiius  obsint 

1  See  Gent  Majj.  VoK  VIII.  p.  156  ^  aod  see 
alto  the  lotroducUoD  to  Vol.  UV. 


Frigora.  seo  oimium  longo jacniaw  feteraov 
SiTe  mihi  meatem  dederit  Datura  miooteok 

Teilarilt  ffaoctttm  cnra*  Tocamqoe  laldmr 
Tuto  aliicCatum  spatib  sapientia  dia 
focipit  Btbereit*  aiaomoia  plaudit  aouoab 
I  Lingaanunqae  omni  terra  diaoordia  oonoon 
Moltiplict  reduoem  ciream  sooatiDra  magntraoa 

Me,  perai  immnoif  cam  jam  raiht  nddor, 
ioertu 
Desidm  sora  dan  maaet,  graviorque  laboca 
Triftiitt  atra  quiea,  et  tardc  tmdia  vit» 
Naaeoqtvr  carUcupc,  Texatqae  dcilonm 
Importuna  cohort,  rwoost  Baala  lomiiia  menttt. 
'  Nimc  demon  juTaot  DOCtonnB  goadia  meome, 
IVuiic  loca  tola  plaoent;  frostra  te,  Somne,  re» 


Alme  TOCO,  impatient  noctii  mefcaenaqae  dies. 
Omnia  percurro  trepidot,  circum  omnia  loatro^ 
Si  qoa  naqvam  pateat  melioritaeaita  Titc^ 
Nee  quid  tigam  iovenio,  meditatot  gnadia,  oofor 
Notior  ipte  mihi  6eri,  incottamqoe  lateri 
Fectot,  et  ingeoium  tano  te  robore  jactant* 
logenium  niti  materiem  doctrma  miniitrat. 
CoHit  inopa  terom,  ut  iorpet,  li  marmoda  abdt 
Oipia,  Pbidiaci  ftocnnda  potcntia  cctli. 
Quicquid    agam,  qoocanqae  ferar. 


Ret  angusta  domt,  etmacnepenaria  mentis. 

Nod  ratiooit  opet  animus,  nunc  parta  recCD* 
Contpicit  aggestas,  et  te  mintor  in  illia,    [aena 
Nee  iibi  de  gaxa  pneseos  quod  postolat  oaos 
Sammoa  adetie  jubet  oelaa  dominator  ab  aroa^ 
NoOy  opemm  serie  teriem  dam  oompatat  mrip 
Prteterhis  fhiitar,  IsHot,  aatsomit  booorea 
Ipte  aui  judex,  act«  bene  numeral  y^tmi 
Sed  sua  regna  Tidens,  loca  nocte  sileBtia  late 
Horre^  ubi  vansB  speciesj  umbneque  fogacci» 
fit  rerum  Tolitant  rarse  per  inane  figore. 

Quid  fficiam  ?   tenebrisDe   pigram 
tenectam 

Restat  ?  an  acciogar  ttudiit  graTioriboa  audax^  > 
Ant,  hoc  si  nimium  cat, 
potcam* 


iMXTATiov  or  TBI  Aaora,  av  lau 
KNOfF  rOURSSLF. 
(atriB    BBviaiva    aN»    Bvuiaotiio    tbb 

BHOBiaS   LBZICON,  OB  BICTIOIIABT.) 

Whbii  Scaliger,  tiliole  years  of  labour  pas^ 
hi»LaBiooD< 


complete  at  laat. 
And  wearyr  of  bit  task,  with  imnd'fing  eyei^ 
Saw  from  words  pird  on  words  a  fabric  rist^ 
He  cara'd  the  Indostry,  inevtly  strosig, 
In  creeping  toil  that  could  peniat  to  todf. 
And  If,  enraged  he  cried,  Heav»D  meant  to  aliei- 
Ita  ketnest  fflOftaacB  oo  the  guilty  head, 
Tbeckttdgery  of  worda  thedanm*d  would  hwv, 
!  ])oom>d  to  write  lexioona  in  endless  woei. 

Ves»  you  hadcaose,  great  geoias,  to  rnpitu  ;. 
"You  lost  gooddaytttbat  mifl^ibabetter  ipeK;'^ 
You  well  ought  grudge  the  honia  of  li^*ris« 


Aod  view  your  learned  Ubotirs  with 


•  SeeScaliger'sEpigrBmoathiasbl9ect,eniiK 
^  munieated  without  doubt  by  Div  Johnsan,  Qant. 
Mag.  1*748.  p.  8. 
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To  yon  were  gi veo  (be  lArge  exptnded  mind. 
The  flame  of  geniat^  and  the  Urte  refin  d. 
•T«ras  yoora  ou  eagle  wings  aloft  to  aoar. 
And  amidtt  rolling  worlds  the  great  First  Gsnte 

explore: 
To  fix  the  eras  of  reroided  tinae. 
And  live  in  e?^  age  and  ev'ry  clime  ;    icausc  5 
Record  the  cbicfo,  who  propi  theit  counuy** 
Who  founded  empires,  andeaiablish'd  laws  ; 
To  learn  wbate'er  the  saga  with  virtue  fraught, 

Wbate'er  the  Muse  of  mo^a^wisdom  Unght. 

These  were  your  quarry;    these  to  you  were 

known. 
And  the  world's  ample  volume  was  yonr  own. 

Yet,  wam»d  by  me,  ye  pigmy  wits,  beware 
Nor  with  immortal  Scaligcr  compare. 
For  me,  though  his  example  strike  my  view. 
Oh!  not  ibr  me  his  footsteps  to  pursue. 
Whether  firrt  Nature,  unpropitioos,  cold , 
This  day  compounded  in  a  ruder  mould  ; 
Or  the  stow  current,  loit'riug  at  my  hegit. 
No  gleam  of  wit  or  fancy  can  impwrt; 
Wbate'er  the  cause,  from  me  no  numbers  flow, 
No  visions  warm  me,  and  no  raptures  glow. 
A  mind  like  Scaliger's,  superior  still. 
No  gfief  oould  conquerr  no  misfortune  chiU.^ 
Though  for  the  maae  of  words  his  naUve  skies 
He  seem'd  to  quit,  Hwas  but  again  to  rise  j 
To  mount  once  more  to  the  bright  source  of  day, 
And  view  the  wonders  of  th'  ethaial  way. 
The  loreof  fame  his  gen»it)us  bosom  fir'd : 
Each  Science  baird  him,  and  each  Muse  mtpii'd. 
For  him  the  sons  of  learning  trimm'd  the  bays. 
And  nations  grew  harmomous  in  hu  praise. 

My  task  performed,  and  aU  my  labourso'er, 
Fw  mewbat  lot  hasFoftnne  now  in  rtore? 
The  listless  will  succeeds,  that  worst  disease. 

The  reck  of  indole«^  ?^**'*«^  !'!!!\«.S« 
Care  grows 00  care,  and  o'er  my  achingbrem 

Black  Melancholy  pcwfs  her  B»rWd  trem. 
No  kind  relief,  no  ^^^'.^^  ,.    .^ 
I  seek  at  midiright  <*>^««2?**.5?^t2PS 
But  midnight  clubs,  wliere  wit  with  noise  con- 
Where  Comos  revels,  and  whwe  wine  inspires, 
DeKAtnomorei  I  seek  my  lonely  bed. 
And  aJI  on  Sleep  to  sooth  my  languid  head. 
BatHeep  from  thesesad  lids  flies  fiar  away ; 
I  mourn  ell  n*hn  ••*  *«^  ^  ^'^^  ^^T' 
l-jikausted,  tii'd,  1  thrwr  my  eyes  around. 
To  find  some  vacant  spot  00  classic  ground, 

Andsooo,  vain  hope!  I *«•«?"*  1^21!' 
Lanenorsnc«eedt,  and  nH  my  pow*w  dcdma. 
If  Science  open,  net  her  richest  vein. 
Without  maUfWs  all  our  toil  IS  ywn. 
A  form  to  rugged  slone  when  Phidias  gives, 
Beneath  his  touch  a  new  creation  lives. 
Remove  his  marble,  and  his  genius  dies  j 
With  Nature  then  no  breathing  statue  via. 

Wbate'er  I  plan,  I  feel  my  pow'rs  amfin  d 
By  Fortune's  ftown  and  penury  pf  mind. 
1  W  no  knowledge  gleanM  with  U«l  and  strife. 
That  bright  reward  of  a,''^-^'??  '»*:  , 
I  v.e»  myself,  while  reasons  fc«W«^||;^i,^^    . 
ShootA  a  pale  glimmer  through  the  gloom  of 

While  paMiras,  erronr.  phautomsoT  the  brain. 
And  vain  opinions^  fill  fe  ^^^^J^^,. 
A  dreary  rM,  where  fsare  and  grief  «mb»n  d 
Waste  all  within,  and  desolate  tbe  uund* 


What  then  i^iili^tis?  Mtost  tin  slow  dectme 
T6  mute  inglorions  ease  old  age  rcsigti?' 
Or,  held  ambitioa  kindling  in  my  breast, 
Attetept  some  ardnons  task  ?  Or,  were  it  best 
Brooding  o^er  Ittdcons  to  pass  the  day. 
And  in  that  labour  drndge  my  Mfc  away  ? 


Cum 


JD  THOMAM  LAtRENCE. 

MXniCVK  D0CTISSIMUlf» 

filium  peregre  agentem  desiderio  nindt 
trisH^iosequeretur. 

Fatisis  eifo,  quod  populussolet 
CrepnrevsBCors,  nil  si^pientiam 
Prodesse  vitas,  literasque  ; 
In  dubiis  dare  terga  rebus. 

To,  quels  labofBt  SOTS  hominnai«matet 
Nee  vincis  acer,  nee  pateris  pius, 

Te  mille  suocorum  potentem 

Destituit  medidna  mentis. 

Per  csBca  noctis  t»dia  turbidss, 
Pigre  per  boras  hicis  inutiles, 
Torpesque,  languesebqne,  curis 
Sdicitus  nimis  heu  I  paternis. 


paternis. 

TVmdem  dokm  pins  satis  est  datum, 
Exurge  fortis,  none  animis  opus, 
Te,docta,Laurena$  vetustas, 
Te  medid  revocssit  labores.  > 

Permttte  summo  qilteliuidhnbesp«tri, 
Permitte  fidens,  et  mniiebjribsni 
Amice,  nugorem  querelis 
Redde  tuis,  tiW  redde^  meDAWB* 

IN  THSJTRO, 

Blazvb  8,  1T71* 

Tbrtii  verso  quater  pibc  Instri,    . 

Quid  theatrales  tibi,  Crispe,  pomps  ? 

Qnamdecetcsmismalelitteratos 

^^  SenvolupttsI 

Tene  muloeri'fidibns  canoris  ? 
Tene  cantorum  modulb  stupere  ? 

Inter  aequales,  sine  felle  liber. 
Codices,  veri  studiosus,  inter 
Becthisvives.    Suaquisquecarpat 

Gaudm  gntnfl» 
Luslbusgaudetpuerntiosis, 
Luxusoblectatjuvenem  theatrt, 
Atsenifluxosa^ienteruti       ^^^^^^^^ 

INSULA  KENNSTHI,  INTEfl  BE^ 
BRIDJS. 

Pasva  quidem  regio,  sad  religiooe  priomm 

Clare  Caledonias  P«^.*»' "^•'.■^'SV^ 
VoceuWCennethns  poputos  dmnnisBe  feroces 

Didtur,  et  vanos  dedocuisre  »* 
Hue  ego  deUtus  placido  per  c«rula  curso* 

Scire  locus  vdnl  qutddaret  iste  novi. 
lllic  Leniadei  humili  regnabatm  aula, 

Lsnlades,  magnis  nobiliutus  avis, 
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Una  doat  cepit  cast  com  genitore  paellas» 

Quas  Amor  oodaroni  crederet  esw  deaa. 
Nee  tameo  incaiti  gelidis  latuere  aob  antrify 

Aocola  Danttbii  qaalia  scvut  babet. 
Ifollianon  desunt  vaciUB  lolatia  viUa 

Sivelibros  poaeant^otia,  sive  lyram. 
Fuherat  ilia  diet,  leg^s  qua  docta  superns 

Spes  bominam  et  curas  geof  procul  eaee  jabel. 
Ut  precibui  jostas  avertatDuminisiras 

Kt  sumitki  acoendat  pectus  amore  boni. 
Ponti  inter  itrepitas  non  lacri  monera  cultni 

CeMamnt,  pietaa  bio  qooqae  cara  fuit. 
Nil  opus  est  serif  «acra  de  tiirr<»  aooaDtii 

Admonita,  ipsa  suas  nanciat  bora  vices. 
Quid,  quod  sacrifici  versavit  fcemina  libn«  } 

Sint  pro  legitimis  piira  labella  sacris. 
Quo  vagor  olteriusr    quod   ubique  requiritar 
bie  est. 

Hie  secura  quteiy  bie  eibGaertu  amor. 


SKIJ. 

PoiTTi  profiindtaclaiisareoesiibaSf 
Strepens  procellis,  nipibus  obsita» 
Quam  grata  defesso  virentem, 
Sl^ia,  sinuin  nebulosa  pindis  I 

His,  cnra,  credo,  sedibos  exolat ;  *» 

His  blanda  oerte  pax  babitat  locis  ; 
Non  ira,  non  mceror  quietis 
Insidias  meditator  borisi 

At  non  cavati  rope  latesoere. 
Menti  nee  mgtm  mpotibos  atiis 
Pmdest  vagari,  neo  f rementes ' 
In  specolaDumeraiefluctus. 

Homana  virtos  non  sibl  snfllcit ; 
Datur  nee  aequum  ouique  animum  sibi 
Parare  posse,  ntconqoe  jaetet 
Grandiloqutts  nimis  alta  Zeno. 

ExBstaantis  pectoris  impetmn 
Eex  somme,  solas  to  regis,  arbiter  ; 
Mentuiqae,  te  tollente,  fluctus ; 
Te»  resident,  moderante  floctns. 

ODE  DE  SKiJ  INSULA. 

PEkMio  terras  ubi  nnba  rapes 
Saseas  misoet  nebulis  rainas, 
Torra  ubi  rident  sterilesooloni 

Rnra  labores. 

Pertajor  gen(e<i  hominom  fen>ram» 
Vita  ubi  nallo  deooratacoltu 
Sqoallet  infoimis,  tigurtqoe  fomis 

Fmdaialcscit. 

Int^  erroris  salebrosa  longi> 
Inter  ignotasstrepitos  loquebB, 
Qootmodis,  meciun,  quid  agat,  reqniro, 

Tbratiadttlcis? 

Sen  vm  cnras,  pia  mipta  mulcet. 
Seu  fovet  mater  sobbtero  beniKoa, 
Sive  cum  libris  uovitate  pascit 

Sedula  mcntem. 

Sit  roemor  nostri,  fideiquesolvat 
Fida  mercedem,  nieritoqne  blandnm 
Thralie  discant  lesoiiare  nomen 

UttoraSte 


SPES. 

Apr.  16, 1783.  ^ 

HoiA  tie  per^t  citata  cnrsnm  ; 
Sic  diem  seqaitiir  dies  fugacem !  ^ 

cSpes  novas  nova  lux  parit,  seconda 
Spondens  omnia  cred'olis  bomallis  i 
Spes  lodit  stolidas,  metoque  eaco 
tux  angit,  miiieios  ludens  bomuUof.    • 

FERSUSf 

ooLLAii  OAPajB  DOMiKi  BAMKS   nscanimf* 

pBBprrui,  ambiti  bis  terri  pcemia  laetia 
H»c  babet,  altrici  capra  seconda  Jovia. 

AO     rSKIIIAIf     QOANDAX    OlHSnOSAX     QVA 

LtaaaTATis  cavsjb  in   ssbkohb   fatao- 

CIXATA    PUXBAT. 

LiBBA  ttt  esse  velim,  aoasisti,  pukbra  Maria : 
Ut  maneam  liber,  pulcbra  Bfiaria,  vale. 

JACrURA  TEMPORIS. 

Hoa  A  peril  Itartim  Isstis,  mens  tampons  segia 
Pigritiam  incnsat,  nee  minos  hoia  pent. 


Quas  navis  recipit,  quantum  sit  poiidos  aqua* 
ram, 
Dimidium  taoti  ponderis  intiet  ooua. 

QcN>T  VOX  missa  pedes  abit  hone  parte  seounda  ? 
Undecies  centum  denoa  quater  adde  duoaque. 

ESf  BIPXION*. 

'H#diwy  n  0/wr  BipMM,  li^jrefSr* 
K««  0IW,  Jvnr,  hwfff^^imtJfrof^tfmn, 
£tv  molt  fffo^ttjaw  B/^m  JUXot  Sx**** 

Elf  rl  t;u*£  AI£SH£  mtfi  rSr  *<Mfm  'AimT^.^. 
T«itfbiXM)tw^/uiT2rlx«.|   Zw^mi^lJimm 
UwfiZt,  >bA)*  aM  €iMlfk  fUfk^  ei5. 

*AM  rW  lie  dyn^;«  K^<,  f^iH« ^'Owif' 
Zwbt  tAt^  ^loyMt  mikM  tnmfn  «m«m«» 

IH   XLiza  aXIOMA. 

Qnis  IbnDflB  modus  imperio?    Vemn  amgat 
andax 

Omnia,  nee  curas  sunt  sua  soeptra  JovL 
Ab  Jove  Msonides  desoendei^  somnia  narrat : 

H«c  veniunt  CyprisB  somnia  miam  Dec 
Jupiter  unus  eret,  qui  stravit  ftilmine  gcntet; 

Nunc  araiant  Veneris  lamina  tela  Jovis. 

*  Tbe  Rev.  Dr.  Thomas  Birch,  antliorortbe 
History  of  the  Royal  Society,  and  otbenrorksof 
note. 

*  The  lady  on  whom  these  verses,  and  the 
Latin  ones  that  immediately  fMlov,  vera  writ, 
ten,  is  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Garter, 
who  traoabted  tht  worin  of  Epictetm  fitrnn  the 
Greek. 
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^  O  QUI  benifviit  crimiiia  ignoacit,  patar 
Faedliqiie  •em^  oooHteiiti  adet  feo, 
Aurem  favrntmn  pracibus  O  pi«be  meis ', 
Soelanui  eatmA  me  labomiteai  gtwh 
JEtenui  tMMSDB  liberaC  cleineouftf 
Ut  ramiiia  lain  iit»  fqinaia  Chritto  gloria* 

Pn  Tits  lenebras  rarnmque  inoerta  Taganttei 
Kuaine  prmeoti  me  tncare  pater  t 

Me  ducat  Im  lancU,  Dent,  lax  taneU  Mqnatari 
Utqae  ngat  gretant,  gratia  6da  maoa. 

Sic  peiagam  tna  ja«a  libent,  aooiiictiit  ad  oame 
Mandataaif  Thram  tie  moriarque  tibu 


Ma,  paler  omnipotem,  de  paro  reapioe  ccilo, 
Qoem  BMMtam  et  timidiim  crimina  din  gr»* 
▼ant; 

Baveniam  paceaqoe  mihi,da,  mente  terena, 
Ut  tibi  qua  placeant,  omnia  promptus  agam. 

Solvi,  qno  Chrietus  cunctit  dalicta  redemit, 
£t  pro  me  pretium.  tu  patiare,  pater. 


[Dec  5,  n84«.] 

fioMMB^Deot,  cni  c«ca  patent  penetralia  oordii ; 

Qnem  nolla  anxietas,  nulla  eupido  f  ogit; 
Qnem  nil  raliritieapeocantnm  inbdola  oelat; 

Omnia  qui  speetant,  omnia  nbique  r^ia; 
MentiboB  alllatu  terrenaa  ^ice  aordea 

DivinOk  sanctnt  legnet  ut  intui  amor : 
Eloqttinmque  potens  Ihignii  torpentibus  affer, 

Ut  tibi  lent  omot  semper  ab  ore  aonet: 
Sanguine  qno  gentei,  qno  aecula  cuncta  piaviti 

itee  nobiaCbrietus  promemiiie  velit  I 


psjLMus  cxrii. 

Imii  qua  Tolnerii  dndtur  orbita, 
Patram  oolioolAm  perpetno  colunfc 
Qnovia  sanguine  cretm 
Gentes  nndiqne  caimine. 
Patrem.  cnjus  amor  1»landior  in  diea 
Mortaleamiieroaaerratyalit,  fovet, 
Omnea  undiqne  gentes^ 
JSancto  dicice  carmine. 


•Siu  te  MBva  titii,  levitas  five  improba  fecit, 
Motca,  mea  oomltemy  pavtic^fiemque  dapity 

Pone  BMlum,  rostrum  fideni  immittexulnUOy 
Nam  lioet,  et  totopsolue  lieta  meia. 

Tu,  quamcunque  tibi  velox  indnlierit  annui,     | 
Curpe  diem»  fogit,  beu  non  retocandadies  i 

*  This  and  the  three  foHoning  articlea  are  me^ 
trical  rerbiona  of  ooUecta  in  the  lituigj ;  the 
Ant,  of  that,  beginning,  "  O  Ood,  whoae  na- 
ture and  property;"  the8dand3d,  of  the  col- 
lects for  the  17th  and  31  St  Sundays  after  Trinity; 
and  the  4th,  of  the  Ut  4X>Uact  in  the  communion 
aerviee. 

•  The  day  on  which  he  received  the  sacra- 
mcpt  for  the  last  time;  and  eight  days  before  his 


QnsB  noa  Uanda  eoDies»qu»  nos  perdocat6odem» 
VolTitur  bora  milii,  volvitur  bora  tibi  I 

(Joa  quidem,  sic  frta  folunt,  tibi  ttvitur  «st«s^ 
fiheu,  quid  dedes  plus  mibi  sexta  dedit  I 

Olim  pnsteritm  nnoieranti  teropora  vits^ 
Senginta  anus  noa  minor  nana  erit. 


I  HabeOj.  '/'edj  quod  alteri ; 
Habuique,  quod  dedi  mihi ; 
Sed  quod  reliqui,  perdidi* 


*B  ff  ALTON!  PISCAmnS  PEBJfECm 
TO  EXCBRPTUM. 

Nuvc,  pergraminafuii, 
Densft  fronde  salicti, 
Bum  defenditur  imber, 
Molles  dueimus  boras. 
Hie,  dum  debita  morti 
Paulum  Tito  moratur, 
Nanc  rescire  priora, 
Nunc  instare  futuris. 
Nunc  summi  preoe  sanct4 
Patris  numen  adire  est. 
Qnicqoid  qusritur  ultra, 
Gecodttcit  amore, 
Vel  ftpe  ludit  inani, 
Luctus  mox  pariturum* 

*  These  lines  are  a  ternon  of  three  senteneea 
that  are  said  in  the  manuscdpt  to  be,  <*  On  the' 
mooumeni  of  John  of  Doncaster  ;'*  which  are  af 
foUow: 

What  t  gave  that  I  haTO  ; 
What  1  spent  that  I  had; 
What  Heft  that  I  lost 

*  These  lines  are  a  translation  of  part  of  a, 
song  in  the  Complete  Angler  of  Isaac  Walton,' 
written  by  John  ChalkhiN,  a  friend  of  Spenser, 
and  a  good  poet  in  his  time.  They  are  but  pa|t 
of  the  last  stanza,  which,  that  the  reader  mtj 
bate  it  entire,  ishera  given  at  length. 

If  the  SunPs  excessive  heat  '  *• 

Make  our  bodies  sweltor. 
To  an  ozier  hedge  we  get 
For  a  friendly  shelter  t 
When  in  a  dike, 
Pearch  or  pike, 
Koachordace; 
Wedochaae, 
Bleak  or  gudgeon. 
Without  grudging, 
We  are  still  contented. 
Or  wc  sometimes  pass  an  hour 

Under  a ^reen  willow. 
That  defends  us  from  a  shower. 
Making  earth  our  pillow  ; 
When  we  may 
Think  and  pray, 

Befora  death  . 

Stopaonr  breath  I 
Other  joys 
Are  but  toys, 
Aodto  be  lamentisd. 


•  Theabovebai 
carious  ihinty  fly.' 


loftheaoiig,  *'Busy, 
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>  QvMPit  kflr  twdif ,  vitNM  qv*  laddw  on- 

%4ac«lmtft  Tbamesisipffvtandit  ofMeaB  j[ 
JfsnDOi«&  trepuiaiil  qna  l«nt«  tt  fomiioe  g«lte^ 
Ountaiqiqae lata  findm fdnkillal  mk^d 
OemoMiiae*  InmriaB  w»diiiii  funnlate  aHwiti 
i^loidSty  et  iDooquitnr  tectum  Bine  fimiide  om- 

taltum; 
bgredereO!  renmipQc&coleiiienl«iMU«Dt«iB; 
Anriferaaqaeaori  metueas  tcnitarecavenias. 
Ingfedere !  Bg&nm  mcmm  eo  tibi  panditiir  an- 

tram! 
Hie,  in  se  totam,  loi^  per  opaca  fatnri 
Tcmporis,  Henriciini  repait  yb  vivida  mentis  : 
Bfc  pin  YindnaiiiM  tnxit  tospirtn,  in  ipsA 
Hortememorpatm;  liie,  HnrmoDtt  pectoin 

primn 
Ccnlestis  fido  cnlnenint  temioa  flamma. 
Temnere  opes,  pretiom  sceleris,  patriamqae  toeri 
Yortiis  ades  ;  tibi  sponte  patet  venenbUe  Umen. 

GRMmnUM  EPIGRJMMATUM 
rERSlOSBS  METHICa. 

Pag^  8.  BrodtM  edit.  Ba&  Ann.  1549. 
Now  Aigoe  pngUem,  non  me  Hessann  creavit ; 

Patria  Sparta  mtbt  etti»  patria  claim  virAm. 
Arte  valent  iiti,  mibi  robo  revirere  aolo  eat, 

Omvenit  at  natis,  inclyU  Sparta,  tnis. 


Br.S. 
QnaiiDOQirinBM  pamim  miUa  ratione  ferontur, 
Cuncta  ctaia,  canota  et  lodicra,  cunctanihil. 


Br.  5. 
nrcToas  qni  diiro,  crudoi  de  vtte  raoemos 

Ventnri  emecnit,  vaacula  prima  meri, 
labmqne  constrictor  semcsoa,  jamque  ierendos 

Sub  iMdims,  popolo  pneterennte,  jacit. 
flbpplicinm   buic,  quoniam   cxescentia  gandia 
]«sit» 

Det  Baoehns,  dederat  qoate,  Lycwfe^  tibi* 
Bm  poterant  utsb  Isbsd  convivia  cantn, 

Molceie,  ant  pectaa  trista  larare  mnlis. 


Br.  8. 
PatT  bvmeris  daudnm  validis  per  oompita  cseos, 
Hie  ocnios  socio  oommodat,  ille  pedes* 


Br,  10. 
Qot,  mutare  vias  aosnstemqoe  mariiqne, 

IVajecit  montes  nauta,  fretiunque  pedes, 
;Sterxi,  teroentum  Spartse  Bfars  obalitit  acrit 

Militibns^  terrissitpelagoquepudorl 

Br.  11. 
Srr  tibi,  CaUiope,  Ptfmassam,  aira,  tenenti, 
^ter  Qt  adsit    Homenis,   adest   etenim  alter 
Achilles. 

1  The  above,  lines  are  a  TerMon  of  Pop^s 
verses  on  his  own  grotto,  which  begin,  **  Tboo 
who  Shalt  stop  where  Thames^  traashioent 
%af«.» 


Bbtt. 


Ad  Mosas  Venns  hssc  $  Vcneri  pnrate  | 

H0C  MosB  ad  Veneram;  sic  Marti,difn,  I 
.  Hoc  nunqoam  Tolitat  deUlis  late  pMv. 


Be  19. 
Paovfna  aoff»neo  te  sfcrepitosotwfame  Mlnt» 

Nee  menii  iiijieiat  smdida  cnra  jogam  j 
NaaiTita  ineefftis  inoerta  impeUitnr  aoris, 

Onmesqae  in  partes  tracta,  letiacta  flail; 
FkmamanetTirtna;  Tirtnti  innitere,  tnlna 

¥w  floelnftTitsB  sic  tibi  cuisna  erit. 


JtlOaa  Mr..«v  «««■.■«■  .■^■P.M  mmmmwM  ^mmf^-^tmmim*  .■ 

Ptora  nt  tictums  secnla,  paroe  bonis : 
DiTitiiSy  utrin^oe  caveas,  qni  tempore  paicifcs 
Tem|MMne  dAvitiia  ntitur,  iUe  sapit. 


Br.M. 


NimQVAif  jogera  inessibiis  conata,  aut 
QoQS  Gyges  cumnlos  faabebat  anri ; 
Quod  vitas  satis  est,  peto,  Macrine, 
Mi,  neqnid  nimis,  est  nimis  probatnm. 


Br.M. 

NoN  opio  aut  predbns  peace  diteaoef^  paaeiB 
Sit  oootenta  mihi  vita  dolore  carens. 


Br.ftC 
BicTA  ad  pauperiem  teodit,  cni  coipota  coidi 


Mnlta  alere,  et  mnltas  ssdiflcare 


Tu  ncqnedoloeputasnlieasBaacambereaMBaa^ 

Nee  probrosa  avidss grata  sit  oA  gnte; 
Nee  ficto  fletu,  llctia  aohara  cadiin 


Lgstior  baud  teeo^^ 


aeque 


Sed  MUi«  ridcna,  atqne  dolens  Miiis^ 


Ni£  non  mortale  est  mortalibns; 
est  hi 
PrfBtereant,  ant  boa  pnsterit  < 


Br.  9^ 


I 


Br.  flfc 
BmocitTi,  invisas  homines  majore  rwrhimwb 

Plus  Ubi  ridendom  secnla  nostra  dabont 
HeracKte,  flnat  Vacrymanim  crebnor  imber; . 
Vita  bominnm  none  plus  qood  miaereria  h»- 
bet 
IntereA  dmbito ;  tecum  me  cansa  aec  alia 
Ridere,  aut  tecum  me  lacrimare  jnbet. 

Br.M. 

Kuoaitervitsntpossb:  riaisqnedoliaqiBe 
Perstrrpit  omne  fonim  j  carajBokitadamiesL 
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Ronkborfattsat;  aare  i»ne  pencttla  torrent ; 

V«vtaioiiiiiii  tflDt  causa  timoria  opes  ; 
Panpcsrtasn^seimast;  imiltaB  cam  omyufe  Hies 

T«<^iiieimts   ecrfeba  omnia  solus  agjss.  [est 
Proles  atieta  gravaft,  tapta  orbat,  cssca javeots^ 

Virtus,  osnities  cauta  TifPW  caret. 
Ergo  optent   homines^    aot  nunquam    m  la« 
minis  ores 

Vanimey  ant  visA  lace  repentamoiL 

Sties  iter  Titss  at  mavis,  pnidentia  lansqae 

Permeatomne  forum;  TitaquietadomiesL 
Bnsornat  nature ;  levat  maris  aspera  Lacram» 

Verte  solvas,  donet  plenacmmena  deeus : 
Pauperies  latitat,  cum  ooajoge  gaudia  multa 

Tecta  inennt,  ccslebs  impediere  minus  ; 
Mnicet  amorprolis,  sopor  est  sine  prole  profun- 
dus $ 

Prsieellit  jntenk  ▼!»  pietate  ssnea. 
Kemooptetnunquaa  femsseinlaminisoras, 

Aut  perusse;  scatet  vito benigda  bonis. 

Br.  27. 
VrrA  omnis  scene  est  ludusque,  aut  ludere  disce 
8eria  seponensy  aut  mala  dun  pati. 


Br.  27. 
iicAsfaiemortafuga  est  Tils,  quam  tmbama- 


tX)E|[ATA«  9X9^ 

Com  piocal  «Bt»  optat»  com  renit»  quisqua  se« 
nectam, 
lncusat»  semper  spa  meUora  videt. 


Br.4& 
Omkis  ^rfta  nimis  bre^s  est  felicibus,  una 
Ndx.nisaris  longi  tenqporia  instar  habct. 


Non  ▼itanda  gravem,  non  toleranda  fecit  ? 
Dulcia  dat  nature  quidem,  mare,  sidera  teiias, 

Lunaqne  qnea  et  sol  itque  reditqoe  Tiaa 
^rror  inest  aliis,  mitrorqne^  et  nquid  babebb 

Foit«  bonit  nltiices  eiqieriare  Tiees.  , 


TiuAM  adtt  nndnsr  da  tma  nndna  abibo. 
Quid  labor  eAciet?  non  nisi  mdoseio. 


Bn  27. 


Br.  27. 
lacrymans,  lacrynans  e  luce  re* 


Vaivs  i 


Sunt  quibus  a  lacrymis  Vix  Tacat  ulla  dies. 
Tsle  hammam  genus  est,  inarmum,  triste»  mi- 
sellom. 
teodmon  in  dntecs  solvit,  et  abdit  homo. 


Br-SS. 
Gbatia  ter  grata  est  velox,  sin  forte  moretur. 
Gratia  viz  lestat  nomine  dtgna  sao. 


Br.5& 
Sau  piece  poscatur,  sea  non,  da  Japiter  oroae, 
Magne,  bonuro,  omne  malam,  et  poseentibof 
abnue  nobis. 


Br.  $0; 
Ma, cane vitato,canise)ceipit alter;  eodem 

In  me  animo  teBus  gignit  et  unda  forss. 
Nee  minim;  restatleporicooseendereosslam* 

Sidereos  tamen  hie  t^tat,  eooe  canis  1 


Br.  7a 

TsLtuai,  arboribus  verfrondens,  sidera  coelo 
GneoisDeturbs,  urbi  est  ista  propago,  decoi. 

Br.tS; 
iMViAfocta  patrans,  homines  fortasse  1atabis» 
Non  poteris,  meditans  prava,  latere  DeoS. 

Br.  75. 
Amtiw*  aaljrnim,  Dana^  aurum,  Eonpa  ja- 


Et  cyonnm  feciit»  I^^da  pedta  Ji 


Br.  92. 
JBn  sat  novi  quam  rim  brevis;  astntoaatit 

Per  oeitas  stabili  lege  volnta  vices, 
Tsngitur  baud  pedibus  ^teUos :  oonviva  Deoroni 

Bd^leor  ambrosiis  exhilanwque  cibis. 


Br.  29. 


Qoisavis  adit  lectos  elati  uxore  secundos. 
.  Nauftagns  iratu  ille  retenUt  aquas. 


Br.  SO. 
pjBAix  ante  aliof  nullius  debitor  asrisy 
.  Hunc  sequitur  ceelebe ;  tertios,  orbe,  venis. 
Mec  male  nes  oemit,  subito  si  fonere  sponsam 

Ditatas  magna  dote,  reoondis  humo. 
His  sapiens  lectis,  Bpicorum  qumrere  Irustra 

Qnalessint  monades,  qui  fit ' 


Br.  31* 
OvTAira  qule^nque  senes  siM  kngtns  mvam, 
Dignns  qui  multa  in  lustia  aeneseal,  aiit 


Br.  103. 
Pum  gi^waatiia  ssdisti,  audada,  prfana 

Divitiiaaeuaas  asposacorda  vimm ; 
Sola  rates  struis  infidas,  et  dukns  amoren 

Lncri  ulciscendum  mox  nece  sola  duces. 
AaMUMPl*  bominum,qaomm  speetandnsooeDia 

Rkuprnjaailidiw  pontaa  etorcnsesat. 

Br.  126. 
'  Drr^scUt  credo,  quid  restat  ?  qoicquid  babebb 

rntumulom  teeum»  mortejalien!te«tcab«l2 
Divitias  cinnulasi  p^renntes  oegligis  hora}^ 

Incrementa  «vi  non  cumolave  potes. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


0SO 


JOHNSONS  POEMS. 


Br.  1S6. 
IffATXft  adulaDtnm,  proleiqtie  pecania  cnnB^ 
Teqnefnu  timor  Mt,  teque  carere  dolor. 


Br.  126. 
)ff  1  misBrttm  mm  omnis  faabel ;  florentiboi  amiit 

Pauper  eram,  oummis  diffloit  ijoa  seois; 
Qoets  uti  poieram  qooDdam  Fortana  negavit, 

Qaett  ati  neqaeo,  nanG  mibi  prvbet  opes* 


Br.  127. 
Mmfofmit  ut  Sappbo  mellita  voce  canenteniy 
Aud'iity  inta  est  oe  nova  Miisa  foret. 

Br.  152. 
Ckrx  tacet  iadoctaSy  aapieiitioresse  Tidetar, 
£t  morbos  tegitiiri  dam  premit  ora  pador. 


Br.  155. 
Holrc  buic,iraiic  aliis  cedens,  cul  farraMeoippns 

Oedit,  Achameaids  nuper  ac^Iltn  eram. 
Quod  nnlli  prapfium  wentX  Fortona,  patabat 

lUe  fuiuB  stolidos,  ntinc  putai  ille  suqid. 

Br.  156. 
Nor  Fortana  sibi  te  grntom  iollit  in  altum ; 
At  docet»  exempio,  vis  sibi  quanta,  taow 

^  '  Br.  162. 

Hic,  attmm  at  repent,  laqaeum  abjicit,  alter  ut 
aorom 
N<m  reperity  oectit  qoem  repent,  laqoeuin* 

Br.  167. 
Viva  too  ex  animo,  TSfio  ramore  loqnetnr 
De  te  plebt  audax>  bic  bene,  et  ille  male. 


HuMEM  Deorum  nimcionj  j...,„.. 
Quo  rege  gaudent  Arcades,  fiiram.,^ 
Hojus  paiestns  qui  vigil  costos  sti«itr 
Oam  nocte  toUit  Aulos,  ei  ridens  ait  f 
FrmUt  magistro  laspe  discipoliM  soo. 


1l9.9t% 


Qui  jacet  bic,  senrus  vixit,  none,  lomine 
Dario  magno  non  minus  ille  potest. 


Br.22SL 


Mf.4t3^, 


E^Nus  Alexandri  mentitar  fiona  $ 
Si  Pbeebo^  victor  nesdtobire 


...  Br.  941. 

Nauta,  qnis  hocjaceatao  perooatore  sepalebn^ 
Eveaiat^tantttm  mitior  unda  tibi ! 


856. 


^,  Br.  168. 

y rrji  rosa  brevis  est,  pvoperans  si  carpere  nolis. 
Qwerenti  obveniet  mox  sine  fiore  rubus. 


-J  Br.  170. 

ruLieiBus  moTsos,  restiocUHunpade,  stullas 
"-^ — -it^  nuncmccemere  '    ' 


^  Br.  202. 

UnfODOTUM  piniot  IModoms,  et  exit  imago^ 
PrKter  Meno^um,  nuUius  yhfipfciMf. 


Br.  205. 
Had»  lavitPbido,^baad  tetigit,  mtM  ftbtaoaleati 
In  mentem  ut  venit  nominis,  inteiii. 


V .  Br.  210. 

xTTCTtcoiAXcantatletbate,  sed  ipsa  canenti 
X>eiBopbUo  aoscuitans  Nycticorax  moritiir. 


Cum  opnlentus  oges?  tua  coDela  in  U 
Sic  aliis  dives,  tu  tibi  pander  agis. 


Br.  262. 
Qui  pascit  baibam  si  crescit  msnte,  PlalQa^ 
Rhoe,  parem  nitido  toa  baiba  &cit. 


/.  w  .        «  .  Br.  2«L 

Claxos  Joannes,  re^a  afflnis,  ab  alto 

Sangnine  Anastasii  2  concta  sepnltm  jacent  £ 

Et  pins,  et  recti  cnltor:  noa  ilia  jaeere 

Dicam:  stitt  virtus  non  sabigeoda  ned. 

/>  ^        ,  Br.  267. 

CuHcnpAtm  teOos  salve^  fevis  esto  posillo 
Lysigeni,  fnemt  non  gravis  ille  tibi. 

1^  V.    .  Br.  285. 

NAUFXAGUsbicjaeeo ;  eontni,jaceteooeooloma  f 
Idem  orcus  terns,  sic,  pelagoque  subest. 


r^  .         .  V  Br.  301. 

Quia  salveiajitb6sme,peaHme^  Conmegm. 
sus; 
Est  mibi  quod  noo  fe  rideo^  plena  taluti 


«   *  —  Br.  304. 

£t  ferus  est  Timon  snb  terris :  janitor  occi, 
Cerbere,  te  morsu  ne,  petat  Ille,  cave. 

,    .  Br.  507. 

vrrAM  a  terdecmio  sextos  mibi  finiet  ■wput, 

Astra  matbematiooft  si  modo  vera  dooent. 
Sufficit  boc  vocis,  flos  bic  pnldierrimos  •«  srt, 

Et  senium  triplex  Nesloris  una  capit. 

«  Br.  322, 

ZosiUA,  qasB  sob  ftutoUm  oorpoia  serva» 
Gutpoie  nunc  ctiam  libem  liMta  ftiiu 
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<tt 


XxroooM  en !  Priami  i 
mcfetor 
Quale,  aed  boatilcB,  quale  dedere  i 


Br.  386. 
i  hand  iUe 


Br.  396. 
HacTOft  dai  gladjum  Ajaei^  dat  Baltenm  et  Ajax 
Hectori,  et  exitio  mimui  utriqn^  fait. 


Ut  vis,  ponte  « 

DM, 

logemioa  fluctUy  iogemi 


Br.su. 
{  modo  tm  di9ce«erif  nl- 


aqaaaomuiL 


Br.  344. 
^AUPBAous  hicjaoeo;  fidani  tamen  utere  velis, 
Tkitum  aliis  «qiior»  ma  pereante,  Ailt. 

Br.  398. 
HsaActrrus  ego;  indocto  ne  laadite  linga» 

Sobtile  iogenrom  qosro,  capaxqae  mei, 
Udqs  homo  mihi  pio  lezceDtii,  turiia  popelli 

Pro  DuUi^  damo  nunc  tttmulatiw  idem. 


Br.  399. 
Ambiaciota,  Tale  lux  alma,  Cleombrotut  infity 

Et  lalttt  e  muro  ditii  opaoa  petit : 
Triite  Dihil  pawns,  animi  at  de  loite  Platoni 

Scripta  l^eoiy  iolA  tivere  mente  cupit. 

Br.  399. 
Ssavut,  Epictetns,  motilato  oorpore,  vitU 
Paupenequa  Ims,  euiaque  summa  De&m. 


Br.  445. 
Unm  hie  Piaadielet  ?    nudam  vidiitis,  Adooi, 
£t  Pari,  ei  Anehtta,  noD  aliua,  Veneran. 


Br.  451. 
SnmAio  aoeeadlf  qvitquis  earbone  locenam, 
Corde  ineo  arcwdaiw ;  aideo  totui  ego. 


Br.  486. 
Jorrfia  hop  templum,  vt,   nqoando  relinquit 
Olympumt 
Atthide  noa  aliai  deiat  Olympiis,  babet. 


Br.  4SV. 
Crrw  et  extenm  grati ;  domu  hoapita  neseit 
Quvrere,  quia,  cojui,  qoia  pater,  node  Teniae 


FoaTOMJi  maISm  adfens  tolersre  prooellai^ 
Quam  domini  ingentis  ferreauperciliom 


Eir,  Sexto,  Sexti  meditator  imago,  aifentet 
Orator  statoa  est,  statoxqoe  orator  imagou 


PoLcaaA  ett  Tirginitas  intacta,  at  vita  periret^ 
Omnet  ti  velleDt  Tiiginitate  fhu  i 

Neqoitiam  fiigieas,  tervatA  oontrahe  lege 
Coiuogiiuii,  ut  pro  te  des  homioem  patris. 


Fawt  bamerii,  tenerabile  onus,  Cj^Uiereina  bona 
Per  Troj«  flammai^  densaqoe  tela,  pabrem. 

Clamatet  AigiTi8,TetuU,neungite,  vita 
Exiguom  est  Bftuti,  sed  mihi  grande  Incrom. 


FoBMA  animoehominum  capit,  at,  ti  gratia  dent; 
Non  tenet;  esca  natat  pulchia,  sed  bamus 


POMPEII. 

'  Br.48r. 
CvM  fngers  hand  possit,  ftactia  Victoria  pemrit, 
'    Te  manet  imperii,  Boma,  peremie  decus. 

fir.  488. 
I^ATnoitcs  alibi  loeuplctam  qasrite  teeta, 
Assidet  boic  costos  streooa  pauperiofc 


CoorrATaut  loquitur  nil  vir,  nil  oogitat  aior» ' 
Felioi  tbalamo  noo,  puto,  rixa  sUepit. 


BuceiNA  disjecitThebarum  mcenia,  slnixit 
QttSB  lyia,  quam  sibi  ooo  oonchiit  hanndida ! 


Maim  seneaollm  jurenis,  Faustine*  premebasb' 
NoncjuTcaam  terns  robore  cordaseaex. 

L«Tum  at  utrumque  deoos,  jwreni  quod  pmbmt 
olim 
Tuiba  genum,  juTenes  nunc  tribuere  seni. 


Exctrrjahospitio  musn,  tribuere  libelloa 
Herodoto  bospitii  prsmta,  quvqoe  soimi. 


Stella  mea,  observans  Stellas,  Dii  me  aelbera 
laxint 
Mttltis  ut  te  oculis  sim  potis  aspicere. . 


Claba  Cheronese  soholes,  Plutarehe,  dicavit  • 
Hanc  statuam  ingenlo,  Roma  benigna,  uio. 

Das  bene  coUatos,  quos  Roma  et  Gnncia  jaetal^ 
Ad  Difos  paribus  passibos  ire  duces ; 

Sed  similem,  Ptntaiche,  tux  describere  Titaa 
Non  poteras,  regio  non  tolit  ulla  parem. 

DATtibi  Pytbagoram  pictori  quod  nl  Ipse  ta« 
ceya 
Pythagoras  mallet,  vooem  habaissel  opna. 


PaoLBM  ffippi  et  sua  qui  melioiem  aeenia  md- 
lum 
Videre,  Arcbidicen  bsec  tumnlavit  humus  ; 
Quam,regnmsobolcm,  nuptam,  matrem,  atqoe 


Feoeront  miUi  ion  ti^liq^e  graTcm. 
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CscioFfoit  grnvk  h\»  poiior»  MartiqiM  dicataf» 

Qaotiiasignaotiir  gesU,  Philippe,  li^is. 
S^pieta  jacet  Manthoo^jaoet  et  Salaminim  Iaonii» 
Onuua  dum  Macedil^m  gloria  et  arma  pre- 


Shit  Demofithenici  ot  jorata  eadatera  iraoe» 
Stabe  iliit  qui  MUit^quiqo^  duat,  gravia. 


FkiOiiBUB  in  pfatis,  legi  qww  ipi^,  Mronam 
Cooteatamvariis,  do,  ]Uiodociea»  tfbi: 

Hie  anemone  bninet,  confert  nardMuaedorei 
Cum  Tiolii;  spirant  lUia  mtsta  rocii. 

fiis  redimita  comaa,  mores  depone  superbos, 
Hscperitnimnitent;  tn  perituit  nitet ! 


SffiTKBM  Asclepiades  sub  tecto  ut  Tidit  avarns^ 
Qoid  tibi,  mns,  meomn,  dixit,  amice,  tibi  ? 

Mns  blandam  ridens,  respondit*  pelle  timoram 
Hie;,  bone  vir,  sedem,  non  alimentay  peio. 


Sitn  tnnm  in  tamnlum  tacrymanun  decidit  imber 

Q«emfendit  blando  jonctne  wmfn  dotor; . 
Charos  enimcttnctis,tapqaam,dvmTitamaiiebat, 
Caiqoe  esses  natas,  coique  sodalis,  eras. 
Bea  quam  dara  preees  eprevit,   quam  toida 


joiiirtiilf  m  now. I 


Abti  ignis  Kioem  triboi,  tamen  artls  at  ignis 
Nunc  ope,  supplicii  Tivit  imago  met. 

Chatia  nalla  hominam  mantes  tenet,  ista  prane- 
tbci 
Mnnera  muoeribns,  si  retnlere  man* 


IiLA  trinmplialrix  GraiAm  consnela  proeoram 
Antesoasagmeo  Eais  habere  fores 

Hoc  Veneri  speculum  j  nolo  me  cemere  qnalts 
Som  nunc,  nee  possum  cemere  qualts  eram. 


CainlinA  labdlas  dulces  garrira  paritam 
Prosequitur  lacrymis  Alia  mmsta  8aml ; 

Blandam  lani6ci  sodam  sine  flue  loqnanem* 
Quam  tenet  bic,  conctas  que  maoet,  i 
quies. 


Dtcm,  Cansidici,  gelido  none 
Mugitum  tumulus 


Si  forsan    tumulom    quo   condilnr    Comaros 
antera 
Nil  liicri  fodes ;  otsa  babet  et  dnarsm. 


EPICTETh 

Mc»  rsK  deanim,  tuque,  due,  neeesritaSt 
OOo,  lege  TestrA,  vita  me  ieretmea* 
Sequur  libanter^  si»  ntnetari  ▼dim, 
Fiam  scdestus,  aec  tamen  minus  sequart 


E  THEOCBITO. 

POBTAt  lector,  Itic  quiescit  Hipponsot, 
Si  sis  soelestus,  pneteri,  nrocul,  mam 
At  te  bonnmsi  nAris,  et  bonis  natsm^ 
Tkitnm  hie  sedile,et  ri  plaost,  sopor  tatoiL 

EVE.  MED.    19S— 905. 

KoN  immerito  culpanda  Tcnit 
ProarAm  viecors  insipientia. 
Qui  coorivia  lautasque  dapea 
Hilanure  suia  juasetn  modis 
Cantom,  vitK  duloe  letameo* 
At  nemo  f«m  ins  homiaum, 
Domibos  daris  exitiales. 
Voce  aot  fidibus  pellere  docnit 
.  Quds  tamen  aptam  ferre  meddam 
Utile  cunetis  hoc  opus  esset ; 

Qnorrom  dolds  hsnuia  aoni  \ 
Sat  letitiA  sine  sobsidiis, 
Peotora  moUi  mnloet  dubiss 
Cupiaceeme. 

The  above  ia  a  version  of  a  Latin  epigram'oa 
the  fiunons  John  duke  of  Mariboraogh  by  the 
abbe  Salvini,  which  is  as  fbUows  : 

^asM  idAk.Tult«,  fiemait  Mars  aoer  in  arma : 
HaudafiQh  GjjJNriaiQ  paroorit  ore  Deaok 

Theduhe  was,  itaremsi  laoiadBdily  hanborae 
in  his  person,  to  which  the  saoopd  ttae  haa  re- 
terence. 


SEFTEM  JETJTES. 

PmtMA  parit  terras  sstaa,  siccatqoe  sacoMla. 
EvooatAbmnramdaintartia:  qnettn  fdinqiiit 


*  To  the  abore  lines  (whidi  are 
aad  oao  tbereAyre  be  only  offered  as  a  ftngmeot)^ 
in  the  doetos's  mannsotipt,  are  preAned  the 
words,  Geographia  Metrics.  .  As  we  are  le- 
farred,  in  the  Arst  of  the  vaisis,  to*i 
for  haviog  furnished  the  numericd  < 
that  are  the  snlgect  of  them,  his  work  has  been 
aooonlhigly  consulted,  the  title  of  whidi  is,  A 
new  Survey  of  the  Globe,  and  whSoh  profcmes  to 
give  an  accurate  meainration  of  all  the  empires, 
kingdoms,  and  other  divisions  thereof  in  the 
square  miles  that  they  respectively  contain.  On 
comparison  of  the  several  numbers  in  these 
verses  with  those  set  down  by  Templeman,  it  ap» 
pears  that  nearly  half  of  them  are  predsdy  the 
same ;  the  rest  are  not  quite  so  encftly  done.— - 
For  the  convenience  of  the  reader  it  has  been 
thought  right  to  subjom  each  number,  as  it 
stands  b  Templeman'k  works,  to  that  in  doctor 
Johnson's  verses  which  refors  to  it. 

*  Inthisflmartide  thiftis  nerdAedp  there 
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Myriu  »  JEflTP^  oMt  Ms  Mpyma  pingm. 
MyrUi  adflciicit  tibi  oowgeaiiiMi  iepteai 
Imperiaia  qua  Tum^lnmicxeroei  iniqaiiiii.. 

Undeoiet  buM  deendts  et  miUla  leptaiii 
SoTtitur*  Pelopiit^UoiqMBnoiiiiiiefaadet. 

Myriada»deci«ffcpfcemmini«p«rejul»Ml    ^ 
Pastor  >  Armbs :  decies  octo  sibt  Pena  <  reqmnt 
Myriades  tibi  piikhn  dttM»  doo  millia  poMlt 
Parthenopeit.    Novies  ▼ult  telkis  mtlle  Sicana*. 
Papa  1  mo  regit  Imperio  ter  millia  qnkique. 
Cum  sex  centoriis  munent  sex  millia  Toscur. 
Ceiitiiri&  Liguras  •  augent  duo  miUia  qnar^ 
Centoris  ocUram  decadem  addit  Luoca**  se. 
cmMtaft» 
Ut  dicas,  spatiis  quam  Utis  imperet  orbi 
Russians  myriadas  ter  denas  adae  trecentis : 
SaidiDiam  ^^eam  sexoeotb  sex  millia  eompl^it. 

Cam  sexagenisy  dum  plan  reduseritetas, 
Myriadas  ter  mille  bomini  dat  terra**  ooteDdas. 

Vult  sibmcenas  mUletima  myrias  addi, 
Vioenis  qotnas,  Ariam  i%ietata  oelebrem* 
Se  quinqoagenis  octingentesima  jongit 
Myrias,  nt  menti  pateat  tola  Africa  «»docte. 

Myriadas  septem  decies  Enropa  ^  daoentis 
Etqaadngenis  qooque  ter  tria  millia  juigit 

Myriadas  denas  dat,  qainque  et  millia,  sexqne 
Centurias,  et  tres  decades  £aropaBritaiinis>''. 

Ter  tria  myriadi  conjangit  nuUia  quartas, 
CentarisqoartSB  decades  qQiDqae  AngUa  ^  nectit 

MiUia  myriadi  septem  tocunda  secundsB 
It  qoadragenis  decades  qtiinque  addit  lemei', 

an  accarate  conformity  in  Dr.  Jobnsonl  nnitaber 
to  Templeman'si.  who  sets  down  tbe  square 
milesof  Palestine  at  7,600.  .    .         , 

•  Tbe  square  milea  in  ^gypt  are,  m  Temple- 

man,  140,700.  .       ,    ^       t 

4  Tbe  whole  TuAish  empiie.  In  Templeman, 
is  computed  at  960,05'9  aqeere  miles. 

s .  In  the  foor  following  articles,  tbe  numbers, 
in  Templeman  and  in  Johnson's  verses  are  alike. 
We  And,  accordingly,  the  Morea,  in  Templeman, 
to  be  set  down  at  7,220  iquarc  miles.— Arabia, 
at  700,00a— PenOa,  at  800,00a— and  Naples, 

at22,00a  .        .    ;, 

«  Sicily,  in   Templeman,  it  pot  down  at 

9,400.  .    ^^ 

7  Tbe  Pope^  dominions,  at  14,868. 
•Tnscany,  at  6,640.  .     , ,.         ,.. 

•  Gemw,  in  Templeman,  as  m  Johnson  lue- 
wjse,  is  set  down  at  2,400. 

*•  Lucca,  at  286.  ,  ^      ^ 

*'The  Russian  empire*  m  tbe  29tb  plate  of 

Templeman,  is  set  down  at  3,303,485  square 

»  Saidinia-  in  Templeman,  as  Hkemse  in 
Johnson,  6,600. 

^  The  habitable  worid  in  Templeman,  tt  com- 
puted in  square  miles,  at  30,666,806  square 
miles. 

;j  Asia,  at  10,257,487. 

"Africa,  at 8,506,208. 

"Europe,  at  2,749,349. 

iv  The  British  domuions,  at  104,634« 

H  England,as  likewise  in  Johnson's  expfMMo; 
^  tbe  number,  at  49,45a 

If  Inland,  at  97,457. 


Qoiiigentis  qundc^ieBis  so^alti  atengii 
MilUa  Belga  «  novem. 

Ter  sex  centorias  HoOandia*  jactat  opima 
UndecimumtTamber  ^  rult  septem  milUbusaddL 


EPITAPHS. 


1.    ATLlCHFIELn. 

a    S.    E. 
HfCBAXL  jovnoir, 

Vm  impaTidus,  conaUns,  animosns,  perien* 
lorum  immemor,  labonim  patientisaimus;  fida« 
ci4  Christian^  fortis,  fierridupque,  pator-fiuniliaa 
apprimi  stieauns ;  bibliojpola  adxnodom  peritus  $ 
mente  et  libris  et  negotiis  exculta;  animo  ita 
finno,  ul,  rebus  adversis  dlu  oonflictatus,  nee 
sibi  nee  suit  defoerit:  lingua  tie  tcwperata,  ut 
ei  nihil  qnodaores,  telpias,  ^eastaslttmM^ 
aut  dolor,  ^1  toluptas  unqoam  eKpiesoerit. 

Natus  CubleisB,  in  agio  Dertueosi,  nm» 
MDCLVI.  obutMlXXXSXI. 

4ppoait8  est  Saba,  coigiiiv 
Antique  FoasoaDM  gente  orinndas  quamdoni 
sednlam,  foris  paucis  notam;  nolli  molatom, 
mentis  acumine  et  jadtcti  snbtilitKte  pFfleoeUen* 
tern;  aliis  multum,  sibi  param  indulgentem : 
iEteniitati  semper  atlenlnm,  emne  foee^rtuUi 
nomen  commendsvit.  - 

Nata  Nortoniffl  Regis,  in  agw  VkrtieeiM^ 
anno  MDCLXIX  i  obiit  MDGCUX. 
Cum  NXTHAWAxtB  ilkniim  filio,  qui  nktoa 
MDOQOI,  cum  vires,  et  animi,  et  cofporia 
muka  polfioerentur,  aDnoMDCC3(X^Vll,  vi* 
tarn  brevem  pti  morte  sinivit 


«.    AT  BROMLEY^  IN  KENT. 

Hie  oonduntur  reliqute 

Elizabeth  JB 

Antiqoa  Janrisiorum  gente, 

PeatlingSB,  apud  Leioestrienses,  oit«t 

Formose,  cultae,  ingeniose,  pia; 

Uxoris,  primis  nuptiis,  Hbmrici  Pobtbb, 

Secundis,  Saitoblis  Johmsom  ; 

Otti  multum  amatam,  diuque  defletafli 

Hoc  lapide  contexit. 

Obiit  Londini,  mente  Mart. 

A.D.  MDCCUIL 


90  In  the  three  remaining  instanoes,  wbich 
make  the  whole  that  Dr.  Jobuion  appean.  to 
have  rendered  into  Latin  ▼erse,  we  find  the  num- 
bers eiactly  agieeing  with  those  of  Templeman  ; 
who  makes  the  square  miles  of  the  United  Pro. 
▼inoes,  9540--or  tbe  province  of  Holland^  1800^ 
and  ofWales,  7011* 
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5.    IN  WdTFOKD  CBVRCB. 

Ih  the  vmnlt  bdow  are  daporited  the  ranaiiu  of 
Jane  Bell,  wife  of  Johm  Bbll»  etq. 
who,  iu  the  fifty-third  year  of  her  age, 
sorroanded  with  many  worldly  Ueningf, 
beard,  with  Ibrtitade  and  compotare  truly  great, 
the  horriUe  malady,  which  bad  for  some  time 
begun  to  aflBict  her* 
pnmounced  incurable; 
and  ibr  more  than  three  yean, 
•ndured  with  patienoe  and  concealed  with  daoeney, 

the  daily  tartnres  of  gradual  dtetli ; 

continued  to  divide  the  hours  not  allotted  to  devor 

tioiiy  between  the  caves  of  herfamily,  and  te  con- 

Tene  of  her  frienda  { 

rewarded  the  attendance  of  duty, 

and  acknowledged  the  offices  of  affM^tion ; 

•nd  while  she  endeavoured  to  alleriate  by  cbear- 

fulness,  her  husband's  soffimngs  and  sorrows* 

increased  them  by  her  gratitude  for  his  care, 

and  her  solicitude  for  his  quiet. 

To  the  memory  of  theae  viitues^ 

IDOre  highly  honoured  as  more  fomiliatty  inown, 

this  monumentii  erected  by 

JOBM  BaLL  >• 


4.    Ilf  STREJTffJM  CBURCff. 

Juxta  sepulta  eat 

Hatm  MxaiA  SAjtiSBoaY, 

Tuaum.  Cottom  de  Gombei  mere, 

Beronetti,  Cestriensis,  Filia  ; 

JoBAimis  Sausbust  Ahnigeri. 

Flitttiensis,  nsGor; 

Forma  felix,  folut  ingenio, 

Omnibus  juounda,  soorumi 


*  She  died  in  the  month  of  October,  irru; 


lingnii,  Artibotqne  ita  eioiiHa 
Ut  lo^oenti  mraqoam  deeaaot 
Sennonis  nitor,  sententiamm  floscuii, 
Sapicntia  gravitas,  leporum  gratia. 

Modnm  servandi  adeo  perita 
Ut  domettica  hater  ncgotia  literis 

Obtoetaretur, 
Et  litemrum  inter  ddicias  rem 

Familiarem  sedulocnraret, 

Multis  illi  mnltos  annoa  preontibus 

Diri  cardnomatis  *  Teneno  oontabui^ 

Viribusqne  vitss  paulatim  renluUs 

E  terris  mehora  sperans  emigrsvit 

Kata  1707,  Nupta  1739,  Obut  1775. 

fi.    IN  WESTMINSTER  JBBET. 

Olivabx  OoLDSMrni 
PoetflB.  Physici.  Historici. 
Qni  onUuffl  fer^  scribendi  genus 
Non  tetigit 
Nullum  quod  tetigit  non  oma?it 
8ive  Risus  assent  morendi 
Sive  LacrymsB. 
Aiiieetuum  potens  at  lenis  Domiaator 
Ingenio  sublimis— Yiridus  Versstiiis 
Oratione  grandis  mtidos  Venortus 
Hoc  M  ooomentum  Memoriam  colait 
Sodafium  Amor 
Amicorum  Fides 
Lectomm  Veneratio 
Katus  Hibemia  Forniss  Lonfordieuis 
In  Looo  cui  Momen  Pallas 

Vot,  zsix.  Mnccxxn. 
EUsMB  Uteris  inttitntus 
OhKtLondini 

April  IT.  IU>CCL3EXXT* 

'Cancor. 


SVI>  OF  TOL.  ZTI. 


Printed  by  W.  Flint, 
Old-BaUey. 
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